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Summer in England is a remarkable time. After the
dreariness and damp of winter, England is resplendent
in green, earning the mantle ‘Green & Pleasant Land.’
While we enjoy being in England at any time of the year,
no matter the weather, there is something truly special
about a Great British Summer.
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I’ve just returned from a lovely May trip to England.
Summer had started early. I was over to cover the Royal
Wedding (article about that in the next issue) of Prince
Harry to Meghan Markle. The sun shined every day I was
there. It was not too hot and not too cold. I could not
have asked for better weather - nor a better experience.
Royal Weddings are amazing events, and I now count
myself lucky that I’ve been to two.
Now a bit of housekeeping. We’re moving to new
software for managing subscriptions. When we started
the magazine more than two years ago, we used the best
software we could find. But it proved inadequate, mostly
in the renewal department. Emails wouldn’t get sent
reminding people to renew and then when they were
sent, people couldn’t reset their passwords. I’m just as
sick of it as everyone else is, so after much search, we
found a new subscription management software.
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And the good news is that it actually works. All new
subscriptions will now go through it, and over the next
few months, we’ll transition current subscribers over to
the new system so that when it’s time for you to renew,
you can start fresh with the new system. The biggest
change is that we can now auto-bill, which is something
people have asked for in the beginning.You don’t have to
actively renew - you’ll just keep getting the magazine as
long as your payment information is securely on file.
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USA
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Also, in between this issue and the last, we finally
unveiled long-gestating plans to launch a London-themed
print magazine. Issue #1 will be shipping this summer.
The format is slightly different than this magazine, with
a shorter page count and different binding. If you love
London and want an entire magazine dedicated to it,
please consider subscribing.

Printed in PRC

Cheers,
Jonathan & Jackie
Publishers
Anglotopia
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ABANDONED TYNEHAM
THE DORSET VILLAGE LOST TO TIME
By Jonathan Thomas
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t was a typical chilly autumn in 1943 along
the Dorset Coast. The village of Tyneham was
nestled in a valley between the coast and the
hills of the Isle of Purbeck. It was always shielded
from the worst the sea would throw at it. But its fate
could not be saved from World War II, despite its
remote location.
Its very remote location, in fact, would destroy
the village and hundreds of years of tradition.
That autumn, the residents of Tyneham received
a letter from Winston Churchill’s War Cabinet that
told them they had one month to leave their homes.
Their village was needed for the war effort. Don’t
worry, the letter said, you can return after the war is
over.
They never did.
The village was a microcosm of rural village life
in Britain. Home to a little more than 200 people,
most of whom who worked on the Tyneham estate
and nearby Tyneham House, Tyneham had several
small, but cozy dwellings, a schoolhouse, a church,
a post office, a newly installed phone box (in 1929).
The town’s history goes back to the Roman
era, with evidence found all over the valley. The
town was first mentioned in the Domesday Book,
William the Conqueror’s inventory of his new
kingdom. It was called Tigeham which means “goat
enclosure.” There’s a 12th-century record calling
the place Tiham. The church has been dated to have
been in existence in some form since the 1300s.
However, Tyneham, despite its
beautiful location, was not some bucolic paradise.
The residents basically lived a feudal existence,
with most people working on the surrounding estate.
None of them owned their homes. Industrialisation
of farming led to them to already coping with
depopulation in the 1930s. The school closed in
1929 due to a lack of students. Increasingly, it was
looking like there was no reason for the village to
exist.
Britain’s War Office agreed and didn’t think
it would harm too many people to push them out.
Britain was planning, in secret, for the eventual
D-Day invasion. And Tyneham’s location near
the coast and the village’s architectural similarity
to Northern France made it a perfect place for
soldiers to practice. The village and 7,500 acres of
surrounding heathland and chalk downland around
the Purbeck Hills, were requisitioned just before
Christmas 1943 by the War Office for use as firing

ranges for training troops.
It was a time of war. If something like this
happened now, the social media firestorm over
displacing people from their homes would make
sure it could never happen. But it was 1943, people
had a sense of duty to do their bit. And they had to
keep it secret. The Official Secrets Act was a very
real and dangerous set of laws to go up against.
When the final residents left, a note was left on
the church door.
“Please treat the church and houses with care;
we have given up our homes where many of us
lived for generations to help win the war to keep
men free. We shall return one day and thank you for
treating the village kindly.”
When the war was over, the village was never
given back to the residents. It wasn’t theirs anyway.
It was now a strategic asset. World War II wasn’t
the end of Britain’s foreign military adventures.
Tyneham still had a purpose to serve and that
purpose was target practice. But as time has gone
on, the need for the target practice has declined with
Britain’s military presence around the world. So,
the Ministry of Defense now opens the place to the
public on select days of the year.
The residents begged to return home. Former
resident John Gould wrote to Prime Minister Harold
Wilson in 1974 and urged him to hand it back to the
people. “Tyneham to me is the most beautiful place
in the world and I want to give the rest of my life
and energy to its restoration … Most of all, I want
to go home,” he wrote.
His pleas were ignored. But the MOD started to
slowly release control and now allows visitors. The
Lulworth Range is still used for army practice and
local windows in surrounding villages are known to
rattle when the Army is at it. It’s rather disgusting
to think of such a peaceful place being defiled in
such a way on a regular basis. Sure, it’s quiet and
beautiful when it’s open to the public, but when the
range is active, it’s a hellscape of noise.
In the 15 years that we’ve been traveling to
Dorset, I have always wanted to visit Tyneham. It’s
a hard place to visit because the abandoned village
sits in the middle of the Lulworth Range, a British
military area that is still closed to the public except
Pictures: Clockwise from Left to right 1. Rare Phone K1 Phone
Box, 2. Home Ruins, was two levels, 3. The Restored Schoolhouse, 4. Chilling Warning Sign (these are dotted all over the
site).
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on certain days of the year. And even then, you’re
very restricted in where you can visit because there
is a danger of unexploded bombs all around you.
The signs warn you to stay on the roads and
signposted footpaths. Every time we’ve had a
chance to visit, something has gotten in the way.
The first time, it was a sudden fog that rolled into
the Isle of Purbeck and forced them to close the
access road. The second time we tried, during a
family trip in 2013, Dorset was hit by storms so
massive we had to completely stay away from
the coast. When we tried last year, the Lulworth
range was closed on short notice. This year, finally,
we were able to visit. So, one quiet New Year’s
day, after checking that the range was indeed
open, we hopped into our hire car and drove from
Shaftesbury to Tyneham, a village lost to war and
time. It was a humbling and fascinating experience.
When you visit, you’re struck by the silence.
Only interrupted by the occasional crash of waves
over the hill if the wind is right and the rushing of a
stream into the local pond. The village has been left
in an arrested decay. The wartime damage has made
most of the building uninhabitable and none of the
houses even have roofs.
It’s a ghostly, yet beautiful scene. The jagged
roofs of the small cottages just into the air, awaiting
roofs that will never be rebuilt. Water drips onto
well-worn flagstone floors. There are bullet holes if
you know how to look for them. Fireplaces sit cold
and quiet, never to have a fire again. There is beauty
in dereliction. But also sadness.
It’s a popular place for explorers and walkers
to visit. There are several walking paths that
run through and around the site (with those
aforementioned warnings to stay on the path).
So, we were not alone during our visit. But their
numbers were few and it was easy to get a sense of
place. It’s a quick stop anyway. You can survey the
entire site in less than an hour. The warning signs all
around you don’t really inspire one to linger.
I love visiting abandoned ruins in Britain. Every
county in Britain has a ruin of some kind, whether
it’s a castle, abbey or Roman settlement. But it’s
a little strange to explore the ruin of something so
recently abandoned. This is not a place burned to

the ground by Henry VIII. This is a place that was
ruined within living memory.
The former residents of Tyneham campaigned
for years to get their village back, but the Ministry
of Defense has always refused. The land is too
important and too dangerous to clean up (it’s filled
with unexploded bombs and toxic waste). However,
there are signs of life in Tyneham. The schoolhouse
has been restored to its final form - a 1920s British
classroom. There’s a small exhibition and several
artifacts on display. It’s like stepping back in time
and going to school in 1929. It’s remarkable.
The church has also been restored and is cared
for. Services are occasionally held for former
residents. Some that died in recent years have
requested to be buried in the churchyard, so there
are signs of fresh burials. The desire to move back
to Tyneham will die as the final residents pass on.
The village will join the ruins of Britain.
But it’s not a ‘proper’ tourist attraction. There
is no cafe or gift shop and this provides the place
a certain level of authenticity to the experience
of visiting. It’s free to visit, but there’s a small
donation box asking anyone who uses the car park
to pay £2 towards the upkeep of the paths and
village. £2 well spent and you should leave more.
The most shining artifact left in Tyneham is
the rare 1929 K1 Mark 236 Telephone Booth. But
it turns out this isn’t the original. The original
was damaged during filming for the 1986 film
“Comrades”. The film company was obliged to
source a replacement and they did. It’s still a rare
site and a great example of early British phone box
design - a precursor to the famous K6 Red Phone
Box we’re all so familiar with.
While the place is no longer suitable for human
habitation, due to the abandoned state of the
surrounding land, it’s become a haven for wildlife.
While walk amongst the ruins and have a look
into the church, you can hear the song of nature all
around - the place is positively teeming with life,
which is a strange experience. A great example that
humans are not necessary for a beautiful natural
environment.
While the village was the heart of life in the
valley, the Manor House was the source of all their
employment. It was originally built in 1523 and the
three-story Elizabethan mansion was set in beautiful
grounds with immaculate lawns, lime trees, palms
and other tropical plants that were able to survive

Pictures: Top - One of the abandoned farm houses. Bottom - The
beautifully restored parish church.
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Photos: Above - The row of cottages from the rear. Right - View of
the beautiful Lulworth Range from the villages.

in the humid micro-climate of the valley. It’s a
magnificent tumble down old English house. It was
abandoned along with the village and survived as a
ruin until it was finally pulled down by the MOD in
1967. When you think of how jealously Britain now
protects its stately home heritage, it’s inconceivable
that this would be done now. It would have been
restored if the ruin has survived.
Inside each ruined house, there’s a plaque that
tells you about the family that lived there. For
example, No 4. The Row was a Shepherds Cottage.
It was the home to the Upscale family from 19251929. They worked on the estate and tended the
sheep. The family focused on Dorset Horned Sheep,
a popular sheep that is unique in that it ‘lambs’
(breeds) twice in one year.
It’s moving to imagine the rhythms of village
life and the lives of the people that lived in these
home. As you walk through them, you can almost
hear their whispers. The cottages are surprisingly
roomy but they would have been rather crowded
since most families were rather large and probably
had lodgers staying with them to make ends meet.
World War II changed Britain a lot and in many
cases, still dictates many aspects of British Culture

today. This is one of those relics - a lost village. A
composite of the rural fantasy we all like to attach
to Britain. They won the war - but what did they
lose? A place like Tyneham would never have
survived in aspic. If it was still a living village, it
would likely be a holiday settlement with people
buying the cottages as second homes for the access
to the nearby Dorset Beaches as has been the fate of
many small villages along England’s coastlines.
Still, it’s nice to visit this special place and have
a wander and imagine what it would have been
like to live there before war ripped the community
apart. The villages were never allowed to return to
their homes, but their sacrifice allows us to visit and
remember them, acknowledge their loss and hope
that we never have to do something like it again. It’s
important that we respect the villagers’ final wish on
that posted notice - to treat the place with care and
respect.
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE
CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE

The Cotswolds Near Snowshill Manor
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Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove,
That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields,
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.

A gown made of the finest wool
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull;
Fair lined slippers for the cold,
With buckles of the purest gold;

And we will sit upon the Rocks,
Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow Rivers to whose falls
Melodious birds sing Madrigals.

A belt of straw and Ivy buds,
With Coral clasps and Amber studs:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me, and be my love.

And I will make thee beds of Roses
And a thousand fragrant posies,
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle;

The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May-morning:
If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me, and be my love.
11

BRIT BOOK CORNER
The easT end in Colour 1960-1980
If you’re a fan of the hit show “Call the Midwife”, then this is the book for you. This
wonderful collection of photos from the 1960s to 1980s London is an incredible time
capsule of what life was like in the East End of London during this era. These pictures are
gritty, real, and beautiful in their own way. It’s a London depressed and down on its heels.
It’s not a sepia-toned vision of London that never existed but rather a look at the real
London. Many of these places still exist, but the East End of London has gone through
an incredible regeneration in recent years - partly due to the 2012 Olympics and partly
due to the fact that London is a place many people want to live - which has turned many
depressed areas into desirable places to live. This London is long gone, but the pictures
captured in this collection discovered in the Tower Hamlets Local History Library &
Archives and lovingly curated by Hoxton Mini Press will provide a record of the East End’s
past. Hoxton Mini Press $22.95

seCreT CoTswolds by sue hazeldine
The Cotswolds are Anglophile paradise. The beautiful landscape of the Cotswold Wolds
along with the honey-coloured houses creates a stunning environment that always warms
the heart when you see them. There is tons of history in the Cotswolds, and a new book by
Sue Hazeldine is an excellent look at the rich and varied history of these old wool towns.
The book is divided up into chapters that focus on a particular place or subject related to
the Cotswolds. From Broadway Tower to Malmesbury Abbey, you’ll learn tons of fascinating
history. Any lover of the Cotswolds will appreciate this lovely little book. Amberley $21.95

unseen london
London is one of the world’s most photographed cities, so it’s fair to say you probably might
think there’s nothing left to see. But you’d be wrong. In Unseen London, you can see the city
anew through the eyes of 25 contemporary photographers where you can venture along
hidden canals, around notorious housing estates, through surreal street scenes and deep
underground. This is London as it is today, and as you’ve never seen it before. The photos in
this book are an eclectic mix of strange, beautiful, and downright odd. It paints a portrait of a
living city where you can see how people actually live rather than the sanitized version that
popular entertainment creates of London. Hoxton Mini Press $34.95

shafTesbury Through Time by roger guTTridge
Shaftesbury is our favorite town in England, so I was delighted to see this beautiful new book
about the town’s history. We consider it our ‘hometown’ when we’re in England so we like to
learn everything about its history. The author has found an excellent collection of old photos
for this book - many more not previously published. They’re also helpfully presented next
to pictures of what the same place looks like currently - which is lovely. I love then & now
comparisons. The captions are fascinating and provide an interesting insight into why things in
Shaftesbury look they way that they do. It’s a treasure of Shastonian history. Amberley $18.99
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for The love of london: a Companion by Julian beeCrofT
A book that’s an entire love letter to London. Filled with fascinating trivia about London,
this book is a great companion to this wonderful city. Have you ever wondered: Why the
Queen asks permission to enter the City? Where in London you are required to drive on
the right? What is the history behind Pearly Kings and Queens? From the garden suburbs
to the action-packed center, the city of London reveals layer upon layer of history, culture,
delights—and secrets. Whether you’re intrigued by London’s rich history or fascinated by
its glittering cultural scene, For the Love of London will take you on a tour encompassing
architecture, royalty, landmark events, historical figures, crime, culture, and a host of
surprising facts about the world’s finest city. Summersdale $14.95

Tea gardens by Twigs way
A sunlit lawn, blossom-laden trees, rustic chairs around tables laden with teapots and cakes,
the tinkle of teacups and the murmur of conversation – what could be more British than
a tea garden? As a nation obsessed with tea drinking and gardening, it is not surprising that
the British combined the two. The popularity of tea gardens took hold in London in the 18th
century, and grew during the Victorian and Edwardian eras, when suburban family parties
joined cycling clubs and charabanc outings to sample tea gardens far and wide. Despite the
British weather, tea gardens have thrived for more than 200 years. This beautiful new book
from Shire books is an excellent guide to the history behind famous tea gardens with plenty
of inspiration to create your own. Shire Books $12.95

london nighTs
London at night has a certain romance to it and this new book, released to coincide with an
exhibition of the same name at the Museum of London, it’s a triumph. It’s entirely dedicated
to images that capture London in the night - from the first pictures from the Victorian Era
to the Modern Day. It paints an interesting portrait of a dynamic city. There’s a wide range
of photographers on show and tons of variety amongst the subjects. Some pictures are
hauntingly beautiful. Some are rather disturbing (and there’s some light nudity in the book).
This book is a treasure and beautifully put together by Hoxton Mini Press. $27.85 Hoxton
Mini Press

Walled Gardens by Jules Hudson
I love a good National Trust book. This new one is by Jules Hudson, the British presenter
known for pottering about National Trust properties. This book takes you on a fascinating
pictorial voyage of discovery around some of Britain’s most beautiful and productive walled
kitchen gardens. For centuries, walled gardens have provided a wealth of food, fruit, and
flowers for England’s great houses. Beginning as simple medieval enclosures, they evolved
into powerful status symbols and centres of world-class horticultural expertise. This book
charts the history of these unique English spaces and shows how they’ve adapted to the
modern era. Filled with exciting history and tons of beautiful pictures. Trafalgar $24.95
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THEN - Burford 1939
Burford, a bustling market town in the Oxfordshire Cotswolds was built
on the wealth of ‘white gold’ - wool. Burford high street, pictured above
with its gently sloping hill, is considered the most beautiful street of honeycoloured cottages after Chipping Camden. This photo, originally published
in 1939 in the book Cotswold Country by Ward, Lock & Co in London,
shows a town before it would be inevitably changed by World War II.
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NOW - Burford 2012
We visited Burford in 2013 when we were in the UK for the Queen’s
Diamond Jubilee Celebrations. Burford hasn’t changed much since the
picture on the left was taken. Many of the same cottages remain, though
some have notable additions. But the gently sloping hill bordered on each
side by beautiful trees still remain. Burford is bustling - it’s a busy town
with lots of good shops and restaurants. Now considered the “Gateway to
the Cotswolds’ - we highly recommend at least stopping for tea & cake.
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EXPLORING LEEDS
YOUR COMPLETE TRAVEL GUIDE TO THIS YORKSHIRE HOTSPOT
By Laura Porter
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INTRODUCTION

INSIDER TIPS

This West Yorkshire city is well worth a visit.
Located in the eastern foothills of the Pennines
and less than 20 miles from the Yorkshire
Dales National Park, Leeds is that sought-after
combination of a modern city close to stunning
English countryside.
Leeds is the UK’s third-largest city and is about
190 miles north of London, so it can be reached
by train in a little more than two hours. They
take shopping seriously here as it is the principal
regional shopping center for the whole of the
Yorkshire. And once you’ve bought the perfect
outfit, there’s plenty of nightlife too.

•
•
•
•

Museums are closed on Mondays.
Free water taxi to Royal Armouries from
behind the train station.
Knowledgeable staff in the Visitor
Centre under Leeds Art Gallery.
Easy access to Leeds from London by
direct trains from King’s Cross - takes a
little more than 2 hours.

that Leeds had good transport links to bring in coal
and other raw materials cheaply and easily and to
export manufactured goods to all parts of the world.
Although it was the largest city in Yorkshire by
1890, Leeds did not officially become a city until
1893.
While Leeds is no longer a centre for
manufacturing, its contemporary economy has been
shaped by Leeds City Council’s vision of building a
‘24-hour European city’ and ‘capital of the north’.

HISTORY
Many have heard of Leeds for its woolen cloth
industry. When Kirkstall Abbey was built in the
12th century, the monks kept sheep, and by 1290
they owned 11,000. The land offered plenty of space
to feed and breed the animals, and the soft, pure
water of the area was ideal for washing wool. The
river could also be used to move goods to and from
ports such as Hull, on the east coast of England.
Home manufacture of cloth and woolen cloth
trading was known in the area from the 14th
century. ‘Yorkshire Broadcloths’ – cheap, good
quality cloths produced in the surrounding areas
– helped the growth of Leeds in the late 16th and
early 17th century.
The Industrial Revolution of the late 18th and
early 19th centuries brought about the biggest
growth for Leeds with the building of cloth mills
with new machinery making mass production
possible. This major industrial city became known
as ‘the city that made everything.’
In 1880, the population had reached 100,000,
and there were more than 100 coal mines in and
around Leeds. This proximity of cheap coal made
Leeds into a powerful industrial and manufacturing
center. Coal was extracted on a large scale and the
still-functioning Middleton Railway, which opened
in 1812, was the first successful commercial steam
locomotive railway in the world.
While the Middleton Railway was for moving
coal, the first passenger railway in Leeds opened in
1834. Both the waterways and the railways meant

ARCHITECTURE
There are more listed buildings in Leeds than in
any other city outside London, so this is definitely
a ‘look up’ city as the Victorian architecture is
fantastic. As well as the shops and theatres, the civic
buildings are outstanding.
A favorite is the Central Library and connected
Leeds Art Gallery gothic masterpiece with its
spectacular staircases and archways, stone beasts
and mosaic tiling designed by George Corson and
opened in 1884 as the Leeds Municipal buildings.
Yorkshireman Cuthbert Brodrick is an architect
forever associated with Leeds. His greatest career
break was in 1853 when he won a competition for
the design of Leeds Town Hall. The competition
was judged by Charles Barry – the English
architect, best known for his role in the rebuilding
of the Houses of Parliament in London during
the mid-19th century. The Town Hall was opened
in September 1858 by Queen Victoria, the first
time a reigning monarch had visited Leeds. To
get to see inside a book for one of the really good
selection of shows on from classical music and
17
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Trinity Leeds

Photos - Clockwise from Left to Right - 1. Just Grand Vintage
Tearoom, 2. Kirkgate Market, 3. Clever Kit in the Arcades, 4.
Royal Armouries

With 120 High Street shops including M&S,
Superdry, River Island, and Hollister, plus eateries
and a cinema, this is a popular destination. It feels
like an out-of-town shopping center but is still in the
city center. Even those who don’t enjoy shopping
are grateful to have it here as it brings people to the
city every day.
There’s a stylish glass roof over the whole
centre, but it’s not a closed environment so it can
still be cool on a cold weather day.
Even if you’re not looking to shop, the top floor
Trinity Kitchen is a fantastic place to grab a bite to
eat. Possibly the UK’s coolest food court, there are
neon signs and lights and a unique mix of temporary
food vans and permanent restaurants offering a
variety of exotic cuisines. It’s quite loud here but
the food is good, and the shoppers love it.

opera to comedians and evenings with well-known
personalities.
Brodrick had visited France and Italy in 1844,
and this influenced his architectural styles. He
built the Corn Exchange next which opened in
1864. Still considered to be one of Britain’s finest
Victorian buildings, its ingenious roof gave an even
northern light for the careful inspection of grain
by merchants. The Grade I listed building was
imaginatively remodeled and reopened in 1990 as a
place for independent boutiques and quirky cafés.
His Leeds trio was completed with the Leeds
Institute in 1868, now the home of Leeds City
Museum. And his name is remembered in a more
modern way with a large Wetherspoons pub called
the ‘Cuthbert Brodrick’ in Millennium Square.
Other notable landmarks include the Civic Hall
in Millennium Square, with golden owls adorning
the tops of the twin spires. There are also four
golden owl sculptures in front of the building which
were added in 2000. Do look out for owls all across
the city as there are 25 owl locations and a trail to
follow to see them all.
And the shopping structures are not all new
as the Victorian arcades are beautiful. While
the high-end stores may mean you only visit for
window shopping, it’s certainly worth taking a stroll
through the Victoria Quarter to admire the elaborate
architecture and decoration including the dramatic
stained glass roof and paneled mosaic floors.

Victoria Leeds
The city’s most recent retail addition is the
impressive Victoria Gate which houses one of the
largest John Lewis stores in the UK as well as other
desirable brands. It’s a stunning building although it
doesn’t gel with the surrounding architecture.
The Victoria Quarter is notable for its highend luxury retailers and impressive architecture.
Retailers here include Mulberry, Jo Malone, LK
Bennett and Louis Vuitton and sitting in the heart
of the center is department store Harvey Nichols,
which chose Leeds for the site of its first store
outside London back in 1996.
The Victoria Quarter was built in 1900 by
theatrical architect Frank Matcham who was also
responsible for the London Coliseum. Its gilded
mosaics, marble floors, ornate wrought-iron
metalwork and polished mahogany, make the area
a real delight. In the 1990s, Queen Victoria Street
was covered with Britain’s largest stained glass roof
to make a new arcade forming the Victoria Quarter
along with the restored County Arcade and Cross
Arcade.

SHOPPING
Leeds is the shopping capital of the north. The
city is very compact and walkable with a large
pedestrian zone. Briggate is the main shopping
street and is one of the oldest streets in Leeds dating
back to the 13th century. There was a market held
here and shops built in the 19th century along
with arcades and theatres. Fans of the High Street
should head to Trinity Leeds, while if you are after
something more high end, go to the Victoria Leeds.

More Arcades
Thornton’s Arcade was the first to open in
1878. Named after Charles Thornton, who had the
19

ingenious idea of covering up the shopping alleys
that connected Briggate to its side streets. He also
owned the Old White Swan in Swan Street where in
1865 he opened the music hall that is now the City
Varieties Music Hall. Today, the arcade has cool
shops such as the Welcome Skate Shop and OK
Comics.
Queen’s Arcade opened in 1889 and has stores
such as Levi’s, Office shoes, American Apparel,
and Jones the Bootmaker, as well as independents
like Accent Clothing, Aladdin’s Cave Jewellery and
Mary Shortle – a doll shop that probably delights
and scares in equal measure.
Near to the Leeds Grand Theatre and Opera
House, Grand Arcade opened in 1897. It has
become my favourite of the great eateries (see
below) and Our Handmade Collective – a lovely
shop offering gift ideas from more than 60 designermakers. They even have craft evenings with the
makers so you can learn something new.

Corn Exchange
This iconic rotunda has more than 30 creative,
independent retailers and salons along with food
outlets. If you are looking for something quirky
and individual, then this is where you need to come
shopping.
My favorite store was The Great Yorkshire Shop
where you’ll find rhubarb blend tea and rhubarb
chocolate, plus prints, bags, cards, and gifts.
(Yorkshire is known for early forced rhubarb.)
And if you’re looking for locally made treats, I
can also recommend The Yorkshire Soap Company
on Albion Street where the soaps look like cakes.
You can’t miss the shop as they have bubbles
coming out of a window above the shop.

Kirkgate Market
And finally, do allow time to meander through
the maze of one of Europe’s largest indoor markets.
Open since 1857; it was designed by the celebrated
architect Joseph Paxton who was responsible for the
iconic Crystal Palace in Hyde Park, London. The
market today sells well-priced fresh meat, fish, fruit,
veg, and flowers, plus street food to eat now.There
are vintage fairs here on the first Saturday of the
month.
Did you know the very first M&S goods were
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sold in Leeds from a 6’ by 4’ trestle table? From
a humble market stall to one of Britain’s most
successful retailers, M&S started at Kirkgate
Market.
Back in 1884, Polish immigrant Michael Marks
opened his penny bazaar stall in Leeds Market
before forming a partnership with Tom Spencer a
decade later. There’s a replica of the Penny Bazaar
inside the market selling M&S goods.

MUSEUMS
Royal Armouries
The one place everyone told me I had to visit
was the Royal Armouries. You can catch a free
water taxi from Granary Wharf, behind the train
station, or walk for 15 minutes from the city center.
This free museum opened in 1996 on the south
bank of the River Aire as Britain’s national museum
of arms and armor. It’s set out across two connected
buildings with four floors of exhibits. There are
more than 8,500 objects including an armoured
elephant, Samurai disemboweling weapons, and
Henry VIII’s horned helmet.
Inside you can try the crossbow range for a
small fee, and it stages regular displays of jousting,
falconry, and sword-making outside.
Sadly, I found the museum quite dated and there
are no interactives with the displays so I’m not sure
how entertaining families would find it. As an adult,
I found it quite dry and in need of modernisation.
While historic exhibits won’t change, how you
present them can affect the visitor experience.

The Tetley
In the same part of town is The Tetley – a
center for contemporary art located in the Art Deco
headquarters of the former Tetley Brewery. It’s
more of a ‘project space’ than an art gallery but
most visit for a meal and to enjoy a pint of Tetley’s
in this historic setting.

Photos Right - Top - Corn Exchange, Bottom - Leeds Town Hall
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Leeds Art Gallery

Museums Outside of the City Centre

Keeping with the free contemporary art theme,
Leeds Art Gallery is said to have the best 20thcentury collection outside London. The gallery
reopened in 2017 after renovations with a vibrant
wall-painting by Lothar Götz by the staircase.
It’s not all modern though as I found a lovely
gallery with an 1847 painting by John Everett
Millais and a centerpiece of marble busts. These
paintings and busts were acquired in the first 12
years of the gallery’s life (1888-1900).
You won’t need long to visit the gallery so
do stop at the Tiled Hall Cafe, shared with the
adjoining Central Library. It has a beautiful ceiling
that is worth admiring with a cuppa.

Kirkstall Abbey is one of the best preserved
Cistercian monasteries in Britain, and you can
explore the ruins set within parkland. At the same
location is Abbey House Museum with three
recreated Victorian streets, and toys and games from
years gone by.
Leeds Industrial Museum is at Armley Mills,
once the world’s largest woolen mill. There is
industrial machinery, railway locomotives, Victorian
workers’ cottages, and one of the UK’s smallest
cinemas.
At Lotherton Hall, you can explore a fine
Edwardian country home with extensive grounds,
red deer park, and gardens, plus Wildlife World with
penguins, flamingoes and more.
Temple Newsam is four miles from the city
centre. It’s a country mansion set within 1,500 acres
of parkland, complete with a rare breed farm too.
Feel the force and power of a fully restored
1820s water-powered mill and explore the beautiful
and tranquil island rich in wildlife at Thwaite Mills.
Based in an old workhouse at St James’s
Hospital, the Thackray Medical Museum has
displays featuring gruesome twists, and it plays up
to its reputation with exhibitions on the history of
leeching, and a recreated Victorian street that comes
complete with authentic smells.

Henry Moore Institute
On the other side of Leeds Art Gallery is the
Henry Moore Institute, connected inside via a
bridge. This sculpture research center and gallery
only needs a quick visit as it seems to be aimed
at academics more than visitors. But you can see
Henry Moore’s Reclining Woman outside the Leeds
Art Gallery.

Leeds City Museum
While the previous galleries had been quite
uninspiring, Leeds City Museum was much better
than expected. The Cuthbert Brodrick-designed
building is striking from the outside, and inside
there are four floors of galleries with simple
interactives.
The curators here have struck the right level
of information on the walls and an excellent range
of exhibits from an Egyptian mummy and Roman
stones in the ‘Ancient Worlds’ gallery to impressive
stuffed animals in the ‘Life on Earth’ section. ‘The
Leeds Story’ takes up most of one floor and really
brings to life the history of the city.
By the entrance to the café, you’ll find the
Leeds Tiger. It was shot in the Himalayas in 1860
and was displayed as a rug before being presented
to the museum in the 19th century. The pelt was
then combined with one or more other tigerskins
and rather inexpertly stuffed with straw. While it’s
a saggy specimen, it is well loved locally so the
museum won’t change him.

SPORT
No article on Leeds could miss Headingley
Stadium, just 10 minutes from the city center. Home
to Yorkshire County Cricket Club, Headingley is a
famous Test match venue which also stages oneday internationals. Rugby League fans will know
Headingley is also home to Leeds Rhinos. And
footfall supporters can see Leeds United FC at the
40,000 capacity Elland Road Football Stadium.

EAT AND DRINK
Eating out is a popular pastime in Leeds, and
there’s a huge choice of dining opportunities. As
Yorkshire tea is the local drink, the first meal I
wanted to try here was afternoon tea. I know I’m
used to London prices, but I was amazed at the posh
tea and cake bargains in Leeds.
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Just Grand! Vintage Tearoom in Grand Arcade
is a lovely venue. Drinks are served in mismatched
crockery, and the menus are on old LPs. There’s
a huge choice of teas and a really well-priced
afternoon tea (just £13.50!) with sandwiches, a
scone with cream and jam, and a slice of fruit
cake with local Wensleydale cheese on top of the
cake stand. If the tables are taken inside, there are
colorful Granny-crocheted blankets on the seats
outside to keep you warm.
Other afternoon tea locations include the 13th
floor Sky Lounge at the DoubleTree by Hilton at
Granary Wharf, although the modern twist menu
doesn’t include scones. The Tetley has an afternoon
tea menu with a beer fruit scone included (£14),
and the Fourth Floor Café at Harvey Nichols has a
small outdoor terrace that overlooks Briggate and
afternoon tea for just £20. The staff here is lovely,
and this is a great place for a breakfast, lunch or a
glass of wine too.
Head back to Grand Arcade for lunch or
dinner as there are some other excellent options
here including Roots and Fruits vegetarian café
that’s been in Leeds for more than 20 years, the
wonderful Casa Colombiana restaurant and Latin
cocktail bar, and Zaap Thai street food on the corner
of Vicar Lane – popular with families for the fun
atmosphere.
If you’d like a full Sunday roast with Yorkshire
puddings, there are traditional pubs in the city
center. John Betjeman described Whitelocks as
“the very heart of Leeds.” Dating back to 1715 and
owned by the Whitelock family since around 1880,
the pub has a ceramic-tiled bar, old woodwork,
and stained glass windows. Leeds Brewery’s The
White Swan, adjoining City Varieties theatre, is a
gastropub and does a popular Sunday roast too.
The city seems to have really embraced the
idea of rooftop dining. Belgrave Music Hall and
Canteen offers music, art, film, and food on three
floors, including the roof terrace. And East 59th is
a Manhattan-style rooftop bar with contemporary
American dining in the day then cocktails and DJs
to dance the night away.
For Michelin-starred, ultra-modern dining book
a table at The Man Behind the Curtain to try chef
Michael O’Hare’s tasting menu. It’s all rather avantgarde, but you’re paying for the experience as well
as the food. Home also specialise in tasting menus
so you can ‘taste the season’ and pair wines.

The glamorous Restaurant Bar and Grill is in the
old General Post Office in City Square and is loved
for steaks and evening cocktails. And French eatery
Brasserie Blanc is housed in a converted Victorian
warehouse by the canal. The vaulted brick ceilings,
cast iron pillars, and candlelight make for a relaxed
evening out with friends and family.
For quick eats, the Trinity Kitchen’s street food
market is recommended. Five different trailers are
winched up to an upper floor every six weeks, and
the rotating vendors trade alongside permanent
outlets. Or stop in the Corn Exchange at Humpit for
deliciously creamy hummus with fluffy pita bread to
wipe it up. The Old Red Bus Station on Vicar Lane
is a bar, music club, and canteen that has a £2.50
coffee and cake deal, making it a great place to stop.
Fuji Hiro was the first Japanese restaurant
in Leeds. It’s a family-owned restaurant serving
Japanese staples such as fried noodles and steaming
bowls of ramen. It’s at the back of the Merrion
Centre, so near to the First Direct Arena.

NIGHTLIFE
Theatres
Leeds Grand Theatre and Opera House was built
in 1878 and has been Opera North’s home since
1978. Known as “the Drury Lane of the North,” the
idea to build the theatre began when Queen Victoria
and Prince Albert came to Leeds to officially open
the Town Hall in 1858. It is alleged that Prince
Albert commented that “Leeds seemed in need of a
good theatre, and that nothing was more calculated
to promote the culture and raise the tone of the
people.”
The Grand is where you can see the plays and
musicals from London’s West End, but do beware
when booking as the theatre is said to be haunted by
the friendly ‘Lavender Lady’ who visits Box D in
the Dress Circle.
The Swann Inn (now The White Swan) had
a singing room added in 1766, and this is now
the City Varieties Music Hall. Charlie Chaplin,
Buster Keaton, and Harry Houdini are among the
entertainment greats to have trodden the boards at
this Victorian theatre, and it’s still pretty much as it
was in 1865 although it has been restored. As well
as a fun pantomime in the winter, you can enjoy
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music hall evenings here throughout the year.
West Yorkshire Playhouse has plays, dance,
comedy, and West End transfers. While the theatre
is about to undergo major redevelopment, they have
transformed one of the workshop spaces to create
a 350-seat theatre to continue running a full and
varied programme. Leeds College of Music, close
to the Playhouse, has a packed concert schedule too.
Carriageworks Theatre in Millennium Square
has a good range of shows, events, and activities
including plenty for families.

Music
Leeds has one of the most vibrant live music
scenes in the UK. Not only is Leeds home to the
13,500-capacity First Direct Arena with live music,
comedy and more, but you can also enjoy regular
gigs at The O2 Academy, The Wardrobe, Brudenell
Social Club, Headrow House, and Belgrave Music
Hall. The Domino Club has live jazz but is a
particularly cool venue as you enter through Lord’s
Barbering in Grand Arcade and head downstairs to
a darkened room with candles, dimmed lights and a
fantastic atmosphere.

cocktails are served in teacups.
Bar Fibre is a four-floor super bar on Lower
Briggate. Owned by local legend Terry George, the
bar has just celebrated its 17th birthday. It’s a gay
bar that’s straight-friendly and plays good local
sounds. On Bank Holidays they have a courtyard
party with the next door bar, and it can get packed
with thousands of people.
Legendary dance club reunions in Leeds to
look out for including Back to Basics which is the
longest-running house night in the UK. It launched
the careers of artists such as Daft Punk and Groove
Armada. SpeedQueen offers one of the best straightfriendly dance nights in the UK. And Habit, where
Alex was the resident DJ up to 2011, has regular
reunions.

FURTHER AFIELD

ASK A LOCAL
To get an insider’s tips on the best nightlife
in Leeds, I had a chat with Alex Simmons, a man
brimming over with confidence and a big love of his
city. Alex was a world-renowned DJ and now runs
Rugby AM.
Mojo on Merrion Street is a small cocktail and
rum bar with a great vibe. It gets louder throughout
the evening and dancing is encouraged. Regulars
have seats with their names on them, so look out for
the plaque for popular radio DJ Chris Moyles.
For slow-cooked meats and the hottest sauces,
Red’s True Barbecue on Call Lane is a favorite. Run
by two guys from Leeds, Alex told me they went
to the US and came in fourth in the world in a hot
sauce competition.
There’s no bouncer outside The Maven Bar,
so you just have to look for the door with an M
on it on Call Lane. Head upstairs to a real hidden
gem cocktail bar with darkened windows and
subdued lighting. Based on a 1920s US Prohibition
speakeasy but with its own style too, creative
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If you are fortunate enough to be here longer
than just a weekend, Leeds provides the perfect base
to explore the incredible landscapes of the Yorkshire
Dales, North Yorkshire Moors, and dramatic
Yorkshire coastline.
Just 10 miles south of Leeds is the Yorkshire
Sculpture Park at West Bretton. It’s home to works
by Barbara Hepworth, Henry Moore, Joan Miró
and Anthony Gormley in 500 acres of 18th-century
parkland.
Open from April to October, Harewood House
is a Georgian property 7 miles from Leeds that sits
within a Capability Brown-designed landscape.
The House has incredible art collections and rare
Chippendale furniture.
Roundhay Park is one of the biggest city parks
in Europe and is just 3 miles from the city center.
It’s more than 700 acres of greenery wrapped
around a couple of lakes and a handful of cafés,
plus an indoor wildlife park called Tropical World
making Roundhay Park the most visited family
attraction in Leeds.
TV soap fans will love The Emmerdale Studio
Experience where you can see set reconstructions,
preserved props, and costumes and discover the
secrets behind stunts and special effects.

ACCOMMODATION

LAURA’S LEEDS TOP 10

There are some excellent hotels in Leeds City
Centre. I stayed at the Leeds Marriott which is in a
quiet courtyard; just a few minutes walk from the
train station. The rooms are impressively spacious,
the on-site (including in-room) dining was above
expectations and the staff is wonderfully welcoming
and friendly. There’s a Leisure Club with a pool and
free use of an app for newspapers and magazines.
Other good choices are the stylish Malmaison or
Dakota. The Radisson Blu is almost next to Leeds
Art Gallery, and the independently-run Quebecs is
in one of the most distinctive terracotta brickwork
buildings in Leeds.
If you’d like a spa break, Chevin Country Park
Hotel & Spa is about 10 miles from Leeds in Otley
and has spa day options if you prefer to stay in the
city.

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.

Shopping!
Visit Leeds City Museum
Admire the Victorian Architecture
See a show at The Grand
Have a drink on Call Lane
Do the owl trail
See live music
Enjoy afternoon tea at Just Grand!
Vintage Tearoom
9. Chat to a local – everyone’s really
friendly!
10. Book tickets for the Millennium
Square Summer Series (especially ‘The
Symphonic Sounds of Back to Basics’)

WHAT’S ON

Leeds’ diversity and equality, it’s the biggest event
of its kind in Yorkshire. 5 August 2018

You’ve heard of the Tour de France but do you
know about the Tour de Yorkshire? This annual bike
race takes in 169 villages, towns and cities along the
way with a thrilling finish in Leeds. 3-6 May 2018

The UK’s largest family-friendly Volkswagen
show is the VW Festival at Harewood House. A
full weekend of live entertainment, live music,
VWs galore and a great venue with a laid-back
atmosphere. 10-12 August 2018

Every summer, Millennium Square hosts live
music, screenings, and festivals for Millennium
Square Summer Series. One of the not to be missed
events is the incredible Symphonic Sounds of
Back to Basics on 27 July 2018, featuring a unique
collaboration between the Orchestra of Opera North
and legendary Back to Basics DJ Dave Beer. MayAugust 2018

Leeds Festival is one of the UK’s largest
music festivals, held over the August bank holiday
weekend each year, with a number of stages across
Bramham Park hosting some of the biggest names
in rock and indie music. 24-26 August 2018
Leeds West Indian Carnival is Western Europe’s
longest-running authentic Caribbean carnival
parade. 2018 is the 51st carnival, and you can
expect amazing costumes, infectious tropical
rhythms, mouth-watering food, and entertainment
for everyone. 27 August 2018

What better introduction to cricket than an
international match at the Yorkshire County
Cricket Club’s home? Headingley has been hosting
international cricket since 1899 and in 2018 will
host three internationals; England vs. Pakistan Test
Match on 1 June, England vs. New Zealand Royal
London Women’s One-Day International on 7 July
and England vs. India One-Day International on 17
July. June & July 2018

As the nights draw in, October sees the return of
Light Night. This family-friendly two-night festival
of arts and light transform the city centre after dark
into a sea of light and sound. 4-5 October 2018

Leeds Pride celebrates the LGBT* community
with a parade through the center of the city and
partying until the early hours. A true celebration of
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ERMINOLOGY OF THE

BRITISH AND AMERICAN HOSPITAL
By Laurence Brown

I

f you ask a British person newly transplanted
to America what he or she misses most about
Britain, two of the leading answers notably
bear only three letters: BBC and NHS. In the case
of the former, streaming services such as Britbox
help to alleviate that particular craving; whereas the
latter gives way to a healthcare system famously
distinct from its tax-funded equivalent in the United
Kingdom.

“Elastoplast” and “plaster” have since made way
for “Band-Aid”, an adhesive bandage that, like
“Elastoplast, is a genericised brand name.

But even once you cut through the political red tape,
another element of the medical field reveals itself in
the form of terminology. At this point, the linguistic
divide between Britain and the United States is well
documented; so much so that the differing medical
terms ought to have their own dictionary.
As someone who—after 10 years residing in
America’s Midwest—recently underwent his first
major brush with the world of American hospitals, I
would indeed welcome such a dictionary.
After all, the last thing on your mind as your arm
reluctantly receives its fourth jab is the fact that
Americans refer to this as a “shot.” And by the
time the ensuing pain from said shot subsides, you
might—if you’re paying attention—notice that
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And speaking of names, even the buildings that
make up a typical hospital often assume unfamiliar
monikers. A regular checkup with your GP (a term
not used in the United States) will necessitate a visit
not to the “surgery” but to the “doctor’s office.”
In fact, the use of “surgery” in this sense tends to
confuse Americans, who only associate that word
with operative care.
Should you be unfortunate enough to find yourself
in an accident of the life-threatening variety,
you’ll almost certainly end up in the American
equivalent of A&E. For American readers, this
stands for “Accident & Emergency” and—unless
you have a dark sense of humor—is distinct from
“Arts & Entertainment”. As it happens, though, it
was the world of entertainment that brought the
American equivalent to the attention of the British.
“ER”, the show that catapulted George Clooney to
superstardom, ran concurrently with the BBC show
“Casualty”, another British name for the emergency
department.

And while an ambulance might be your means of
travel on either side of the Pond, the number with
which to summon it is famously different. However,
while the British emergency code of “999” might be
a fraction quicker to dial than America’s “9-1-1”, it
is worth noting that this was not the case during the
days of rotary phones.

yourself vomiting. You’re probably familiar with
American terms such as “hurl” or “barf,” but what
you may not know is that Americans don’t tend to
refer to the resulting mess as “sick.” They do use
the verb to be sick, just not the following noun
phrase: “I flushed the sick down the toilet.”
Okay, moving on from what I will affectionately
call the “word vomit” section, let’s focus on some
terms associated with your recovery. One place
that specialises in that very thing is, of course, the
chemists—the building where, for example, you
pick up your paracetamol. Except Americans refer
to this building by one of two names, a pharmacy
or a drugstore, and you’re unlikely to find any
container bearing the name “paracetamol” in
America; instead, its US equivalent is known as
“acetaminophen”.

Either way, someone’s going to hospital. Except
that this precise phrase is another one that tends to
jar with Americans; dropping the determiner “the”
is seen, stateside, as confusing or unnecessary, and
so “going to the hospital” is much preferred. It has
been said that the British version only exists to
distinguish between a hospital in the notional sense
and hospital in the specific sense. In other words,
Brits might say “I’m going to the hospital on the far
side of town” to indicate a particular location, but
will say “I’m going to hospital” if the location is
unimportant to the conversation.

Of course, while you’re navigating all of the
above terminology differences, there’s a subcategory of linguistic variances you might want
to pay attention to and that’s spelling. Scores
of medical terms, while lexically consistent on
either side of the Pond, employ subtly different
letters. For instance, Britain’s tendency to use the
Latin grapheme æ in words like “enclyclopaedia”
is not shared by Americans, so words such as
“paediatric”, “leukaemia”, and “gynaecology”
become “pediatric”, “leukemia”, and “gynecology”.
Similarly, the Latin grapheme œ is dropped from
the likes of “oesophagus” and “diarrhea”, while
“paralyse” becomes “paralyze”, “tumour” becomes
“tumor”, and “ageing” becomes “aging.”

Regardless of your preferred sentence structure,
though, further terminological confusion might
even arise once you are diagnosed. For instance,
should you be unfortunate enough to contract
glandular fever, bear in mind that Americans refer
to this as “mono” (or mononucleosis). When my
sister-in-law first reported that she was suffering
from this mysterious illness, aside from imagining
how horrible it must have been, I couldn’t help
considering the following two things: 1) Mono must
be very rare—I’ve never heard of it; 2) Stereo must
be twice as bad. Turns out she just kissed too many
boys.

Thankfully, variations in spelling and terminology
are quite easy to figure out after a while. The same,
however, cannot always be said of America’s
healthcare system, but that’s another story for
another time.

On a more serious note, if you happen to suffer
from epilepsy, be sure not to describe your most
serious symptom as an epileptic fit. American
medical professionals know this as a “seizure.”
Moreover, while Britain might have multiple
other uses for the word “fit”—to mean ‘in shape’,
‘attractive’, or ‘ergonomically compatible’—
Americans don’t use it in the sense of an episode
brought on by synchronous neuronal activity. The
nearest usage to this stateside is “conniption fit”,
another way to describe a tantrum.
Of course, should you find yourself feeling
nauseous (a word more prevalent in America than
Britain), you might—excuse the lovely visual—find
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Laurence is a British writer and humorist
who lives in the United States. He also
hosts the popular web series, “Lost in the
Pond” on YouTube. He has an infuriating
habit of taking America to task by pointing
out how things are done in the UK. He
really needs to stop this behavio(u)r. It’s
anti-American.

GREAT BRITONS: CECIL RHODES
BUSINESSMAN, POLITICIAN, IMPERIALIST

28

C

ecil Rhodes was a businessman and
politician who made his fortune in the
late 19th century Scramble for Africa by
the European powers. After cornering diamond
production in South Africa and forming De Beers
Consolidated mines to maintain high diamond
prices, he moved into politics and served as Prime
Minister in the colony from 1890-1896. He then
undertook a commercial and political land-grab of
the countries of the eastern part of Africa, almost
succeeding in bringing a continuous strip from the
Cape to Cairo under British control. His attitude to
Africans led to him being described as the father of
apartheid. After his death, his considerable personal
fortune created the Rhodes Scholarship, which
brought overseas students to Oxford University and
began the careers of many prominent people.
Cecil John Rhodes first set foot in South Africa
when he was 17, having been sent there for his
health by his Church of England clergyman father.
Cecil was asthmatic and so sickly he had been taken
out of Grammar School, in Bishop’s Stortford,
Hertfordshire, where he was born on 5 July, 1853.
Rhodes landed in the Colony of Natal, which
had been annexed by the British is 1843, joining
the formerly independent Boer province to the
larger Cape Colony. Rhodes brother Herbert had
set up a cotton farm in Natal, and Cecil joined him.
The venture failed as the climate and soil were not
suitable for cotton. A diamond rush had just begun
at Kimberley in the Cape Colony, and the brothers
went there to try their luck. At first, they rented
water pumps to miners, but he used the profits of
this enterprise to start buying small diamond mine
claims, helped by the financial backing of the
London banking family Rothschild.
Cecil did return for a term at Oxford in 1873 but
quickly returned to Kimberley, where he continued
to expand his operations. In 1876, he returned to
Oxford for a second term, and it was there that he
attended a lecture by the polymath John Ruskin,
who presented an idealised view of the British
Empire as a force for good, lifting up the ‘lower
races’ and spreading peace and prosperity across
the Earth. This inspired Rhodes to adopt the cause
of British Imperialism and take the view that
Britain, through its excellence, had a right to rule.
At the same time he joined the Freemasons, and in
his first will, written in 1877, he left money for a
secret society with but one object; the furtherance

KEY FACTS
•
•
•
•

Born 1853 – died 1902
Businessman and founder of De Beers
diamond mines
Carried out extensive imperial purchases and seizures of African lands
Established the Rhodes Scholarship to
Oxford University after his death

of the British Empire and the bringing of the whole
uncivilized world under British rule, (and) for the
recovery of the United States.
Back in the Cape, his chief partner was John
Rudd, another young Englishman seeking his
fortune. They found a rival in Barney Barnato,
a Cockney Jew, who had seized control of the
diamond market and was manipulating prices.
Rhodes and Barnato were both racing to consolidate
all the tiny mines into a large company, and after
complex financial maneuverings they combined
forming De Beers Consolidated Mines, which at
one point controlled 90% of the world’s diamonds.
By being able to control production and keep supply
close to demand, Rhodes was able to maintain an
artificially high price for diamonds, and create a
large fortune for Rothschild Bank, Barnato, De
Beers, and of course, himself.
In 1880, Rhodes entered the Cape Parliament,
and within 10 years he was Prime Minister of
the Cape Colony. His first task was to remove
black Africans from land required for industrial
development and, in his words, show them that in
future, nine-tenths of them will have to spend their
lives in manual labor, and the sooner that is brought
home to them the better. By setting limits on the
amount of land black people could own, and setting
the level for the right to vote above that limit, he
succeeded in preventing them from developing
as a political force, arguing that the native is to
be treated as a child and denied the franchise. He
also attempted to overthrow the neighbouring Boer
Republic of Transvaal, launching, with the approval
of the British government, the Jameson Raid over
the New Year weekend of 1895–1896. The purpose
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was to send a small force to encourage an uprising
by British settlers in the Transvaal, but it failed
completely, forcing Rhodes to resign as Prime
Minister. A brother, Frank Rhodes, was jailed and
nearly executed in Transvaal for treason, and the
raid was a factor in the outbreak of the Second Boer
War.
Driven by his belief in the right of the superior
British race to rule, and by a desire to increase
his fortune, Rhodes began to purchase mining
concessions from local chiefs and simultaneously
expand the control of the British government over
the areas he purchased. By covering the costs of
administration and having his companies administer
the areas thus occupied, he prevented the perhaps
more benevolent direct rule from Britain that
distressed missionaries and others wanted while
keeping these territories legally British. This gave
him the security and legality needed to sell shares
in his mining operations to investors. In this way,
he was instrumental in keeping Britain dominant
in the so-called Scramble for Africa with other
European countries, especially in the eastern half
of the continent. Many of his tactics were secretive
and technically illegal, but a blind-eye was often
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turned by the British government. Rhodesia (now
Zimbabwe and Zambia) was the jewel in Rhodes’
Cape to Cairo Red Line, a reference to the desire
to have red, the traditional color on maps of British
territories, run the length of Africa. By 1914,
only the German colony of Tanzania broke the
continuity, and that country also fell into the hands
of Britain via the WWI peace treaties. The railway
line Rhodes dreamed of, from the Cape to Cairo,
was never completed.
Rhodes never married, arguing that he didn’t
have time, but it has been suggested, without any
definitive evidence, that he was gay. Rhodes kept no
diaries and wrote very few personal letters, so his
private life remains largely concealed. His name has
been associated with several potential lovers, the
last of which was Leander Starr Jameson, who had
led the Jameson Raid. Jameson was with Rhodes
during his final illness, was the residual beneficiary
of his will, giving him Rhodes mansion, and
although Jameson died in England, in 1920 his body
was re-interred in Rhodesia beside Rhodes.
In the end, Rhodes’ lifelong ill health kept him
regularly ill after he turned 40 and he died of heart
failure on the 26 March 1902, just 48 years of age.
His body was carried on a funeral train from the
seaside cottage on the Cape where he died to a
hilltop in Rhodesia called ‘World’s View,’ where
his grave remains today. Tribal chiefs attended his
internment there.

His Legacy
Rhodes’ greatest legacy was the Rhodes
Scholarship, established by Nathan Rothschild, the
administrator of his estate, in compliance with the
terms of Rhodes’ will. This was the world’s first
international study programme and allows students
from any current or ex-British colony to study at
Oxford. Important recipients include J. William
Fulbright, Dean Rusk, and President Bill Clinton.
With the collapse of the Empire and the
de-colonisation that followed WWII, Rhodes’
reputation began to decline, and today it has reached
a veritable nadir, with recent attempts to remove
his statue from Oxford University. His racist views
are widely considered to make him the father of the
apartheid system that blighted South Africa, but he
should perhaps be seen as being a product, as much

as a maker, of his times.

Sites to Visit
•
•
•

•

His grave is part of Matobo National Park,
Zimbabwe.
There is a statue of Rhodes on the façade of
Oriel College, Oxford University.
His birthplace is now the Rhodes Arts
Complex & Bishop’s Stortford Museum,
containing records and artifacts of his life.
It is at 1-3 South Road, Bishop’s Stortford,
Hertfordshire, and is open Monday to
Saturday from 10am-4pm.
The Rhodes Memorial stands on the slopes
of Devil’s Peak, Cape Town.

•
•
•

Further Research
Biographies include:
•

Cecil Rhodes Man and Empire-Maker
(1918), by Princess Catherine Radziwill, is
still available. The princess was infatuated
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with Rhodes, and when he refused to
marry her, she engineered a court-case for
fraud based on false allegations she made.
Although she lost the case, she went on to
write this contemporary biography.
The Founder: Cecil Rhodes and the Pursuit
of Power (1988), by Robert I. Rotberg.
Cecil Rhodes and His Time (2012), by
Apollon Davidson
Cecil Rhodes, His Private Life (2013), by
Philip Jourdan

THIS ENGLISH LIFE
THIS OLD HOUSE: ENGLAND EDITION
By Erin Moore

O

ur place was built in 1823. It’s a tall, narrow
row house, about the size of the average
suburban American home, inconveniently
spread over five floors. It has all the problems you might
imagine: holes between the floorboards big enough to
lose Legos in. Windows you can feel a breeze through.
Suspicious damp spots that suddenly appear high up
on the walls. Ancient electrics that need to be replaced.
Inadequate heating system. Something is always going
wrong, and nothing that goes wrong is inexpensive or
simple to fix. It is, in fact, a bona fide money pit that
takes up a lot of my free time. And yet, I love it. Did I
mention it’s beautiful? It’s my dream. You could blame a
childhood spent watching “This Old House” reruns. But
I blame hurricanes.
I grew up on Big Pine Key, Florida, an island about
30 miles from Key West that few people had heard of
before it was nearly wiped off the map by Hurricane
Irma last September. Irma was the worst hurricane to hit
the Keys in many years. In my lifetime there have been
several that caused severe damage including Hurricane
Irene in 1999, which cost $600 million to clean up.
NOAA estimates Irma at $50 billion, which translates to
countless lost homes and businesses belonging to people
I love. They are devastated, but they are rebuilding,
determined that their community will come back
stronger.
It is largely because of storms like Irma that few
buildings in the Keys are very old. Aside from the
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picturesque Conch Houses in Key West (the oldest of
which dates back to 1829), there isn’t a lot of romance
to them, either. It isn’t hard to see why someone like me,
from a place like that, would be looking for stability:
a house made of brick. Our house is solid. Despite its
age, it’s hard to imagine it blowing away. After all, in
Hertford, Hereford, and Hampshire (say it with me!)
hurricanes hardly happen.
Americans have a reputation for liking new things.
I don’t think that’s a fair generalisation. What seems a
more likely explanation is that the old things Americans
like are not considered so very old elsewhere. I grew
up being taken to flea markets and tag sales by my
grandparents. In a small town, these were social events
to look forward to. (Not to mention the delicious flea
market fried sugar doughnuts, an approximation of
which can also be found on the Kent coast. They make
me weepy with nostalgia.) Nana and Grandpa liked
old things. They liked a bargain and the thrill of the
chase. Grandpa would focus on fishing and boating
equipment, while Nana inspected modern rarities like
Hummel figurines, needlepoint kits, thimbles (which she
collected for me), secondhand hardcovers, and assorted
knickknacks. She would take her purchases home
wrapped in the previous day’s edition of the Key West
Citizen and catalog them in a series of red notebooks. I
imagine the notebooks were kept for my parents’ benefit,
for the far-off someday when it all would be handed
down to them. I learned to appreciate things with a bit of
history, emphasis on story. Things like that are at home
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in an old house, and so am I.
What a house this age lacks is storage. We have
one measly closet and it is dark and tiny, hidden away
under the stairs with the old paint cans, bags of cat litter,
tools and gardening supplies. It is for this reason I have
become one of the new renunciates—Marie Kondo
acolytes, hounding my local charity shop weekly with
increasingly random assortments of cast-offs. One recent
haul included a bundt cake pan, two suit jackets and
a pair of vertiginous heels from New York publishing
days, five pairs of outgrown kids’ shoes (about which I
used to get emotional, before I understood how many
dozens of pairs they would outgrow in their childhoods,
and decided to save my tears) and some books.
Divestment is my new religion. But on the flipside,
I’m drawn to antique shops of the type that aren’t
supposed to exist anymore: mellow, musty and usually
empty of other customers. Full of “brown furniture” of
the type that not many of us covet anymore, at sub-Ikea
prices. Georgian picture frames and sets of glinting
glassware. I have a weak spot for any item whose use
has to be explained to me, and I’m still smarting over
missing two old club ballot boxes that could have been
used to “black ball” someone in the last century or
before. I love things that have been knocked around,
used and abused and loved before I was born. Unlike
Nana, I don’t go in for delicate or breakable things—
with a cat and two kids, ours is not a knick-knack-able
life.
The comedian Harry Enfield has a recurring sketch
about a Notting Hill antique shop called I Saw You
Coming. The curmudgeonly old proprietor, Marcus, sells
junk to gullible luvvies. His eyes light up as a pretty
blond comes through the door, jingle jingle. “Trustafaria!
Darling! Mwah, Mwah. Have I got just the thing for you.
This rusty old lantern is just the kind of toss you’ll be
into.” “How much is it?” “Well it cost me a fiver at a car
boot sale, but you have a good eye. All the scratches are
actually organic. And I saw you coming—so I’ll give it
to you for a grand…”
The shops I go to are nothing like this, you
understand. My favorite, Fisher on Gray’s Inn Road, is
owned by a young woman named Hilary. She will offer
you a glass of sherry on arrival and sell you a regimental
drum. Or a ceramic dog. Last November, I bought a
Georgian lazy Susan that I use as a cake stand. For my
husband’s birthday, a watercolor of a crab with a deep
and glossy wood frame. In London these days, shops like
hers are rare, and if we want them to last, we support
them. I’ll take an old thing over a new thing any day. My
husband is just the same. On a recent trip to Paris, we
could think of no better use for a Saturday afternoon than
patrolling the Marche aux Puces for tarnished silver and
papery antique table linens. We love to meet the people

selling them, and the fact that we never know what crazy
thing we will find around the next corner. Last visit, a
vast needlepoint tapestry of a bare-breasted mermaid.
Alas, we lack the wall space…
My parents have lately fallen into the business
of old things. When my grandmother died, faced with
the task of dispersing decades of her accumulated
collections, they started having garage sales. Before
long, they rented a booth in an antique mall in Ocala,
the central Florida town where they now live. They are
still working through Nana’s back catalog, but their
greater love is picking their own stock around Southern
estate sales, tag sales, and junk shops. They like old
things; they like a bargain and the thrill of the chase.
They have been very successful at it. They have an
eye, a way with their customers, a gift for imaginative
merchandising and dozens of retailing ideas up their
sleeves. In the age of eBay, people still love to browse
their shop in person.
When they visit us in London, they comb the
stalls of the Portobello Road, Spitalfields, and Camden
Passage. They find the most extraordinary things: a
19th-century child-size steel foot brace, a Napoleonic
cannonball, dozens of cut glass prisms from a defunct
chandelier. They pack them up and take them back to
Florida, where their customers are enthusiastic about
them. For a while, the steampunks of Florida couldn’t
get enough old pocket watches on chains. Someone
bought the foot brace to donate to a medical museum.
And any horse or racing-related memorabilia find an
easy home in horse-mad Ocala. Anything from England
is automatically old enough and odd enough to be an
antique—at least an honorary one.
They don’t live in the Keys anymore, so they
missed this latest and worst hurricane. But we remain
in touch with many old friends on Big Pine, and we
know there is cause for hope. Every weekend, teams of
neighbors form to help clear debris, remove fallen trees
and repair homes. Tropical foliage comes back quickly.
Within a few years, everything will be greener and more
beautiful than ever before. Relationships stronger, too.
But some people have lost everything. Reminding us
that choosing what to let go of is an absurd privilege. In
the charity shops, my parents and I frequent, most of the
things are the cast-offs of the dead. To be alive, and to
have too much, is a guilty gratitude. Then I go back to
my crumbling house and know, no matter what, it will
outlast me.
Erin Moore is an American who has
been living in London for 10 years. Her
book, That’s Not English: Britishisms,
Americanisms and What Our English Says
About Us, is available on amazon.com.
© Fiona Saunders
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THE TRIFORIUM

BEHIND CLOSED DOORS AT ST PAUL’S CATHEDRAL
By Jonathan Thomas
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t Paul’s Cathedral is the most magnificent
building in London. We’ve visited it often
and even climbed the dome, all the way to
the top. We try to visit whenever we can. It’s one of
the most historically important buildings in London
and the view of the cathedral from various angles
in London are actually protected - no building can
block St Paul’s. So, when I learned last year that
there’s a secret tour you can take that goes behind
the scenes, I had to book in as soon as possible.
Every major cathedral has something called a
Triforium. It’s a weird space, often closed off from
the public. But the massive scale of a cathedral
by design creates a Triforium. What is it? By the
stricter definition, it’s a gallery or arcade above the
arches of the nave, choir, and transepts of a church.
Because of the height and accessibility, they are
almost always closed off to the public.
As a consequence, these spaces are much
more shall we say, institutional, than the rest of
the public-facing cathedral. More often than not,
they’re used as a storage area for the cathedral. It’s
where they put stuff they need out of sight or don’t
have room for elsewhere. St Paul’s Triforium is
generally closed to the public, but it’s occasionally
offered in special tours a few days out of the month.
The St Paul’s Triforium is special though,
because it provides an insight in the very
construction of the cathedral by Sir Christopher
Wren after the Great Fire of London. To say I was
excited about exploring what is essentially the attic
of St Paul’s Cathedral is an understatement.
We arrived early for our tour (after a marathon
drive from Dorset to make it there in time). So, we
went down the crypt for a quick lunch before our
tour started. The group was small, no more than 10
people. After we were all gathered around, we were
led to the main public staircase and up a few flights
of stairs. Then we stopped and waited as the tour
guide unlocked the door that’s normally closed to
the public.What a treat.
Once we were through the door, we were lead
along a corridor and finally arrived at a spot that
offered up an incredible view across the entire nave
of St Paul’s. They call this the ‘BBC View’ as this
is where cameras are usually placed for big state
occasions. The perk of this tour is that we were
allowed to take pictures, something that’s usually
forbidden in St Paul’s. So, all of us took tons of
pictures. How could we not when the rare treat
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afford by this view?
We were then led through a corridor that had
low ceilings but was filled with artifacts. They
ranged from works of art no longer needed to
various stone artifacts from the cathedral’s history.
There has been a church of some form at the site
of St Paul’s Cathedral since 604 AD. The star of
this room, though, were the pieces of the original
‘Old St Paul’s’ that burned down its great fire.
They’re just sitting there on a shelf, away from the
public eye, which is a real shame because they’re
remarkable.
Then we’re led to another corridor where the
choir and clergy store their robes. You get the sense
that this is a very private space. There you’ll find
detritus from the cathedral’s history from old altars
to sketches of possible architectural plans.
And then the real highlight of the tour. Sir
Christopher Wren faced lots of challenges trying
to get across his vision for a new cathedral and his
designs went through many iterations as various
stakeholders tried to have their say. Finally, when
Wren wanted to convince the patron who mattered
the most - King Charles II, he did something rather
drastic. He built a massive wooden scale model of
his vision. So big that the King could go inside it to
get a sense of scale.
This wooden model, a treasure of national
importance, still exists and is the main attraction
you see on this tour. It’s in a special room that was
originally supposed to be the second library but
instead has been turned into a permanent exhibition
for the wooden model. Made to scale of 1:25, this
model represents the design. It was intended to
be a permanent record, in case Wren died to show
clearly his vision. It was designed to be walked
through at eye-level to suggest the experience of
the real interior. The model was made from fullsize drawings scaled up by Wren and his assistant
Edward Woodroffe, working at a large table in the
Cathedral convocation house.
The model was completed in 1674 and cost
about £600, a princely sum of money equivalent
to the cost of a good London house at the time.
Initially, it was painted stone colors inside and out,
with grey for the lead of the domes, gilded details,
and fictive relief, but the paint has chipped and
faded away with time leaving a beautiful dark wood
structure in immaculate condition. The King was
impressed, and Wren was allowed to continue to

Photos - Top - 1. Full view of Wren’s Wooden Model, 2. (left)
Close-up of wooden model, 3. (right) Interior of wooden model,
notice the details and the faded paint.
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Photos 1. Top - St Paul’s Library, 2. Bottom - the Dean’s ‘Moneymaker’ Staircase.
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pursue his vision though the final cathedral which
differs quite a bit from the model.
We spent a good amount of time in the room,
and it was incredible to see in person. Sadly we
were not allowed to go inside of it, which was fine.
It was treat enough to be able to see it. You really
don’t get an idea of just how massive this model is.
Imagine a child’s ‘Wendy House’ and triple the size
to give you an idea of scale. Around the modern are
framed drawing of Wren’s various incarnations of
the designs. And these are reproductions; these are
Wren’s actual copies. Remarkable!
After the treat of the model room, it was time to
venture towards the library. When the giant creaky
door was opened to the library, you’re immediately
hit with the most magnificent smell. A mixture
of old leather, paper, and ink. If you could bottle
the smell, it would make an excellent perfume for
book nerds. The room is filled wall to wall with old
books, with only a few dating back to before the
cathedral was constructed. But many were donated
as part of a massive collection.
The library’s collection was almost
mostly destroyed in the Great Fire of London.
Wren’s library chamber was restocked by the
Commissioners for rebuilding St Paul’s: They
bought collections, including valuable Bibles and
liturgical texts, and were fortunate to receive a
generous bequest in 1712 of nearly 2,000 volumes
from the library of Henry Compton, late Bishop
of London. In 1783, the library of John Mangey,
Vicar of Dunmow and Prebendary of St Paul’s, was
added. In the 19th century, extensive collections of
ecclesiastical tracts and pamphlets were brought in.
It’s a remarkable place, filled with treasures
beyond compare. The librarian was there, and he
was kind enough to talk to us about the books in
the collection and how they care for them, ensuring
that they survive the ravages of decay. The library
was rather dark, but as it was late in the afternoon,
occasionally a beautiful golden sunlight would
enter the room and then leave, providing the most
beautiful light to admire the collection. When we
were ushered out of the library, I didn’t want to
leave. From July 2018, the library will be closed off
from the public tours as it will undergo an 18-month
conservation program. It was a privilege to take part
in one of the last public tours.
After the library, we were led to a staircase,
but not just any staircase. This is the Dean’s

Above: Ruins of old St Paul’s.

Staircase, and the cathedral staff jokingly call it
the moneymaker. Because you’ve seen it countless
films - most recently in the Harry Potter films. The
cantilevered staircase is perfectly balanced. It’s
not supported in any way. Each stair is anchored to
the wall, and that’s it. Architecture and math in its
purest form. The staircase is more than 300 years
old and shows no signs of buckling under its own
weight.
After that, we returned to the ‘BBC View’
where we were allowed to take as many pictures
as we like. Back through the first corridor, down
the stair and back to the floor of the cathedral.
We lingered for a bit, enjoying the stunning
architecture, but it was closing to tourists as the
evensong was beginning (something we highly
recommend doing). It was a real treat to visit the St
Paul’s Triforium, and we highly recommend it to
anyone who has an interest in the architecture and
construction of the cathedral. Even with the closure
of the library for the next 18 months, it’s still very
much worth taking the tour.
If you go: To book, watch this web address:
https://www.stpauls.co.uk/sightseeing-times-prices/
guided-tours - you’ll get an idea of dates and times.
You have to email or call to book your tickets. You
can’t book online. There are 141 steps up to the
Triforium, and there are no lifts, unfortunately, so
it’s not accessible for those in wheelchairs. It’s £8
(about $10) on top of your admission ticket to the
cathedral.
39

Showdown at Suez: Eden,
Nasser and the End of Empire
By Christopher Saunders
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O

n 26 July 1952, Egypt and Great Britain,
awoke to a shock. The Young Officers, a
coterie of nationalist Egyptian soldiers,
ousted the pro-British King Farouk in a nearbloodless coup. Though Mohammed Neguib
became Egypt’s head of state, observers knew
that the 38-year-old Colonel Gamel Abdel Nasser
wielded real power. Now British officials confronted
a new government with little intention of respecting
Western authority, and whose charismatic leader
dreamed of a pan-Arab state.
For Anthony Eden, then Foreign Secretary,
Nasser’s rise to power “happened so quickly that
no one was aware as late as the morning before.”
While Winston Churchill advocated “positive
action,” hinting at a coup or invasion, Eden urged
restraint. “While I do not expect the new Egyptian
government to show any marked friendliness
towards us,” he wrote, “they do seem to be
approaching Anglo-Egyptian problems in a more
practical way and this is at last beginning to show
results.” One expected nothing less from England’s
leading diplomat.
In his third term as Foreign Secretary, Eden
enjoyed a reputation as a polished statesman and
man of principle. He served with distinction in the
First World War, then entered politics; he resigned
from Neville Chamberlain’s cabinet in February
1938, unwilling to appease Hitler and Mussolini.
His second tenure, under Churchill’s wartime
premiership, showed brilliance navigating the
complex relationships among the Allied Powers.
More recently, he negotiated West Germany’s entry
into NATO and Vietnam’s independence from
France.
Fifty-eight when he became Prime Minister
in April 1955, Eden retained considerable charm
and culture. He collected modern art, spoke
fluent Arabic and Farsi, read French literature and
Shakespeare, even dabbled in photography and
travel writing. His second wife, Clarissa (Churchill’s
niece), was two decades his junior, a witty, engaging
woman beloved of London society. He retained his
good looks, with peppery hair and a matinee idol
mustache, reminding novelist Robert Graves of
actor Ronald Colman.
Yet Eden was vain, resistant to criticism, and
savagely temperamental. His secretary, Evelyn
Scheckberg, remembered that with Eden, “you
can have a scene...of great violence with angry

words spoken on both sides, and ten minutes later
the whole thing is forgotten.” Less charitably, a
Conservative colleague, Rab Butler, called him
“half mad baronet and half beautiful woman.”
Eden’s health exacerbated these traits: a botched
gallbladder operation in 1953 severed his bile duct,
causing excruciating pain which Eden combatted
with painkillers.
Eden’s better half dominated early dealings with
Nasser. He negotiated the withdrawal of British
troops from Egypt in 1954, aside from a small force
defending the Canal. Nasser assured Eden that “if
this question were settled, a great friendship would
exist between us.” Along with American President
Dwight Eisenhower, eager to woo Nasser away
from the Soviet Union, Eden urged funding for the
Aswan Dam, a massive project to develop the Nile.
It seemed like Britain and Egypt would finally end
their colonial relationship and part as friends.
Then Eden actually met Nasser, and their
relationship imploded.
The fateful meeting occurred in Cairo on 20
February 1955, two months before Eden assumed
the Premiership. Nasser and his entourage
arrived in uniform; they were embarrassed when
Eden, his wife and staff entered in civilian dress.
Afterwards, Eden tried to impress his hosts by
reciting Arabic proverbs, striking Nasser as arch and
condescending. Their conversation turned to policy,
with the two sparring over Nasser’s anti-Western
rhetoric and Britain’s relations with the Arab world.
Their discussion was polite, if stilted and
occasionally combative. Egyptian journalist
Mohamed Heikal felt the Prime Minister “was the
sort of person [Nasser] could do business with.” But
Nasser complained that “it was made to look as if we
were beggars and they were princes!” For his part,
Eden dismissed Nasser as suffering from “jealousy”
at Britain’s power and “a frustrated desire to lead the
Arab world.” In turning Eden and Nasser against
each other, the conference provided a curtain raiser
on a tragedy.
England and Egypt’s destinies intertwined
after Admiral Nelson destroyed Napoleon’s fleet in
Aboukir Bay in 1798. As the British Empire grew,
policymakers saw Egypt, due to its crucial position
astride both Africa and Asia, as a key linking
England and India. The Suez Canal’s creation in
1869 made the connection even more crucial:
the Canal, jointly owned by Britain and France,
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by escalating clashes between British troops
and Egyptian police in Ismailia, Egyptian mobs
rampaged through Cairo, destroying European
businesses and murdering nine Britons.
All prelude to the coup of June 1952. While
Western policymakers initially saw Nasser as “an
Arab Ataturk,” a secular, modernising nationalist
eschewing extremist Islam, he also showed a
discomforting independence, espousing a Middle
East free of Western rule. Britain, still clinging to its
imperial past, saw him as a nationalist troublemaker;
America, obsessed with the Cold War, wondered if
he was a Communist.
Egypt’s relations with the West swiftly
deteriorated. Frustrated by America’s reluctance to
sell him arms, Nasser purchased Czech rifles and
Soviet tanks instead. He further irritated Eisenhower
by recognizing Red China. Then Nasser enraged
the British by criticising the Baghdad Pact, Eden’s
attempt to form an alliance of Muslim states against
Soviet influence.
Now Eden saw Nasser’s hand in every setback
Britain experienced. When King Hussein of Jordan
dismissed John Glubb, British commander of the
Arab Legion in March 1956, Eden blamed Nasser.
When rioters stoned Foreign Secretary Selwyn
Lloyd in Bahrain, Eden again accused “the Egyptian”
of causing trouble. He labeled Nasser both a fascist
and a communist, “as much in Khrushchev’s hands
as Mussolini was in Hitler’s.”
Nasser laughed at his opponent’s insults.
While Nasser hardly mourned the unrest in Iraq,
Jordan and other British allies, he played little role
in affecting it; he felt Eden blind to anti-Western
resentment that transcended Egypt’s borders. In
conversation with Mohamed Heikal, Nasser joked
that Eden thought he “only had to press one button
on [my] desk and a demonstration erupted in
Amman; another button and there was a riot in
Aden.”
Anthony Nutting, Eden’s protege in the Foreign
Office, didn’t find the Prime Minister’s paranoia
amusing. One evening in March, while hosting
American diplomat Harold Stassen, he received
a phone call from Eden. In response to increased
tensions with Nasser, Nutting had prepared a
memorandum on neutralising Nasser through
diplomatic and economic pressure. This wasn’t
enough for the Prime Minister, who demanded
more drastic action.

Engagement Area

provided a vital link for east-west trade, especially
in oil. However, British imperialism proved
incompatible with Egyptian aspirations.
Britain occupied Egypt outright in 1882 in
response to a nationalist uprising. Their relationship
remained rocky and often violent, culminating
in riots and assassinations following World War
I. Britain granted Egypt nominal independence
in 1922, while retaining a huge military garrison.
During World War II, British troops forced King
Farouk to depose a Prime Minister suspected of
pro-German sympathies. This incident enraged the
young Nasser, who said that “there is something
which is called dignity that one must be ready to
defend.”
Nasser joined the Young Officers, which formed
the nucleus of anti-British agitation. During the
war, their agents (including future president
Anwar Sadat) contacted Axis officials for assistance
expelling the British. War’s end only increased
tensions, from the disastrous war with Israel to antiWestern riots and economic turmoil, culminating
in January 1952’s Bloody Saturday. Incensed
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“What’s all this nonsense about neutralising
[Nasser]?” Eden demanded. “I want him murdered,
can’t you understand?”
Maintaining his composure, Nutting suggested
that removing Nasser without an “alternative” would
only create chaos. “I don’t give a damn if there’s
anarchy and chaos in Egypt!” came the reply. A
shaken Nutting returned to dinner, fearing that a
lunatic inhabited 10 Downing Street.
Eden’s subordinates entertained harebrained
ideas to affect his wish. One plan involved
encouraging the Muslim Brotherhood to kill Nasser;
on their own, they had already tried the previous
year. (This fell through, as MI6 felt it couldn’t
trust the fanatical Brotherhood to uphold Western
interests.) Other plots seem hatched from an Ian
Fleming novel: nerve gas pumped into Nasser’s
office, paying Nasser’s doctor to poison him, even an
exploding razorblade.
For now, the British and Americans settled on
economic pressure. The Americans dragged their
feet funding the Aswan Dam, which became a
symbol both of Egyptian aspirations and Western
aid to third world nations. On 19 July, Secretary
of State John Foster Dulles, who saw events
purely through a Cold War prism, announced the
cancellation of the Western loan. Dulles gloated
afterwards that Nasser “is in a hell of a spot and
no matter what he does can be used to American
advantage.”
Publicly, Egypt shrugged off Dulles’ decision.
“Naturally it upsets our plans,” Nasser’s aide Aly
Sabry told reporters, “but the High Dam will be
built.” Privately, Nasser considered it a “slap in the
face.” He ordered Mohammed Younis, an Army
engineer, to organise a coup de main that signified
Egyptian independence. He told few others, even his
inner circle, about his decision.
On 26 July 1956, Nasser made a long, angry
speech in Alexandria denouncing Anglo-American
perfidy. Repeating the themes of “strength
and dignity,” he excoriated Western arrogance
(“imperialism without arms”) and defended his own
actions as necessary for Egyptian independence.
Then, referring to the President of the Suez Canal,
he commented: “I began to look at Mr. Black...and I
imagined that I was sitting in front of Ferdinand de
Lesseps.”
As Nasser evoked Suez’s architect, Younis and 30
picked followers moved to seize the Canal. (“I told

Nasser

them that one man in each group...had instructions
to shoot on the spot anyone who violated secrecy,”
Younis recalled. Mohamed Heikal claimed that
Younis punctuated this threat by slamming a
revolver on his desk.) Moving swiftly, his men
overwhelmed the Canal’s British and French
operators without firing a shot.
Back in Alexandria, Nasser announced:
“Brothers of yours, sons of Egypt, are rising up
to direct the canal company and undertake its
operation.” He proclaimed the Canal “a part of Egypt
and the property of Egypt.” Nasser received delirious
applause from his listeners. It was the apotheosis
of his career: In a stroke, he captured the Canal
and threw down a gauntlet Eden and Eisenhower
couldn’t possibly ignore.
The West reacted with fury. Eisenhower
denounced the “deliberate, unilateral seizure”
and demanded United Nations intervention. The
British press responded with near-hysteria, with the
Times calling it “an act of international brigandage”
and claimed that Egyptian pilots lacked the skill
to run the Canal (which Younis’s men disproved
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he couldn’t take that risk. As historian Keith Kyle
writes, “The battle against Neville Chamberlain, lost
in 1937-1938, must be won at Suez.”
The Americans weren’t so sure. Secretary Dulles
assured Eden that America would force Nasser
to “disgorge” the Canal. Yet Eisenhower, facing
reelection, had no intention of embroiling America
in a Middle Eastern conflict. He warned Eden of
“the unwisdom even of contemplating the use of
military force at this moment,” encouraging instead
diplomacy. Frustrated, Eden turned to two other
allies, less powerful but equally anti-Nasser: France
and Israel.
France hated Nasser even earlier than England.
Fighting a brutal war in Algeria, French officials
blamed Nasser for the FLN’s terror campaign.
Indeed, Nasser housed FLN refugees, gave
inflammatory speeches supporting them, and even
authorised arms shipments. Jacques Soustelle,
Governor of Algeria, called Nasser “the octopus
whose tentacles have for so many months been
strangling North Africa;” Robert Lacoste, a Socialist
MP, proclaimed that “one French division in Egypt is
worth four divisions in Algeria.”
Guy Mollet, France’s Prime Minister, took office
promising to wind down the Algerian War. Now
he proposed to expand it. A humiliating visit to
Algiers changed his mind, as enraged European
Pieds-Noir pelted him with eggs and tomatoes. Now
Mollet (a former Resistance fighter who survived
Nazi imprisonment) latched onto the anti-Nasser
hysteria, echoing Eden by comparing Nasser to
Hitler and his writings to Mein Kampf.
Israel needed little encouragement. Nasser
backed harsh rhetoric about Israel with action,
supporting fedayeen militia units who murdered
Israeli soldiers and settlers in the Gaza Strip. Israel,
in turn, instituted a brutal policy of retaliation,
sending commando teams to annihilate Arab
villages in revenge. David Ben-Gurion, recently
returned to power, eagerly seized the opportunity to
smash a mortal enemy.
Their conspiracy climaxed in the Paris suburb
of Sevres on 22 October. Selwyn Lloyd met with
Christian Pineau, Mollet’s Foreign Minister, General
Challe and Israeli officials including David BenGurion and his one-eyed Chief of Staff, Moshe
Dayan. Over the next three days, these allies hatched
an incredible plot to justify Western intervention.
Israel would attack Egypt, Britain and France would

Churchill with Anthony Eden

within 24 hours). Others evoked fascism, with the
Daily Mirror encouraging Nasser to “remember
Mussolini…[who] ended up hanging upside down
by his feet.”
The Mirror’s intemperance echoed the Prime
Minister. Eden (whose immediate response was
commenting that “the Egyptian has his thumb
on our windpipe”) told Eisenhower that “Nasser
is not a Hitler...but the parallel with Mussolini is
close.” He took the analogy public in a televised
address in August. “We all know this is how fascist
governments behave,” Eden said. “And we all
remember, only too well, what the cost is in giving
into fascism.” In other words, stop Nasser or risk
World War III.
This miscalculation, more than Eden’s health,
temper or even his personal dislike for Nasser,
explains the Prime Minister’s actions. Nasser,
though a saber-rattling strongman, lacked Hitler’s
strength or even his intent; he envisioned an Arab
state unified through politics, not an empire forged
by conquest. But Eden, who made his reputation
opposing appeasement two decades earlier, felt
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call for a ceasefire and intervene, seizing the Canal
in the process.
The charade disgusted even those who planned
it. Moshe Dayan thought Lloyd’s “whole demeanor
expressed distaste - for the place, the company and
the topic.” Lloyd had protested to Eden beforehand,
and afterwards vented his spleen to Anthony
Nutting, who decided that he “cannot stay in the
Government if this sordid conspiracy is carried out.”
Christian Pineau admitted that “I wonder how Eden
could have thought for one moment that the Arab
world would swallow such a story.”
Only the Israelis left Sevres happy. As an
incentive for their cooperation, Pineau promised
Ben-Gurion and Dayan not only territory in the
Sinai, but French cooperation in constructing a
nuclear reactor. After the British departed, Mollet
and Pineau treated the Israelis to a toast, ushering
in Israel as a nuclear power. The balance of power in
the Middle East took another fateful turn.
British and French forces massing on Cyprus
had little idea of this duplicity, still less how to
proceed with their operation. Eden alarmed Field
Marshall Bernard Montgomery by saying that he
wished to “knock Nasser off his perch.” A pithy
phrase, Montgomery thought, but what did it mean?
He pressed the Prime Minister for details: Did he
want Nasser overthrown or merely humbled? Did he
want to reoccupy the Canal Zone or Egypt entirely?
The Prime Minister didn’t elaborate, convincing
Montgomery that any invasion was foredoomed.
Ultimately, General Sir Hugh Stockwell,
commanding the invasion, proposed a dual
operation called Musketeer. After an intense aerial
and naval bombardment, paratroopers would seize
key points along the Canal, while amphibious
forces attacked Ports Said and Fuad. The French
commander, Andre Beaufre, ridiculed Musketeer
as “a second-rate copy of the Normandy landings.”
Eden wasn’t the only one trapped in a World War II
mindset.
Israel invaded the Sinai on 29 October, their
French jets and tanks smashing Egyptian resistance.
Eden and Mollet issued their ultimatum, to
American befuddlement, Soviet indignation and
Arab fury. The United Nations condemned the
conspiracy, with America and the USSR in rare
agreement. It particularly enraged Eisenhower, then
working to support Hungary’s anti-communist
revolt. “I just can’t believe it,” Ike told Dulles. “I can’t

believe [Eden] would be so stupid.”
Nor were Britons universally supportive, with
only 40 percent approving intervention (briefly
spiking to 53 percent once fighting began). Eden’s
strongest support came from working class Britons,
who felt that “the Gyppos had hit us, [and] we
should hit them.” Others were sharply divided:
when several Oxford dons published an open letter
attacking the Prime Minister, other professors
responded with a supportive missive. Even Queen
Elizabeth, who privately questioned Eden’s policy,
wrote that “My lady-in-waiting thinks one thing,
one private secretary thinks another, another thinks
something else.”
On 3 November, Eden gave a televised broadcast
appealing for national unity. (Clearly nervous
beforehand, he looked so pale that Clarissa had
to darken his mustache with mascara.) His tone
was at once resolute and pleading, forthright
and dishonest. “All my life I’ve been a man of
peace: working for peace, striving force peace and
negotiating for peace,” Eden assured viewers. “I
could not be other, even if I wished. But I am utterly
convinced that the action we have taken is right.”
The next day, 30,000 antiwar demonstrators
swarmed Trafalgar Square, London’s largest public
protest since 1938. The demonstrators carried
placards reading “Law Not War” and chanting “Eden
must go!” They listened to fiery orators (including
Aneurin Bevan, the Welsh MP who proclaimed
Eden “too stupid to be Prime Minister”), threw
firecrackers and ball bearings at counter-protestors,
then tried to march on 10 Downing Street. There,
mounted police set upon them, arresting or injuring
dozens.
Eden’s cabinet heard this commotion as they
made their final deliberations on using military
force. His ministers were divided, with several
urging Eden to cancel or postpone the invasion.
Then came word that Israel rejected the ceasefire.
Clarissa Eden, who witnessed the scene, recalled
that “everyone laughed and banged the table with
relief except Birch and Manckton, who looked
glum.” Their vote became unanimous.
On 6 November, British and French
troops attacked Port Said. After a preliminary
bombardment, airborne troops landed outside the
city. The French paras, battle-hardened in Algeria,
fought with matchless skill and brutality: Pierre
Leulliette recounted numerous atrocities among his
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The aftermath in the canal

unit, from executing prisoners to looting and even
rape. “A prisoner is sacred but so’s a sentinel,” he
explained.
British units suffered from poor coordination
and outdated equipment: many paratroopers
discarded their easily-jammed Sten guns for
Egyptian rifles. The red-bereted soldiers of 3rd Para
Battalion suffered heavy antiaircraft fire, then fought
bloodily for every inch of ground: They stormed a
causeway defended by artillery, a cemetery bristling
with rifles, and a heavily-guarded airfield.
Meanwhile, the second wave (40 and 42
Commandos of the Royal Marines) landed on
Port Said’s beaches, already burning from heavy
bombardment. They too faced stiff resistance, with
Egyptian machine gunners blasting away at close
range, along with snipers and militiamen sniping
from buildings along the waterfront. The Marines
made little progress until landing several Buffalo
tanks, which shrugged off small-arms fire and
blasted their way into the city.
Port Said, however, didn’t surrender easily.
“Egyptians opened up from windows and side
roads at some points with women and children
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around them,” recalled James Robinson, “and the
tanks blazed back with their Brownings and the
Commandos with Brens from the top of their
Buffaloes.” Fighting raged through residential
neighborhoods, government districts, even a
cemetery. Machine guns, grenades, and bazookas
did deadly work in this close quarter combat.
Eventually, weight of numbers and firepower
told, and the Allies cleared the city. More fighting
the next day extended their position; with Egyptian
troops in full retreat, General Stockwell prepared
to thrust further south to secure the Canal. Then,
incredibly, he received orders from London and
Paris to halt. Two days of bloodshed, which claimed
16 British and 10 French lives, along with dozens
more wounded (and more than 500 Egyptian
deaths) - all, it appeared, for nothing.
The Allied troops felt angry and betrayed by
this sudden about-face. General Beaufre found it so
ridiculous that he contemplated ignoring the order
and continuing the offensive. General Stockwell
contented himself with biting sarcasm. “We have
now achieved the impossible,” he wired London:
“We’re going both ways at once.”

Ultimately, the superpowers tipped the balance.
Nikita Khrushchev gloated that Nasser had “cut the
lion’s tail” and threatened nuclear attacks on the
West. Eisenhower, furious at Eden for undercutting
him as Soviet tanks crushed Hungary, applied
more subtle tactics. America froze British assets
and instituted sanctions that threatened to sink the
British economy. Eden raged against Eisenhower’s
actions, but they exposed his impotence. Britain
could no longer proceed without American support,
and folded.
Now, even Britons who supported Suez
abandoned Eden. Several members of Eden’s
government followed Anthony Nutting in resigning,
with one branding the Prime Minister “a criminal
madman.” RAF Marshall Sir Dermot Boyle lamented
that British troops “were being stopped when
victory was...imminent.” Even Winston Churchill
criticized his former protege: “I am not sure I should
have dared to start, but I am sure I should not have
dared to stop.”
The Prime Minister embodied England’s
newfound feebleness. In September, he had suffered
a seizure resulting in hospitalisation, a prelude to
further dissolution. As the invasion unfolded, Eden
paced around his home, called friends and cabinet
ministers at night, alternating amphetamines and
sedatives at an alarming rate. One evening he called
Guy Mollet, complaining to the French Premier that
“the whole world reviles me.” The long-suffering
Clarissa Eden remarked on “the Suez Canal flowing
through my drawing room.”
Finally, under withering domestic criticism and
mounting international pressure, he collapsed. J.P.W.
Mallalieu, a Labour MP who supported the invasion,
found Eden in a pitiable state. “[He] sprawled on
the front bench, head back and mouth agape… The
face was gray except where black-rimmed caverns
surrounded the dying embers of his eyes. The whole
personality seemed completely withdrawn.”
Eventually, the United Nations intervened,
gradually replacing British and French troops with
a multinational peacekeeping force. This allowed
the Allies to save face, but underscored their failure.
After the last British troops departed in December,
an Egyptian mob attacked the statue of Ferdinand
de Lesseps at Port Said and destroyed it. A fitting
exclamation point on the whole sorry affair.
Afterwards, Eden and Clarissa retreated to
Jamaica, spending several weeks at Ian Fleming’s

Goldeneye estate. His career in shambles, Eden
resigned in January 1957, turning the Premiership
over to Harold Macmillan. Eden wrote several
memoirs justifying his actions, but never restored
his reputation. When he died in 1977, kind eulogists
remembered his wartime diplomacy and opposing
fascism over his imperial debacle.
Guy Mollet outlasted Eden only by a few
months, resigning in June. Disgusted by the Crisis,
France’s military decided they could no longer leave
government to politicians. In May 1958 they toppled
the Fourth Republic and restored Charles De Gaulle
to power. While De Gaulle exited Algeria on his own
terms, his anti-British policies (especially excluding
Britain from the Common Market) stemmed in part
from lingering resentment over Suez.
Far from being knocked off his perch, Nasser’s
successful defiance enhanced his standing in the
Middle East. At home, his regime continued to
vacillate between economic development, social
reforms and repression of political rivals. His
pretensions at a pan-Arab empire resulted in a failed
union with Syria, a muddled conflict in Yemen and
the disastrous Six Day War with Israel. Still, when
Nasser died in 1970 he remained the Arab world’s
greatest modern hero.
If Britain retained any illusions about its
empire, Suez destroyed them. With Macmillan
citing “the wind of change...blowing through this
continent,” Britain granted independence to its
African colonies over the next decade. In the Middle
East, nationalists murdered Iraq’s royal family in
1958, Communists seized power in Yemen, Jordan
turned towards the United States. Eisenhower soon
proclaimed the Eisenhower Doctrine, committing
Americans to an open-ended presence in the Middle
East.
More than anything, Suez was an anachronism.
Eden acted like nothing had changed since the
era of Lord Cromer and General Gordon, when
chastising third-world rulers through military force
went unchallenged. Unfortunately, 1956 (the era
of decolonisation and Cold War tensions) was an
entirely different world. Refusing to recognise this,
Eden initiated an unnecessary tragedy that shamed
his country and destroyed him.
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EDWARD III
THE FIFTY-YEAR KING
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dward III was the king of England for 50
years, during which time he turned the
country into one of the most powerful
military forces in Europe; initiated the beginning
of the Hundred Years’ War with France; made huge
developments to the English Parliament and led
the country through the devastating Black Death.
Initially, a much-admired king whose main interests
were warfare and the extension of the Kingdom of
England, Edward III became unpopular in his later
years as his military campaigns failed, the economy
suffered, and his health deteriorated.
Edward III did not have a particularly stable
upbringing. The first son of King Edward II, a
notorious royal failure, Edward was used by his
mother Isabella and her new lover Lord Mortimer to
remove his father from the throne forcibly.
In 1325, King Charles IV of France demanded
that King Edward II perform homage for the
English Duchy of Aquitaine. Unwilling to leave
England and ignorant to the plot that his wife
Isabella and her exiled lover Mortimer were
forming against him, Edward II sent his son
Edward in his place. Isabella promptly had the
young Edward engaged to Philippa of Hainault
and, with the support of the French King, launched
an invasion against England. King Edward II was
forced to relinquish his throne and the new king,
Edward III, was crowned in January 1327.
At first, Edward was a puppet in the
administration of Mortimer, the de facto ruler of
England. Mortimer and Isabella were instantly
unpopular as they had signed a costly treaty with
King Charles IV of France. A treaty that proved
to be even more damaging than first thought as
Charles died almost immediately, giving Edward a
legitimate claim to the French throne that was now
forfeited.
Edward was married to Philippa in January
1328. Despite that fact that Edward was only 15 at
the time of the marriage and Philippa just 13, the
couple managed to have a son within two years.
Having suffered the indignity of being ruled by his
mother’s lover for long enough and as the proud
new father of a legitimate heir, Edward took violent
action against the unpopular and unsuccessful
Mortimer. When a parliament was called at
Nottingham Castle, Edward and a group of close
friends dragged Mortimer from Isabella’s bed in the
middle of the night and executed him as an ‘enemy

KEY FACTS
•
•
•

•

Edward III was born at Windsor Castle
on 13 November 1312.
He succeeded as King of England, Duke
of Aquitaine and Overlord of Ireland on
20 January 1327 aged 14.
Edward III married Philippa, daughter
of the Count of Flanders in January
1328. The couple had 14 children
together.
The king died of a stroke on 21 June
1377 aged 64, having reigned for 50
years.

of the state.’
Edward took to the throne with gusto and
immediately set out to prove himself as a worthy
king by renewing the war against the Scots. But
Scotland was already at war with itself. On one
side was King David II and on the other the
pretender Edward Balliol, a representative of
‘The Disinherited’ a group of English magnates
who had lost land in Scotland due to the peace
accord. Edward supported Balliol while King
Philip VI of France supported King David II and
gave him refuge. Philip confiscated Edward’s title
to Aquitaine, so Edward threw the match into the
powder keg and made his claim to the French
throne, starting what became the Hundred Years’
War.
In 1339, King Edward III invaded France and
laid claim to the throne. Victory over France would
lead to the expansion of an already lucrative wool
trade with Flanders and wine trade with Gascony
as well as opportunities for feudal taxes and all-out
plunder of French towns. The invasion was popular
with the English public.
The first few years of the Hundred Years’
War went brilliantly for Edward. In a significant
naval battle in 1340, the English Navy destroyed
almost the entire French fleet at Sluys. In 1342,
Edward overran Brittany, and in 1346 he landed
in Normandy and defeated the French King Philip
VI at Crecy. At the same time, Queen Philippa was
fighting independently in the north, defeating the
Scots at Neville’s Cross and capturing King David
49

The Battle of Crecy Froissart

II of Scotland.
Edward’s costly war went on with no end in
sight until it was forced to pause in 1348 while
England fought an invisible enemy, the bubonic
plague. The Black Death killed 1.5 million people
in England alone over the next few years. One-third
of the population of England died of the plague and
what remained of the decimated population was
neither able nor willing to fund a war overseas.
Serious fighting did not begin again until the mid1350s when Edward’s oldest son, Edward, later
known as the Black Prince, won the Battle of
Poitiers and captured King John II, the youngest son
of Philip VI.
This was to be the most glorious moment of
Edward III’s aggressive reign. At one time the King
of Scots was held in the Tower of London, and
the King of France was held in Windsor Castle.
England owned a great deal of land in France, and
the French central government had totally collapsed.
However, the final push that would have seen
Edward III crowned King of France never came,
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and in 1360, Edward renounced his claim to the
throne and in return was awarded extended territory
around Aquitaine and the bastion of Calais, now
owning almost one-quarter of France.
Edward’s attempt nine years later to claim
his title as King of France proved to be too little
too late, and the rest of his reign was a disaster,
militarily and politically. All five of Edward’s
sons were granted ducal titles with a deed to
English territory, and Edward created the Duchy of
Cornwall to provide the heir to the throne with an
income independent of the sovereign or the state.
By the mid-1360s, Edward was increasingly
relying on his sons to manage his military
efforts and state affairs. Lionel of Antwerp, the
king’s second surviving son, led a campaign in
Ireland where he hoped to exert control over the
autonomous Anglo-Irish lords in charge there. The
venture was a disaster, and in April 1364, John
II of France died in captivity in England having
failed to raise his ransom, restarting the war with
France. Edward’s younger son, John of Gaunt, led

a disastrous campaign in France that culminated in
the 1375 Treaty of Bruges and leaving only Calais,
Bordeaux and Bayonne and Brest in English hands.
Public opinion about King Edward III and his
reign shifted dramatically. Previously seen as a
chivalrous, victorious, and strong King, Edward
was now seen as weak and was accused of leaving
his duties in the hands of his advisors who were
running England’s economy into the ground.
Following Queen Philippa’s death in 1369, Edward
took a mistress by the name of Alice Perrers who, in
the mid-1370s, was thought to hold too much power
over the weakened king and was banished from
court by parliament.
Largely deserted by his family, Edward was
alone with Alice Perrers when he died of a stroke in
June 1377. So the story goes, Alice Perrers looked
at Edward’s prone body, stripped the rings from his
royal fingers, and left.

Legacy Today
During his lifetime, King Edward III was an
extremely popular king. Edward created the Order
of the Garter, creating a sense of camaraderie
amongst his peerage, a peerage that he purposefully
expanded during his reign by creating many new
earls and dukes. Edward’s popularity extended out
from the nobility to the lower classes thanks in part
to his reputation as a fearless warrior. The people
of England were united in their fear of a French
invasion and turned to Edward, a war-hungry
king, for reassurance. Edward III’s reign saw key
developments in the establishment of the English
Parliament and a strong revival of the English
language in literature and law. Only one thing has
scarred the reputation of the chivalrous warrior
king, and that is the length of his reign: Edward
III won some of the most important battles of the
Middle Ages but died with only three castles to
show for them.
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Edward III was born at Windsor Castle
where visitors can see his famous round
table.
In York, visitors can see York Minster,
where Edward’s marriage to Queen Philippa
of Hainault, York Abbey, where Edward kept
his chancery and York Castle where Edward
kept his Exchequer.
Edward III is buried at Westminster Abbey

CHURCHILL’S CHARTWELL
EXPLORING CHURCHILL’S BELOVED HOME
By Jonathan Thomas

52

“A day away from
Chartwell is a day
wasted.”
- Churchill
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inston Churchill is such a widely known
figure that it’s easy to build a picture
of him based on his actions and his
perceptions from history. But what was he like as
a person? What was he like at home, in his most
private spaces? I sought the answer to this question
recently and had the opportunity to tour Chartwell
behind the scenes and get an insight into the one
British historical figure that I admire the most.
Chartwell was Churchill’s beloved home.
Coming from an aristocratic family, Churchill had
always wanted a grand house. But being the son
of a ‘second son’ who wasn’t going to inherit the
Marlborough fortune, Winston was not a wealthy
man. So, he set his sights a little lower and settled
on an old manor house in the Weald of Kent. The
house was not particularly grand when they bought
it, but for the rest of his life, Churchill would put
his personal stamp on the place and now it’s forever
associated with him.
Churchill bought in 1922, for £5,000 (a
handsome some even when you convert it into a
modern currency). When he viewed the place, he
fell in love with it and he bought it without asking
Lady Churchill. Churchill being Churchill, he just
did it on his own and Clementine was furious.
In fact, the house was a source of contention
throughout the rest of his life because of the upkeep.
But Winston was a canny operator, he enlisted his
children to fall in love with it first then brought
Clemi to get her to love it. She relented and the
family moved in. Chartwell caused constant
financial problems and Churchill spent £18,000
doing it up. A perfect example of putting more
money into something than it was worth. It didn’t
help that Churchill would be a difficult client and
change his mind often.
Money problems plagued Churchill his whole
life. At this point in British history, Members
of Parliament were not paid so Churchill had to
survive on the income from his writings. After a
particularly good spell of writing articles, he was
able to afford the sum needed to buy Chartwell. And
then in Churchillian fashion, proceeded to spend
way beyond his means to do the place up. During
the Great Depression, Churchill lost a fortune and
throughout the 1930s contemplated having to sell
the place. But Churchill was never one to give up.
The whole house was reconfigured in some way
to make it the perfect home for Churchill and his
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family. He bought the house for the views across
the Weald of Kent so the spaces inside are laid out
best to show his favorite views. He was inspired
by the landscape as a political, a writer and as an
Englishman. He wanted to make the most of it.
Churchill wanted to make the place a haven
for his children and he had a habit of doing nice
things for them - like putting in a treehouse. The
entire Chartwell estate was an expression of his
personality and love for his family.
The house is currently set up like it would have
been in the ‘30s during Churchill’s ‘Wilderness
years.’ This was the period of time that he was out
of power and considered a political outcast. He
had lots of free time on his hands and he spent it
sculpting the house and the landscape to his liking.
These were his most prolific years in writing and
it was a factory for his bestselling books. The
National Trust, which currently owns and manages
the house, wants the house to have a lived-in feel, a
snapshot in time when Churchill was in his darkest
place. Chartwell made him happy, and inspired him
during World War II when his political career was
resurrected.
Chartwell is currently undergoing changes to
open it up a bit more and show more of how the
family lived while they were there. They also want
to highlight how Churchill worked along with the
staff of people for whom Chartwell was a workplace
(not just house staff but the secretaries needed to
type his writing). They are also going to make some
slight structural changes to return the house to how
it was originally when Churchill lived there but also
improve the flow for visitors.
Winston was an avid amateur painter and many
of his paintings are on display throughout the house
but they wouldn’t have been when he lived there.
He loved to paint and he painted more than 500
paintings in his lifetime. He would take his paints
on his holidays and paint wherever they went thus many of his paintings aren’t of particularly
‘English’ scenes at all. He especially loved the light
in southern France and many of his paintings are
of French locales. On display in the house is the
painting he submitted anonymously to the Royal
Academy, which won a prize, which he was quite
proud of. During his life, most of the paintings were
banished to the studio.
In addition to the gifts and Churchill’s artwork,
there are some priceless works of art that Churchill

Churchill’s Bedroom

Main Sitting Room
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‘We shape our
buildings, and
afterwards our
buildings shape us’
- Churchill

Winston’s Favorite View
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collected and was gifted. He was given a Monet by
his publisher for giving them worldwide publishing
rights. It’s actually the only Monet in a National
Trust property in Britain.
The house was a place to entertain and
Chartwell had many visitors. The guest book anyone who came to stay overnight got to sign it
(day guests didn’t sign) - features the signatures
of the great and the good of the 20th century. He
received many gifts from all over the world after
the war and the notable pieces are on display
throughout the house (many have been recently
acquired by the National Trust as part of the
fundraising drive project). A bit of trivia, they don’t
actually own Churchill’s Nobel Prize but at the
time of publication, they were close to securing the
funding.
As a man of letters, Churchill had a massive
library. There are in fact, 918 books in his library.
Many are about great figures and events in British
history. Many were used as sources for his writings.
The National Trust want to explore who gave the
books and the stories behind them as part of its new
project. Many books were gifts from other world
leaders and dignitaries.
Chartwell was a working home. Churchill
employed eight secretaries in the house - it’s how
he managed to write so many books. Plans are in
the works to restore the room where they did their
typing and share the stories of the secretaries who
worked there. When he would come home, he’d
visit the room and sit down and read that the typists
had been working on (and then bark orders at them
on what to fix and what to do next).
After World War II, Churchill was broke when
he was kicked out of office. He had very generous
friends. They made improvements to the house for
him - like adding an elevator for the aging leader.
They also banded together to buy the house for him
to improve his finances. It was then donated to the
National Trust with the proviso that Churchill and
his wife could live there until they died.
Churchill worked in the study, he liked to pace
back and forth. He had to have the tassels removed
from the rug because he kept tripping on it. He
also had a standing desk, proving that the current
trend for standing desks is not a new thing. The
floorboards are meant to look like a ship’s deck
to evoke his favorite office - First Lord of the
Admiralty. His private bedroom was just off the

study. The bedroom is going to be opened to the
public eventually. There were five fish tanks in the
study during his time - he loved fish.
They did not entertain big parties at the house
- that was done at their London house. Guests at
Chartwell were usually personal guests. The house
was an intimate environment because compared
to something like Blenheim (where he was born)
Chartwell is not a large house. This is reflected in
the art-deco dining room which only seats up to 10
people. Incidentally the dining room doubled at a
film room - they’d close the curtains and have the
perfect room to show films.
Outside of the family, the most interesting
inhabitant of the house is Jock the Cat. Or rather
Jock VI. Churchill owned many pets throughout
the life but near the end of his days he received an
orange marmalade cat named Jock, a present from
his former secretary Sir John ‘Jock’ Colville. It was
decided that there must always be a Jock, orange
marmalade cat living at Chartwell. The current
occupant of the office is Jock VI who took over
from his predecessor in 2014. The current Jock is a
rescue who loves living at Chartwell, though he’s
prone to mischief. Apparently he likes to hide under
Lady Churchill’s bed, which makes him a naughty
kitty as they’re silk antiques.
But there’s more to Chartwell than the house
and those who inhabited it. Chartwell was an estate.
And in Churchill’s mind, he was going to create his
own English Arcadia. When you see Chartwell’s
grounds today, you see it as Churchill intended.
He sculpted every view, every garden feature,
every building bears his stamp. He was not afraid
to muck in - the brick walls in the kitchen garden
were built brick by brick by Churchill himself, who
laid so many bricks he gained membership into the
bricklayers union.
Changing the landscape took his entire life and
he was never really full satisfied with it. He laid out
gardens. He dug ponds. He got a digger and dug
lakes. He planted trees (many which were sadly
destroyed by windstorms in the 1980s). He laid out
a croquet lawn. One of his famous spots was the koi
pond that modern day visitor’s pass by on their way
into the house. There’s a chair there, and he loved
to sit there and feed the fish while pondering the
problems of the world. Inspired by his childhood
growing up and visiting the stately homes of the
British Aristocracy, Churchill wanted his own great
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Grounds of Chartwell

Winston’s Favorite Pondering Spot by the Coy Pond
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Winston at his standing desk before they were cool.

gardens. His house may not have been grand, but he
wanted it to sit perfectly in HIS landscape.
And it worked for him. Many of his most
beautiful paintings are of the Chartwell estate.
After you’ve explored the house and the
grounds. You must take the time to visit Churchill’s
Studio, which is also open to the public (and there
are guided tours of this as well). Churchill was a
politician, but he saw himself as a professional
writer. Painting was his hobby, his most favorite
past time; a a tool he used to battle his ‘black dog’ bouts of depression. His studio showcases that - it’s
setup just as it was when he was painting. There
are hundreds of paintings on display. The easel is
setup, as if he just popped out for a cigar and will
be back to paint shortly. He never took himself
seriously as a painter. But he was surprisingly good
at it. If one had to describe his style, it would be
impressionistic. It’s fascinating to think that a man
who could speak and write with such fire and force,
command armies of men, administer a global war,
could manage the patience and gentleness required
to paint sedate landscapes (though, admittedly, he
only painted one during World War II). But that’s
what is so surprising about Churchill and his home.

You can’t fit him into a box.
Today the house and the grounds are lovingly
taken care of by the National Trust. They seek to
maintain the house and the grounds as Churchill
loved them but also in a way that educates visitors
into the kind of man Churchill was. Stepping into
his home feels very intimate. Because of the timed
entry system, the house does not get too crowded
so you can linger and explore room by room.
Attendants are happy to answer questions. The
National Trust has opened up to some guided tours
in the later afternoons that will take you into rooms
normally closed to the public (these must be booked
in advance).
If you want to peer into Winston Churchill’s
very soul, then visit his beloved home. You will
come away knowing the man in a much more
intimate way and appreciate his achievements even
more.
Thank you to the Royal Oak Foundation who
arrange for me to have a special behind the scenes
tour and for the staff at Chartwell for taking the
time to show me around.
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From Blackpool to Brighton:
The Beaches of My Youth
By Laurence Brown

T

here’s an old adage that happiness comes in
waves. As someone who grew up a stone’s
throw from the sands of northeast England, I
can agree with this unreservedly.
The beach in question was located along the
gloomy bay of Cleethorpes, a town immediately
adjoining Grimsby—the hometown of my
childhood. In the daytime, Cleethorpes remained
notable for its distinct lack of people. Sure, you
might encounter the odd—sometimes frighteningly
odd—individual walking (if not wielding) an
Alsatian, but for the most part Cleethorpes did not
favourably compare with the warmer beaches of the
south coast.
That said, Cleethorpes was my first introduction
to Britain’s outer edge. And while it might have
been low on homosapiens, it nonetheless made
up for it with sentient beings of a different kind.
Providing the soundtrack to the beach, and indeed
all beaches I would encounter thereafter, were the
seagulls.
Just as music has the power to transport you
back in time, so too—for me, at least—can the

ambience of nature. To this day, whenever those
high-pitched squawks emerge from the skies
above, I instantly—if momentarily—picture the
Cleethorpes Pier, the seafront arcades, and the slew
of used condoms adorning the boardwalk.
Seagulls, much like an attention-starved student
at the back of the class, stand out in my mind
merely because they were the loudest. But more on
those vicious bastards later. You see, I could hardly
recount the tales of my Cleethorpian youth without
giving due mention to another creature who had
shaped one of my earliest memories. And it wasn’t
a bird.
As best as I can remember, it had been a mild
day on the seafront. My feet had given off a curious
shade of brown; not from tanning, you understand,
but from the sandy sludge that had engulfed them.
My mum was in attendance. So too—I believe—my
nanna. Neither had held my hand on this occasion.
This is because all 10 of my tiny fingers were
otherwise occupied with a bucket and spade.
You see, for every devastatingly cruel thing
that has been said about Cleethorpes, one glorious
fact remains: it is a formidable beach on which to
build a sandcastle. This is because, and this might
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be viewed in equal measure a compliment and an
indictment, the sand was almost entirely congealed.
No sooner had I finished scraping a moat
around my three beautiful and imposing sandcastles
than a visitor had made his way to the portcullis
demanding to speak with the architect. That’s a
fancy way of saying that a sea creature had washed
ashore and had invited me, or so I believed, to pick
it up.
As I took it in my hand, my initial reaction was
that this five-pointed mutli-cellular organism (I was
a lexically advanced child) was not, in fact, real.
After all, up to this point in life, every lifeform I’d
ever known bore the distinction of having two eyes,
two ears, a nose, a mouth, and a forehead. Upon
first glance, this unusual inhabitant of Cleethorpes
beach could boast none of those things and must, I
surmised, have been some sort of failed art project
concocted by an attention-starved student at the
back of the class.
“That’s a starfish,” my mum revealed. “Its eyes
are on the end of its pointy bits.”
Indeed, it also transpired that its mouth—if you
could call it that—was on its underside. Aside from
that, it was unlike any creature I’d ever seen; it
had no capacity to listen and didn’t even possess a
brain—a clear indication that the attention-starved
student at the back of the class had designed it in his
own image.
I might be making this up, but I feel strongly
as if the beach typically boasted more starfish than
people. Even so, my parents—in tandem with
black-and-white photos from a bygone era—like
to remind me that Cleethorpes was once a bustling
place; that people used to come in droves to the
beach and enjoy sticks of rock on the promenade.
But even if Cleethorpes has become a dusty
shrine to a once-burgeoning past, it’s got nothing—
in this regard—on its more famous west coast
counterpart: Blackpool.
With a renowned tower reminiscent of a certain
Parisian structure of the Eiffel variety, Blackpool
was once the tourism hotspot of the UK. For much
of the 20th century, its beach could frequently boast
more humans than grains of sand, though neither
the Blackpool Information Centre nor the scientific
community have confirmed this.
Facing the often-frigid Irish Sea, Blackpool
first entered my life—from a visitor’s standpoint—
back in the early 1990s, when I was but a wee

little nipper. In many ways, my young self had not
deciphered the codes of the past as I was too busy
enjoying those of the present. After all, the inherent
tackiness of the seaside, with its array of candy floss
(US: “cotton candy”), arcade machines, and sticks
of rock, were the stuff of a child’s dreams.
It was only when I returned some 15 years
later, as an adult, that I became aware of the town’s
struggles. Indeed, they were hard to miss, given the
numerous placards charting Blackpool’s declining
health during the 20th century.
In post-war Britain, beaches up and down the
country enjoyed the fruits of a resurgent tourism
industry. Britons in the thousands would take
inexpensive holidays (“vacations” for American
readers) to other parts of the country. Blackpool was
among the largest beneficiaries.
But, as the cost of holidaying abroad became
more affordable from the 1970s onward, more
and more families gave up the Lancashire resort
for Majorca and the like. The beach at Blackpool,
once barely visible beneath the carpet of sunsoaked humans that enveloped it, became a lot less
crowded.
That’s not to say it doesn’t still paint a fairly
vibrant picture during the summer. Indeed, owing
to the beach’s relatively close proximity to the likes
of Manchester and Liverpool, tourists and locals
still occasionally pack up for a fun day out by the
seaside.
The same, indeed, can be said for large portions
of the south-west coast of England, a region that
features heavily within the file folder of my brain
known as “childhood.”
Between what I believe was 1983-1993, my
family and I had made the long (for England)
5-hour road trip from Grimsby to Devonshire on no
fewer than three occasions.
The first of these occurred at a time when my
prefered mode of “getting about” was a pushchair
(US: “stroller”) and when I referred to all fourlegged animals as “dog.” I hope you’ll forgive me,
then, if my recollection of this trip is a little hazy.
A little clearer in my mind is the holiday we
took to Devon Cliffs in the late eighties.
It’s difficult to explain—without doing the
whole region a complete injustice—just how eyecatching the southwest coast really is. I could use
the example set by the immaculate ITV series,
“Broadchurch”, but I’d hate for you to associate the
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Cliffs of Devon

area with infanticide.
Perhaps the biggest compliment I can pay it is
that the southwest—be it the county of Cornwall,
Devon, Somerset, or Dorset—is not what most
people picture when they think of England. Indeed,
the majority of Americans with whom I’ve spoken
on the subject seem to think that the country is
made up exclusively of green fields and London;
not the almost-Croatian cliffs that adorn the Jurassic
Coast.
Indeed, one of the prevailing memories I have
of Devon Cliffs is scratching—with the aid of
a pebble—the words “Laurence Brown, 1988”
into the titular red-brown facade of the resort. I
often wonder, to this day, whether the engraving
still exists or has succumbed to the effects of
weathering. I’m almost certain it is the latter,
especially given my failure to relocate it upon my
next visit.
The year was 1993. I was at that age where life’s
finer details faced slightly greater odds of surviving
the aging process. One of those finer details
was that this second holiday in Devon definitely
involved a caravan.
I should clarify to American readers that a
62

caravan, in the British sense, is what you would
call a “camper van” or a “travel trailer.” Except this
was not one we had towed ourselves but one that
was static and part of the camping site. Caravan
holidays of this sort were, and are, all the rage in
this part of the world—so much so that Pauline
Quirk’s querulous character in the aforementioned
“Broadchurch” lived in one. The novelty of
holidaying in a caravan—with its built-in kitchen,
fold-out bed, and miniature television—made it
difficult to leave. This was punctuated further by
the fact that I had brought with me a “Jurassic Park”
coloring book and a copy of the UK magazine
Wrestling Big Shots. Thankfully, the south coast
offered plenty of incentives to put these down.
Ironically, one of those incentives was live
wrestling. We had driven down to one of our old
haunts, a coastal town—25 miles away—by the
name of Teignmouth (the south coast is notable for
containing roughly 14 billion place names ending in
“mouth”).
After arriving at the town, a charming
community, it quickly became clear from all of
the posters that a cheap WWF imitation was in our
future. We were not wrong. The raucous 100-seater

“stadium” (or cupboard, if you prefer) played host
to an epic showdown between a maniacal masked
villain by the name of El Monstruo (probably) and
the English Pitbull (a not-so-subtle ode to WWF
superstar and Lancashire-born British Bulldog).
For this newly-wrestling-obsessed little boy,
it represented my first—and to-date only—live
wrestling event. But more than that, it was an
eye-opener into another, seldom-discussed side of
coastal life: gimmicky entertainment—the kind
that endearingly replaces the British Bulldog with
the English Pitbull, Stonecold Steve Austin with
Lukewarm Stephen Ostrich, and The Rock with The
Pebble. And speaking of pebbles…
In Britain, beaches are not always made up
of sand. If you want a concrete example of this,
look no further than Brighton, where deck-chairs
routinely mount the town’s pebble beach. Although
such a beach might prove an antidote to sunbathing,
it does incentivise visitors to flock to the pier—and
by visitors, I don’t just mean humans.
In the skies above Brighton, the high-pitched
squawks of a certain coastal bird can be heard
for miles and miles. And on this day, as if not by
coincidence, one such bird decided to swoop down
at the precise moment my wife and I had emerged
from an ice cream stand.
The seagull, skipping straight ahead to dessert,
honed in on my wife’s 99 Flake cone and snatched
it from her hand before anyone knew what had
happened. It was all over in an instant. And from
that moment on, it was not merely their squawk that
would transport me back to Cleethorpes, but their
chav-like ability to pickpocket.
While we’re on the subject of food, I could
hardly conclude this story without talking about
Britain’s seaside cuisine.
You could travel from coast-to-coast, ticking off
all the places I have mentioned, and still encounter
the same tasty staples of the English beach.
No seaside resort would be complete without
the existence of a well-to-do establishment that
specialises in Britain’s famous fish ‘n’ chips.
Indeed, if you’re lucky, this might be accompanied
by a side-helping of mushy peas and almost
certainly by a beautiful bottle of Sarson’s Malt
Vinegar.
As alluded to earlier, historically the 99 Flake
had spearheaded Britain’s list of seaside sweet-tooth
items. However, reports in recent years indicate that

this soft-serve ice cream is on the wane, presumably
because they were all stolen by seagulls. Thank
goodness, then, for the consolation prize of the
kid-friendly sticks of rock, whose similarity to
peppermint candy canes might be appreciated by
Americans. And if you’re not interested in a sweet
snack that will shatter your teeth beyond repair,
candy floss has got you covered.
No one—I think it’s fair to say—is under
any illusion that British seaside cuisine comes
recommended by your doctor. Indeed, in case
you’re doctor is unavailable for comment, I’d like
to conclude things with a short piece I wrote for
World Poetry Day. It is called “Winds of the English
Coast”.
“A seagull squawks from the windy shores,
Detached from drinking rabbles below,
Fish ‘n’ chips scattered across the floor,
Stench of seaweed stopping the airflow;
But the worst crimes came not from the sea,
Rather from a northern lad, from me
Like Friday night bottles it hit me;
I should have cut down on the beans.”
Happiness does indeed come in waves.
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THE SLANG PAGE
British Police Slang

After recently binge watching the entire run of “Endeavour”,
I heard lots of unusual words related to British policing. So, I
thought it would be fun and useful to put together a list. I’ve
tried to be comprehensive, if there’s a word I left off, please
leave it in the comments and I’ll update the list later.

Top Cat. “Dibble” has been adopted as a British-English
derogatory slang term for police officer.

Bobby - Police Officer, so named because Sir Robert Peel set
up the first proper police force in the UK - The Metropolitan
Police.

Fuzz - As “the fuzz”, used as slang for police officers; of
unknown origin. The term was used in the title of “Hot Fuzz”,
a 2007 police-comedy film.

Rozzer - Police Officer

Grass - Cockney (English) rhyming slang for a police
informant: Grasshopper = Copper.

Filth - Normally “The Filth”, UK, the police. Inspiration for
the Irvine Welsh novel Filth.

Battenburg Markings - The markings on a British police car,
also slang for the police as well.

Hobby Bobby - Another slang term for Community
policeman.

The Bill - The police. It was originally a police show that ran
from 1984-2010 and now it’s proper slang for the police.

Jam sandwich, or Jam Butty - Police traffic car, from the
now largely obsolete historical colour-scheme – an overall
white vehicle, with a longitudinal red, or red and yellow, stripe
on each side. Still used for the metropolitan police in London.
Silver cars with a red stripe down the side.

Bizzies - The police. Said to have been coined in Merseyside,
as the police were always too “busy” to help citizens who
reported low-level crimes such as house burglaries. An
alternative origin is that the police are seen as “busybodies”,
i.e. they ask too many questions and meddle in the affairs of
others.

Old Bill - The Police
Paddy Wagon - A police van. So named in Liverpool, UK, as
most of the policemen and prisoners were of Irish extraction.

Blues and Twos - British emergency vehicles have blue
flashing lights and two-tone sirens.

Peeler - UK, archaic, although may have survived longer in
Ireland than Britain, from Sir Robert Peel (see “Bobby”).

Blueband - The Thin Blue Line.
WPC - Woman Police Constable, antiquated - ranks are now
sexless.

The Sweeney - UK slang term for the Flying Squad of
London’s Metropolitan Police Service. From Cockney
rhyming slang: “Sweeney Todd” = “Flying Squad”. Also a
classic TV show and recently a movie.

Bluebottle - The police from Cockney Slang.
Booked - To be arrested.
Nicked - To be arrested.

Metropolitan Police Service (MPS) - Formed in 1829 as a
professional police force responsible for greater London and
still in existence today.

Nick - A police station.

The Met - Shorter version of Metropolitan Police Service.

BTP - British Transport Police - police organisation
responsible for policing the railways.

Scotland Yard, New Scotland Yard, Newer Scotland Yard
- The location of the original Met headquarters and became a
metonym for the police in London. Eventually moved to ‘New
Scotland Yard.’ It recently moved again but the name moved
with it.

Candy cars - Slang term for police cars in the UK due to the
livery being yellow and blue.
Chimps - UK slang term for Community Support Officers,
acronym for “Completely Hopeless In Most Policing
Situations”

MI5 - Military Intelligence, Section 5 or the Security Service.
Basically the domestic version of MI6 (the James Bond ones).
National Crime Agency - British equivalent to the FBI,
formed from the remains of the Serious Organized Crime
Agency.

Cop, Coppa, or Copper - A police officer.
Dibble - The name of fictional police officer in the cartoon
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