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It’s been a fun few months putting together the
plans for this trip. From planning the route (and
making sure we hit all the places we want to
go) to picking hotels, there have been many
spinning plates to this trip. This is just one of
the wonderful things that this magazine makes
possible. And starting next issue, you’ll see
articles that have come out of the adventure.
In other news, I’m writing a book. I can’t talk
too much about it at this stage, but I’m about
halfway through writing the book I’ve always
wanted to write about Britain. It answers the
one question I get the most: Why do I love
Britain so much? It turns out; it’s not an easy
question to answer. The book will explore my
history as an Anglophile through the lens of 15
years of travel in the UK.
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Autumn is one of our favorite times to travel to
England. It lasts longer in Britain than it does
in the USA so that you can get crisp autumn
days well until into late November. There’s
nothing better than going down to a National
Trust property like Stourhead and having a
nice lunch and cuppa, then going for a walk in
a beautiful autumnal landscape. London in the
autumn is particularly exquisite as many new
plays and exhibitions open this time of year.
The place is also less crowded as tourists start
to thin out. You get to enjoy England in a more
natural and sedate pace.
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We hope your journeys take you to Britain in
the next year. Happy Travels!
Cheers,
Jonathan & Jackie
Publishers
Anglotopia
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ON THE ULLSWATER
STEAMER
By Jonathan Thomas
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I arrived at Pooley Bridge with about 30
minutes to spare. I figured that was plenty of time
to catch the next steamer to Glenridding. I parked
in the car park for Pooley Bridge as that’s where
the postcode that Ullswater Steamer’s brochure
provided sent me.
There was a hiccup when the machine in the car
park wouldn’t take my money. But it wouldn’t take
anyone’s money. The machine was out of order, and
this was a scenario I haven’t encountered before in
England. A young woman also trying to park simply
said, “Just leave a note on your dashboard that the
machine doesn’t work.”
That’s what I did and as I walked away, I hoped
that I didn’t return a few hours later to a parking
fine on my windscreen. I’ve prided myself in that
the 10 years I’ve been driving in the UK as a tourist;
I’ve never gotten a speeding ticket or traffic fine of
any kind. I did not want this day to be the first time
for that.
So, this is where clueless traveler comes in. I
didn’t know where to catch the Ullswater Steamer
from Pooley Bridge. There was a sign in the car
park with the sailing times. But there was no sign
indicating where you catch the boat or which
direction to walk. I walked towards the centre of the
village and still, no signs there indicated anything.
I looked across Pooley Bridge and saw people
walking, but no sign indicating the boats were in
that direction.
Finally, I saw lots of people coming down a
drive.
That must be it, I thought. They must be
streaming in from the lake.
I began to walk down the drive, and as I got to
a turn, I began to wonder if I was heading to the
wrong place.
“Is this it the way to the boat?” I asked some
random English person walking past.
“No, mate,” he said. “It’s back over the bridge
about 100 meters down the street.
“Thank you,” I responded.
I backtracked to the bridge. I followed the
pavement along the road. There were lots of people
headed in the same direction, so I felt confident that
I was heading in the right direction. I looked at my
phone, and I was running out of time.
I walked, and I walked. Way more than 100
meters.
Where the bloody hell was this thing? I

wondered, starting to sweat in the mid-afternoon
heat.
Finally, I came around a curve in the street and
saw the ticket office for the Ullswater Steamers and
then eventually the boat came into view. And there
was a crowd around it. Apparently, on this beautiful
day, many people had the same idea as me.
My first thought was that there’s no way I
could get a spot on that boat with a decent view
as it sailed along the lake. I went into panic mode.
Should I chuck it in and cancel this? I’d already
walked all this way. I was exhausted. I was hot. It
would be cool on the boat. I could sit on the boat.
For two hours.
I sighed and went into the ticket office and
bought a return ticket (£15.95). I was very thirsty
and they were out of water bottles. I was so hot, I
was starting to feel slightly queasy, which is not
something you want to feel when you’re about to
get on a boat for two hours. I was regretting my
decision to skip lunch and just have cake at that
National Trust property I’d visited previously. I
purchased a soda and a bag of chips, hoping that
eating something, anything, would tide me over for
the boat ride.
I walked quickly along the long, white wooden
dock. My ticket was checked and I stepped aboard.
My plan was to record the journey using my GoPro,
so I could share it later on. The best place to do
this would be the front of the boat. So, I went
downstairs and walked through the boat to get to the
bow. Thankfully, there was still a space I could fit
in. I set up my camera, attaching it to the railing on
the hull.
We pulled away shortly thereafter, I ate my bag
of chips and drank my soda, and I immediately felt
better. It was hot, and the sun was beating down on
the open deck. But once the boat turned around after
clearing the dock and began to steam across the
lake, we were treated to a cool breeze.
Ullswater is the longest of the Lakes, but it’s
only about 9 miles long (and at most 3/4 of a mile
wide). The steamer takes the better part of an hour
to make the entire journey. But despite this, the
boat feels like it’s going pretty fast. The bow was
somewhat crowded as people jostled to get a view
of the surrounding landscape and take pictures as
we went along.
As with most travel experiences like this in
Britain, I was the youngest person on the boat. This
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always bothers me. It’s a bit sad that there aren’t
more people my age out exploring and experience
sublime things like this. Most people my age are
cooped up in offices working. Another reminder
of how truly lucky I am to be able to experience
Britain on my own terms and write about it.
Ullswater Steamers have been plying the tourist
trade on Ullswater for more than 150 years. All of
their boats run on steam engines, some were built
in the Victorian Age, some are newer. The boats
run a regular schedule for 363 days of the year.
It’s something you can rely on. Many people take
the boat for part of the way, then walk part of the
way then get the boat again (they have tickets that
accommodate this). The trip has no commentary
(though if you download their mobile app, you can
get commentary).
To be honest, there’s not much to commentate
on as the boat sails across the lake. There is nothing
of real interest other than the beautiful landscapes.
Ullswater is very undeveloped (and this is by
design). There are no great houses along the lake,
no large towns or buildings to look at. No, the
landscape is the star and that’s what you’ve paid
£15.95 to look at.

My stomach settled once I had eaten my snack
and rehydrated. As the journey progressed out deep
into the water, the heat began to get worse. While
there was a breeze as the boat steamed through the
lake, the harsh midday sun was relentless. The front
of the boat was a bit crowded and we all jostled
for position to take pictures as we past particularly
pretty parts of the landscape. No one was rude about
it though, we were all there for the same reason - to
capture a moment from something spectacular.
For most of the journey to Glenridding, I sat and
soaked in the view, occasionally taking a picture
if I saw something pretty. I also monitored the
GoPro just to make sure it was doing its job. It was
amazingly quiet out on the water, just the sound of
the steam engine chuffing away. There were many
others out enjoying the beautiful day on the lake.
Quite a few sailboats and groups of people learning
how to sail.
There were also groups of Boy Scouts on the
shore, climbing cliffs and jumping off. I felt rather
jealous. The most exciting thing I got to do as a
Boy Scout was to go to a summer camp for a week.
These Scouts got to jump into an Alpine-like lake.
I was sweating profusely and jumping in the lake
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sounded like a very good idea at that moment.
Then the boat came to a stop. We were
approaching our stop at Howetown (what a
remarkable name for a place). A sister ship was
currently in the dock, so we had to wait our turn.
As the breeze stopped because the boat was not
moving, the heat started to accumulate. Jumping
in the water began to look attractive. After a few
moments, the sister ship got underway (heading
towards Pooley Bridge where’d just come from ).
Our engine fired up again, this time slowly as we
chuffed into the dock.
“You have to move!” barked one of the crew at
me, so I hurriedly moved my GoPro setup because
the crewman needed to access the ropes and cast on
to the dock.
Several people got off, quite a few gone on.
Then the engine fired on again.
“Arms! Arms! Arms!” shouted the crewman
at everyone in the front of the ship as we quickly
moved backward along the dock. Fair enough. It
could easily have chopped off a finger or dislocated
an arm.
After Howetown, we rounded a mountain and
the view changed to a new vista. I really could not

believe that such a landscape was real let alone
that I was there to see it in person. I’ve seen so
many pictures of the Lake District. But none of that
prepare you for actually seeing it in person. To visit
the Lakes it to be in awe during your entire visit.
In no time at all, we arrived at Glenridding, the
other main terminus for the Ullswater Steamers.
Everyone got off the boat. The journey back would
be in 15 minutes. Glenridding has a completely
different vibe than Pooley Bridge, which felt a bit
like a tourist trap. Glenridding was more sedate. The
car park was full of cars and the beaches around the
area were filled with sunbathers and people going
for a swim.
I’d planned to GoPro the journey back, but my
flash card was full. And your correspondent failed
to bring a spare because he thought one was plenty.
I thought perhaps that the gift shop on the dock
would have one, but they didn’t. The chap inside
recommended going into the village, but I didn’t
have the time, and I didn’t want to miss the boat
back.
Well, I kind of did. I actually pondered just
taking a taxi back to Pooley Bridge. I didn’t relish
getting on the boat again. I’d ‘done’ it, I’d filmed it.
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Got plenty of pictures. I wasn’t too keen on getting
back on the boat with it being so hot.
“Ridiculous,” I told myself. “At least do it
because you paid for a return ticket.”
Sod it.
I got back on the boat.
This time, though, I managed to get a seat under
the shaded canopy. This would hopefully make for
a much cooler ride back. At first, I sat against the
funnel, but was surprised to feel how warm it was.
Proof that the thing was actually run by a steam
engine.
I relocated to a different spot, ate a snack and
drank something I’d picked up in the dock gift shop.
This journey would not be recorded by the GoPro.
So, I did what was exceedingly difficult to do, I
just sat there and took in the scenery as the boat got
underway. I tried to practice some mindfulness tips
and truly relish being in such a wonderful place.
I did nothing on the boat ride back. My mind was
quiet. I was at peace.
I was pleased to see that the boat takes a
different route back to Pooley Bridge, along the
Northern shore of the lake (it sometimes stops at the
Aira Force National Trust park - but today would
not). I was really surprised at how different the view
was and how different the lake felt.
By this point, it was very late afternoon. The
whole boat was snoozy. Even the rambunctious
children were pretty sedate. The old English
gentleman across from me, with a very friendly
black lab on a leash, dozed off for most of the
journey. One could not help but get a bit sleepy.
The journey reminded me of my honeymoon
with Jackie. We’d decided to go to Lake Geneva,
Wisconsin, a special place for us as we visited many
times before we married. Despite having visited
Lake Geneva so many times, we’d never done the
steamer boats that ply that Pseudo-Alpine lake
that’s so popular with Chicago tourists. So, on our
honeymoon, with not much else to do, we decided
to do it. The journey was similar in length to my
journey on Ullswater but it was cold and rainy (we
got married in October). The commentary told us all
about the rich people who lived (or had lived) in the
mansions all along the lakeshore.
Most of the Ullswater lakeshore was either
part of the National Park or owned by the National
Trust. It was open for anyone to enjoy. There is,
in fact, a footpath that goes around the entire lake
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(judging by the mountains surrounding, this could
be quite strenuous).
But most of all, this journey made me miss
Jackie, my usual travel partner in crime who was
back home in Indiana and unable to join me on this
trip. She would have loved the mountains and the
sailboats whizzing across the lake.
The boat once again made a stop at Howetown
and then resumed the journey back to Pooley
Bridge. It felt as if the boat was going faster this
time. I was grateful, despite enjoying the stunning
views, I really didn’t want to be on the boat
anymore. And my regular camera battery had died
(guess who didn’t bring the spare battery - you’d
think I was an amateur at this!).
Soon enough, the boat docked and we all
shuffled off, beginning the long walk back to Pooley
Bridge car park. I’d had a busy day before the boat
ride and now I was properly knackered. When I
returned to my car, exhausted from the voyage and
the walk back to the car, I was pleased to see there
wasn’t a parking ticket on the windscreen. It felt
like a minor victory worth celebrating.
I climbed in and called Jackie. I needed to talk
to her. And I did for at least 30 minutes before the
mountains around Ullswater cut off the signal.
Lake Geneva has been ruined for me. Ullswater
is a ‘proper lake.’ I must come back to Ullswater,
and next time with Jackie so we can rent a sailboat
and spend a day on the water. Hopefully on a day
that is not nearly as hot.
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BRIT BOOK CORNER
British Airways: 100 Years of Aviation Posters
This book is a tad bittersweet. Paul Jarvis was the longtime curator at British Airways’s own
museum at their headquarters and has wrote several books about the history of British
Airways. His latest book about BA’s aviation posters was published just days after he died.
This new book from Amberley is a fascinating exploration of the design heritage present
in the aviation posters used to sell flights from the beginnings of BA to the present day. It’s
easy to dismiss the posters as hollow advertisements. But these posters are works of art in
their own right. The feel and standard set by these posters has influenced our perceptions
of air travel since. It’s an fascinaitng cultural exploration of aviation history (and the changed
in design trends as time went on). My only complaint is that the format of the book could
charitably be described as moderate, so you don’t get to see a lot of details in some of the
posters. There are many beautiful cutaways of great BA planes from the past and it’s difficult
to make out details because of the format of the book. Still, they’re beautiful to look at and
this will be a good addition to any AV geek library. Amberley $26.95

Churchill: The Statesman as Artist
In addition to being one of the greatest leaders of the 20th century, Winston Churchill was
also an accomplished amateur painter. This new book from Bloomsbury is a guide to that
aspect of his life. Edited by eminent historian David Cannadine, the book starts off with
a long essay by Cannadine that summarises Churchill’s painting ‘career.’ Then there are a
series of essays, speeches and reviews, some by Churchill, some by others about Churchill’s
relationship with art. But the coup de grace of the book is the including of Churchill’s own
essay, “Painting as a Pastime”, a manifesto on the important of hobbies and how painting
works for him keeping the ‘black dog’ of depression at bay. It’s a great little book on a
not-so-widely-known aspect of Churchill’s life. The editors have also included great color
reproduction of some of his most well known paintings. Churchill was a man of many talents
and facets and he did not take up painting until he was 40 years old. But as he did with
most things in life, he took it up with enthusiasm and attempted to master it. The result is a
catalog of more than 500 paintings, many now in museums all over the world. Another lasting
memory of Churchill, physical objects that he touched that we can continue to enjoy to this
day. Bloomsbury $30.00

The Village News By Tom Fort
Tom Fort is currently one of Britain’s best observational writers. His latest book is an
excellent survey of the English village throughout history. It also explores the role the idea of
the village has in British culture and lifestyle. The book does not shy away from the problems
villages face in modern England. The idea that many people have in their heads of the English
village doesn’t actually exist and can’t actually exist in modern times. But that doesn’t
stop people from dreaming about it. The book explores many famous villages in Britain in
literature and film and provides context for why they are so famous. It’s well researched and
the author visits many of the places himself to give an accurate survey. I love Tom’s books
and can recommend them all (The Channel Shore and The A303 are my faves). A great read
for those of us who dream of living in an English village. Simon & Schuster $15.99
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IOGRAPHIES TO

By John Rabon

READ

Russell Brand – My Booky Wook by Russell
Brand

As fascinating as it is to read about history, it can be just
as fascinating to read about the people who made that
history happen. Biographies and autobiographies offer
us glimpses into the lives of people who changed the
course of the United Kingdom. From periods of internal
strife to all-out war and from the streets to the manor
homes of the country, these people have their own great
stories to tell. We’ve outlined five of our favorite British
biographies for you to read that range from a servant to
one of the UK’s preeminent leaders.

One of the most interesting and provocative comedians
in British history, Russell Brand lays his life out for
readers in this autobiography that discusses his career,
relationships, and his successful fight against addiction.
If you’re interested in his stand-up, television, and film
career, you’ll certainly want to pick this up as his career
so often intertwines with his personal life and will give
you a real insight into how he thinks. For those not so
interested in Mr. Brand, it is still a worthwhile tome that
chronicles his personal demons and a life of excess that
rivals that of Keith Richards.

Olaudah Equiano – The Interesting Narrative
of the Life of Olaudah Equiano by Olaudah
Equiano

Winston Churchill – The Last Lion by
William Manchester and Paul Reid

Our first biography comes from a man who lived a
truly interesting and tragic life. Olaudah Equiano was
enslaved in West Africa and the Americas before buying
his freedom and going on to a life that included being
a sailor, slave trader, Arctic explorer, and abolitionist.
Equiano’s personal account was one of any texts during
the abolition movement in Britain meant to relate the
evils of slavery, and Equiano’s story not only discusses
the negative effects on the enslaved but also upon the
slavers. Of course, since it is an autobiography from the
18th century, some readers may have a difficult time with
the language, but it’s a worthwhile read for the wealth of
experience he acquired.

Arguably the greatest Prime Minister in Britain’s history,
The Last Lion is a series of biographical works that
chronicles Winston Churchill’s life including his time in
the army, as a reporter, the span of his political career,
and the challenges of leading a nation through World
War II and the rise of Communism. Volume 1: Visions
of Glory covers the first 58 years of his life, Volume
2: Alone chronicles his fight against appeasement
and preparations for War with Germany, and Volume
3: Defender of the Realm covers the period from his
Premiership to his death in 1965.

Princess Diana – Diana: Her True Story—In
Her Own Words by Andrew Morton

Lady Nancy Astor – Rose: My Life in Service
to Lady Astor by Rosina Harrison

Andrew Morton’s book was quite a sensation when
originally published in the early 1990s as it had one
of the most in-depth and personal looks into Princess
Diana’s life. After her death, it came out that Diana
herself had been the source of so much information that
Morton used in the work. The book was later adapted
into a mini-series of the same name that laid out all of
the ugly sins from Diana and Charles’s marriage. The
25th Anniversary edition offers even more material than
the original not only from Diana but also her family
and friends. If you are interested in Diana’s life, you’re
unlikely to find a better book than this.

Rosina Harrison began her service as a personal
handmaiden to Lady Nancy Astor in 1928 and, as a
result, her career with the Astor family was never a dull
one. Known as much for her temperament as her time in
politics, Lady Astor was as much a controversial figure
as a historic one. The book offers an insight into one
of the first women in Parliament and what she was like
behind the scenes from one of the people who knew her
best. Harrison paints an interesting portrait of a woman
she was devoted to and good friends with but also isn’t
afraid to call out Lady Astor on her flaws.
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THEN - House of Commons -1808
The original British House of Commons was located in the Palace of
Westminster and had been since it was formed in the early days of British
politics. The chamber was separate from the House of Lords, but at this
time it was not quite the ‘senior’ house that it is today. Britain was still very
run by the landed interests. In fact, even in the commons, you had to be
a landowner to stand for parliament. Many members were handpicked
by the landowners of vast estates (in ‘rotten boroughs’). Slowly though
at the 19th century progressed, the House of Commons began to assert
dominance as the voting franchise was increased. This change burned to
the ground when the Palace of Westminster caught fire in 1834.
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NOW - House of Commons - 2018
After the fire razed the Palace of Westminster (the ony bit that survived
was Wesminster Hall), a contest was held for a new design for the Houses
of Parliament. Sir Charles Barry and Augustus Pugin designed the new
houses together in a neo-Gothic style to give the presentation of the new
houses historical grounding (and today, they look very old despite being
relatively new). However, the chamber picture above was not the one
they designed. The Germans bombed the Houses of Parliament and the
House of Commons was mostly destroyed. It was restored after the war
but while adhering to Barry and Pugin’s original designs, its chamber
was modernised substantially. You can still see the bomb damage in the
stonework when entering the chamber.
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THE LIFE OF A QUEEN
THE CHILDHOOD OF QUEEN ELIZABETH II
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Editor’s Note: This is the first in an ongoing
series about the entire life of Queen Elizabeth
II. Each issue of this magazine will feature an
article about every aspect of her life.

fun, often playing practical jokes on the staff (picture
the von Trapp children putting frogs in Frauline
Maria’s pockets) while Elizabeth watched and
giggled. In public occasions, Elizabeth was clearly
already the older sister more ready for monarchy, at
one point telling Margaret before an outing, “If you
see someone with a silly hat, Margaret, you must
not point at it and laugh.”2 And yet they were good
friends and had a lot of fun together. Of course,
there were not a lot of other options, since they
did not leave to go to school or make friends with
outsiders. One of Lilibet’s favorite playmates was
her Uncle David, in the years before his abdication
when the whole relationship went sour. He often
came to play in the family’s after-supper games;
he even gave the young princess her first copy of
Winnie-the-Pooh, which was published the same
year as her birth. Elizabeth’s father, and soon the
rest of their little family, called each other “we
four,” and had a strong bond of friendship and fun,
probably realizing that they were really the only
ones who know what it was like to be a family like
they were. The press loved them.
Besides parlor games with the family, Lilibet
loved her horses. She started riding at age three
and took to it immediately, a love she has kept
throughout her life. It was her father who taught
her all about breeding and racing; she loved to ride
and explore the stables with him at their estate in
Norfolk—Sandringham—and at Hampton Court
and Balmoral. When she wasn’t outside with the
horses, she was often inside with her pile of toy
ponies, brushing their hair and arranging them on
the stairs, sometimes even pretending to be a pony
herself and refusing to answer those around her:
“I couldn’t answer you as a pony.”3 It was also her
father who gave her her first Welsh Corgi, what was
to become her signature breed. They named the
dog Duke of York, calling him “Dookie” (again with
the nicknames); after that, she was never without at
least one dog, sometimes many underfoot. She even
took her dog Susan on her honeymoon with Prince
Philip.
In 1932, the family brought in a lively Scottish
nanny, Marion Crawford, affectionately known
as Crawfie (this family likes their nicknames). In
an effort to introduce the young princesses to life
outside the “glass curtain,” as she called it, Crawfie
would take the girls into town on the bus and the
tube in the years before the abdication. After the

I

t might seem surprising to us today to think that
Queen Elizabeth II hasn’t always been Queen
Elizabeth II; she is, after all, the longest-reigning
British monarch in history, as well as the Western
world’s longest-serving leader. We sometimes
picture her like the birth of Athena, springing from
Zeus’s head fully grown and in full battle regalia.
But of course, she wasn’t born queen or even heir
to the throne. Her father was Albert, Duke of York,
King George V’s second son. It was Uncle David,
momentarily (for 10 months, anyway) reigning as
King Edward VIII, who was meant to be king.
Perhaps it was exactly because she was not
meant to be a queen that she was able to have such
a charmed, happy childhood. Elizabeth Alexandra
Mary Windsor was born in London on 21 April
1926. Just as with Britain’s royals today, her birth
was met with a media firestorm, proving that even if
she wasn’t yet the “heiress presumptive,” she was still
not just a normal little girl. In fact, her future first
Prime Minister Winston Churchill visited the family
in Scotland at Balmoral when Elizabeth was just two
years old and was completely taken by her charm.
He called her “a character” and someone with “an air
of authority.” 1
Even before her father took the throne in 1936
when Elizabeth was just age 10, young Lilibet, as she
was called, had developed quite a personality. She
was said to be shy and humble, yet clever, astute,
witty, precise, and cheerful. In 1927, when Elizabeth
was still just a toddler, her parents went on a royal
tour of New Zealand and Australia, leaving their
daughter with King George V and Queen Mary
(and presumably a host of nannies and staff). Her
grandmother, Queen Mary, called her “a joy.” Lilibet
had already stolen her grandparents’ hearts. Her
grandfather, King George V, who was rather harsh
with his own sons, was crazy about Lilibet. She
clearly was just as crazy about him, calling him
Grandpa England. With the birth of little sister
Margaret in 1930, four years after Elizabeth, the
family was complete and happy.
Margaret and Elizabeth seemed to be a good
complement to each other. While Elizabeth was
dignified and standoffish, Margaret was lively and
17

abdication, when it became clear that Elizabeth was
not going to do as much traipsing around London,
Crawfie arranged for a troop of Girl Guides (think
British Girl Scouts) to meet at Buckingham Palace
as a way to help Elizabeth make friends and have
a normal (or normal-ish) childhood. This was not
your average group of Girl Guides, of course, no
Eastenders in the mix, but 20 girls of about Margaret
and Elizabeth’s ages carefully chosen from their
relatives, of which there were so many, and local
aristocrats. Still, the young princesses got to run
around exploring the 40 acres of gardens at the
palace, making campfires and learning outdoor
skills. Crawfie and her young charges were very
fond of each other, and they were together for years.
However, in 1949 the nanny wrote a (very sweet,
kindly, completely innocuous) memoir of her time
with Elizabeth and Margaret, and the family cut
her out completely for such a show of disloyalty,
prompting the Queen Mother to cry, “We can only
think that our late and completely trusted governess
has gone off her head.” 4
Before Crawfie’s abrupt departure from the
family, she also acted as tutor to the two girls. In
the years before King George VI’s succession,
18

Elizabeth’s education was fairly relaxed. She was
expected to learn language and history, but no math
or government to speak of. Crawfie remembers
the first book she read with Lilibet and Margaret—
”Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens”, an appropriate
choice as it was written and took place just down
the street. Marion Crawford was also expected to
teach her manners and penmanship, as well, skills
that would be useful to a life of royalty but nothing
to prepare her for the monarchy. Elizabeth’s mother,
Elizabeth Duchess of York, had taught Lilibet to
read herself, often reading aloud to her. It was the
Duchess of York who encouraged a light education,
often interrupting her studying hours for little
outings, and one day bringing home a stack of 18
P.G. Wodehouse novels, hardly heavy reading. Still,
it was also the Duchess of York who taught Lilibet
religion. Lilibet grew up with a strong Christian
faith, learning her Psalms and reading the Book of
Common Prayer with her mother. This turned out
to be a great asset later on when she became head
of the Church of England, hardly something her
mother could have expected as they were saying
their prayers together before bed.
The Windsors were a dutiful family, instilling

that sense of duty in Elizabeth from a young age.
Queen Mary was particularly stiff-upper-lip about
royal duties, teaching Lilibet how to walk and
sit up straight so as not to embarrass herself—
traditional royal family skills. Lilibet learned the
useful skill of keeping a diary from her mother.
When complimented on her daily writings in later
years, the Queen said, “It’s not really a diary-like
Queen Victoria’s . . . or as detailed as that. It’s quite
small.” She called it just a habit, “like scrubbing
your teeth.”5 Despite her humility about it, we
can imagine that one day beyond her death, those
daily entries will be quite enlightening to the
rest of us. The Duchess of York, by now Queen
Elizabeth herself, was also a great example to Lilibet
of how to treat other people, a characteristic that
Lilibet has hung onto throughout her life and
reign. Her mother told her, “if you find something
or somebody a bore, the fault lies in you.”6 Now
there’s a quality more of us could use in our modern
lives, and those who know Queen Elizabeth II
often comment on how interested she is in people,
relating to them in a way that might seem surprising
considering her sheltered upbringing. The family
also tried to teach Lilibet and Margaret frugality and
money management, giving the girls an allowance
of five shillings a week—a somewhat comical idea
to us today, considering Lilibet already had a yearly
allowance of 6,000 pounds, and where was she really
going to spend her weekly allowance anyway?
Young Elizabeth’s easy, simplified education
changed dramatically in 1936 when her father
reluctantly took the throne, and she became the
heiress presumptive (“presumptive” just in case
her parents had a son, but of course they didn’t).
Suddenly Elizabeth needed to learn all sorts of
new things—maybe not math, which was never
her strong suit, but government and more history
and languages, to be sure. To that end, in 1939 the
family brought in Sir Henry Marten, vice-provost
of nearby Eton College (nearby when they were at
Windsor, that is, but they were in Windsor quite
often, causing the queen to call Windsor her home).
Marten was very knowledgeable as a professor at
Eton, we might think of him as stuffy and a bit
of a bore, but for Lilibet, he was engaging and
brought history alive. That was, of course, just what
she needed in the years of royal tutelage she had
ahead of her. Marten taught her the ins and outs
of the British Constitution with some instruction

in American history, as well. As Americans we
consider our constitution to be fairly straightforward
as a document that was, for the most part, written
all in one go. The British Constitution, however, is
more of a conglomeration of accumulated laws and
precedents, not surprising considering their history
is well more than 1,000 years older than that of
the United States and has gone through numerous
governmental and monarchical permutations.
The King’s private secretary, and later Elizabeth’s,
Tommy Lascelles instructed Marten to “hide
nothing” about the constitution and how to navigate
it. Marten clearly took this task to heart—Elizabeth’s
Prime Ministers were often impressed with her
command of the Constitution and her knowledge
of the workings of Parliament, they were perhaps
even surprised by her detailed knowledge. Marten
also taught her critical thinking and how to use her
best judgment in assessing an argument, a skill that
would benefit her throughout her reign.
Along with learning the intricacies of the British
government, Elizabeth’s family brought in a French
tutor for the young princesses, a Belgian vicomtesse
with the improbable name of Marie-Antoinette
de Bellaigue. They called her Toni (again with the
nicknames, but these names are all such a mouthful,
who can blame them?). Lilibet learned to speak
fluently, a great skill in her future as Queen, never
needing an interpreter in France and her other
francophone territories. Her family and advisers
clearly had quite a lot of foresight and experience
in choosing her education and her educators, her
natural curiosity and intelligence helped her to
adapt well to the education she suddenly found
herself needing.
These formative years were, perhaps surprisingly,
happy and loving for the future queen. While
the Queen refuses to grant interviews, she talks
very fondly of her childhood and her years as “we
four.” She still has in her near future a world war,
a marriage, the death of her father, and her own
reign. It seems like it would be almost impossible
to prepare for all the things she would see in her
life, yet she seemed perfectly positioned to take
them all on with the consistency, discipline, wit, and
intelligence she learned from the start.
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WILLIAM PEARE
THE CRICKLADE CAVALIER
By Eric Bryan

H

ighwaymen were active in Britain from
the Elizabethan era into the early 19th
century. Wiltshire’s roads, lanes and
byways were settings for some of the deeds of
these ‘knights of the road.’ Several notable highwaymen and at least one alleged highwaywoman
hailed from Wiltshire. One such was William
Peare, whose career as a highwayman, though
short, was nevertheless eventful, colorful, and
tragically dramatic.
Peare was born in Cricklade circa 1760.
(Peare’s sister Mary was baptised on 13 May
1756 at St Mary’s. Some have reported that Mary
was William Peare’s twin, but according to historical notes from the Friends of St Mary’s Church,
“the inscription in the register repudiates this.”)
In “The Highwaymen of Wiltshire; or a Narrative
of the Adventurous Career and Untimely End of
Divers Freebooters and Smugglers, in this and the
Adjoining Counties” (1856) by James Waylen, the
author described Peare as an “adventurer, of fashionable exterior, wearing a pig-tail, and riding a
crack horse.” Waylen reported him to have been 5
feet 10 inches tall, handsome, and popular. Peare
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initially went into business with his brother as a
blacksmith.
Peare’s first alleged crime occurred on 9 October 1780. The victim was a Mr. Jeffery, a grazier
from Yateminster, Dorset. Peare ambushed Jeffery
by a hare-warren near Salisbury. As Jeffrey rode
by, Peare rushed from the cover of the warren and
unhorsed the man. The robber’s haul was £500
(about £84,550 today) in bank notes and £37
(approximately £6,250 now) in coin. A £60 (about
£10,000) reward was issued for the apprehension
of the robber.
The crime which made Peare’s name notorious was the highway robbery of the Chippenham
mail on 2 February 1782. Peare was caught for
this offense and imprisoned in Gloucester Castle
and Gaol. However, he made his escape on 19th
April. A string of Wiltshire robberies and attempted robberies followed. Because of the repeated
aggressive pattern of these holdups in which the
brigand would fire a warning shot (sometimes directly into a carriage window) to cow his intended
victims psychologically, it was believed that these
crimes were all committed by the same bandit. On

Left: Cricklade High Street. Photo by Gary Haywood, Above: St Mary’s Church, Cricklade. Photo by Poliphilo

8 February 1783, Peare held up a Salisbury diligence near St Thomas’ bridge, first smashing the
vehicle’s windows then firing a warning shot. The
passengers, a lady, and gentlemen handed over
their valuables, and Peare cleaned out the carriage’s tin receptacle for carrying small packages,
its contents amounting to one parcel.
Sometimes Peare’s strategy of attempting to
frighten and overwhelm his prey with noise and
bluster failed. Immediately following the robbery
of the Salisbury coach, the highwayman pounced
on another diligence at Stockbridge, which turned
out to contain several military officers carrying
a substantial sum of money. Peare smashed the
barrel of his pistol through the window glass,
wounding one man on the chin. When he saw that
the carriage would be well defended by its passengers, Peare fired shots through both windows
and galloped off.
On 20 February, Peare halted the Trowbridge
coach in Marlborough forest. The vehicle carried
a guard, but instead of being stationed on the outside of the coach this man was seated comfortably
inside as Peare attacked. When the guard became

aware of the holdup, he fired his blunderbuss
through the glass of one window, but on the side
of the coach opposite to where the highwayman
sat astride his horse. Nevertheless, the blast unnerved Peare enough to enable the coach to rush
off and reach Trowbridge safely.
Peare met his downfall due to his involvement
in a scheme to burglarise the Stroudwater Bank in
Gloucestershire by digging a tunnel from a neighbouring vacant building into the bank. Peare and
a confederate dug the tunnel at night but worked
by the flame of a torch or lamp, the light of which
a passerby noticed late one night. The suspicious
observer notified the owner of the bank, who
secretly set himself up the following night on the
premises along with armed officers. At about two
o’clock in the morning, the men saw one of the
stones in the floor shift, then lift, and one man
climb up through the gap. The officers arrested
the man, who was Peare’s accomplice.
Peare, upon hearing the voices of the men in
the bank, quickly retreated through the tunnel and
into the night. His accomplice however informed
on Peare, revealing that the highwayman might be
21

The old town cross in St Sampson’s churchyard, Cricklade. Photo by Gary Haywood
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discovered at Peare’s father’s house in Cricklade.
There, Peare had hidden in a cavity between the
wall and the outer tiles of the dwelling, hoping
to evade detection. When he saw that he was
finally discovered, Peare broke through the tiles
and leaped into the garden, where he was apprehended. Peare’s capture occurred on 14 May
1783 at 58/59 Cricklade High Street, beside the
churchyard gate of St Mary’s. Peare was again
ensconced in Gloucester Castle and Gaol to await
trial.
Peare had to wait for the Salisbury August Assizes when he was arraigned before the Hon John
Heath and the Hon Sir Richard Perrhyn, the same
judges who had presided over the trial of highwaywoman Mary Abraham, alias Mary Sandall
(or Sandy). Heath was known for his severity in
sentencing the convicted, and was quoted remarking, “there is no regeneration for felons in this
life, and for their own sake, as well as for the sake
of society, I think it is better to hang.”
Peare was tried and sentenced to hang at
Fisherton on 19 August 1783. He insisted to the
end that he was innocent of the mail robbery, but
admitted to being friends with highwaymen James
Caldwell and Thomas Boulter. Peare referred to
some watches buried in a cellar at Bristol and
wanted to explain to the governor where he had
found the banknote which was the evidence used
to convict him at trial. (Peare was romantically
connected to James Caldwell’s sister-in-law, and
James Waylen speculated that Peare slipped into
the world of vice at the Ship Inn where he must
have often met highwayman Thomas Boulter.)
The Salisbury Journal reported in columns
dated 18 August 1783 that William Peare had
been convicted of robbing the mail near Chippenham and that he would be executed at Fisherton
gallows the following morning about 11 o’clock.
The article continued: “and his body will then be
enclosed in a suit of chains, ingeniously made by
Mr. Wansborough and conveyed to Chippenham,
and affixed to a gibbet erected near the spot where
the robbery was committed.” Would-be spectators, misunderstanding that Peare’s execution was
to take place at Green Lane, Chippenham congregated there – all 10,000 of them – in anticipation
of the event.

On the morning of his execution, Peare prayed
with his Ordinary and spent time with his girlfriend. Peare faced his execution bravely, finely
decked out, sporting a white satin knot at his
breast, and carrying a nosegay. Waylen wrote that
Peare “advanced to the scaffold with great fortitude, and surveyed the dreadful apparatus of death
with an unchanged countenance.” Peare fussed
over the adjustment of the noose around his neck,
and asked the hangman, a man named Read, to
do his job quickly and well. He bid the cart pull
away from beneath his feet at his signal of a falling handkerchief. He dropped the handkerchief
but held the nosegay in his other hand in a death
grip until his body was taken down.
The gibbeting irons, called gemmaces, were
made by whitesmith Mr. Wansborough. Thus
enclosed, Peare’s body was conveyed to Chippenham and hanged at Green Lane at the Chippenham to Marlborough Road crossroads. The following week the Salisbury Journal reported that
Peare had been hanged at Fisherton on Tuesday
the 19, and that “the remaining part of the sentence was completed on Wednesday, by hanging
the body in Green Lane, near Chippenham, where
it is now, a dreadful memento to youth, how they
swerve from the paths of rectitude and transgress
the laws of their country.”
The body swung at the crossroads until Chippenham Fair in October, where several of Peare’s
Cricklade friends were spotted, and by the following day, the remains were gone. In paragraphs
dated November 10 1783, the Journal related that
Peare’s corpse had been taken away during the
night of 30th October. The rumor was that Peare’s
Cricklade friends and family had taken his mortal
remains down in the night and buried them in St
Mary’s churchyard.
According to Waylen, Peare was but 23 at the
time of his execution.

23

I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD
By William Wordsworth - 1807
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I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:
A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
25
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Regular readers of Anglotopia Magazine might
recall my retrospective account of the time I took a
wrong turn at Lake Windermere in pursuit of William
Wordsworth’s house.

so large, people have actually died of thirst after
taking a wrong turn of their own, a fact that puts my
Wordsworth expedition into humbling perspective.
But I’d be highly remiss to focus only on the areadifferential between the two regions, particularly when
a comparable difference naturally exists between the
countries to which they belong.

That day, my ambitions were stoked by the literature
of England’s past and the geological poetry of its
present. All around were landmarks, both dainty and
large, whose natural splendor influenced the writings
of not only Wordsworth, but Coleridge and Southey.
But as all-encompassing as the Lake District may have
seemed to my wide-eyed, 23-year-old self, I’ve come
to find—in my 37th year—that it is positively quaint
when mentioned in the same breath as the mountain
ranges of my adoptive country, the United States of
America.
Chief among those ranges, both in the sense of its
enormity and its role in my recent travel exploits, are
the Rocky Mountains.
Extending from northern Alberta, Canada, in the north
down to New Mexico in the south, the Rockies cover
a distance of roughly 3,000 miles.
Indeed, the Grand Canyon alone snakes its way
through the state of Arizona at a distance roughly
equal to that of Windermere to Brighton, and is
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Rather, what strikes me most is the breadth of
topographic diversity up and down the Rockies,
something to which I’ve had the good fortune of
bearing witness - whether from 30,000 feet or from
the foot of its endless row of mountains.
On a recent visit to Salt Lake City, Utah, I hiked to
the top of Ensign Peak—a relatively straightforward
climb—whose chief pay-off included not just a
spectacular view of the city but the much higher
mountains that surrounded it.
Those mountains, as well as hundreds more across the
state, significantly dwarf England’s tallest mountain,
Scafell Pike. Indeed, the highest point along the
Wasatch Range—Mount Nebo—stands at almost
12,000 feet, virtually four times that of the Lake
District mountain.
And Mount Nebo is by no means the tallest peak
in the Rockies. That distinction goes to Colorado’s

Mount Elbert, which stands at a staggering 14,440
feet—or 10 Empire State Buildings stacked on top of
each other.

A week before I touched down in Salt Lake City,
the temperatures had hovered above 100 degrees
Fahrenheit (37.77 degrees Celsius), accounting—
perhaps—for the forest fires that had left a trail
of smoke from Utah to Canada. Indeed, even the
relatively cool temperatures I enjoyed were still
pushing the mid-90s. Furthermore, the heat in Utah is
decidedly of the dry variety, meaning that—even after
six bottles of water—a relatively straightforward hike
to the top of Ensign Peak nonetheless rendered me
temporarily dehydrated.

In layman’s terms, the Rocky Mountains don’t merely
cover significantly more land than the Lake District,
but also more sky.
And speaking of sky, it is from the air that the full
color palette of the Rockies comes into view. Back
in June, I had the good fortune of flying from Dallas
to Boise armed with both a wide angle lens and a
window seat.

Had I done the same hike in mid-January, I might
well have done so in temperatures below freezing and
almost certainly against the backdrop of snow.

What I captured along the way was breathtaking. For
hundreds of miles in any direction were mountains
of red, green, and brown—many of which seemed to
pierce a section of sky that not even Scotland’s Ben
Nevis could muster.

Now that’s not to say that similar winter weather is
absent from the Lake District. After all, I have fond
memories of witnessing the snowcaps of Scafell Pike,
even as the foot of the mountain remained utterly
untouched.

And the mountains were not the only geological
wonder on display. It seemed that for every mound
of rock pointing upward, there was a winding crevice
doing the precise opposite. Canyons, albeit not
necessarily those of the Grand variety, nonetheless
wore themselves on the earth like a knife wound, a
reminder—much like the mountains themselves—of
Earth’s dramatic geological past.

But in parts of the Rockies, snowfall can become
so burdensome that people become rooted to their
houses. For a fictional example of this, think of
Stephen King’s “The Shining”, and particularly
Stanley Kubrick’s big screen adaptation of it, in which
the Torrance family become stranded at the Overlook
Hotel in Colorado.

And, much like the Lake District, the Rockies are
not left wanting for lakes. In fact, Grand Lake in
Colorado boasts an area roughly 12 times that of Lake
Windermere, while Utah’s Great Salt Lake makes for
an impressive visual feast—both from the air and the
land. This is chiefly because the lake is divided into
two colors—red and blue—either side of the railroad
that cuts across it.

In that very same state—particularly in the worldfamous city of Aspen—winter skiing is a highly
popular activity, underscoring just how much more
snow Colorado receives compared to England’s
northwest, where skiing is a rare sight indeed.
I forgot to mention, by the way, that none of the above
should undermine the splendor of the Lake District,
a place to which I have long dreamed of retiring.
It’s just that, while I’m still relatively young, the
promise of adventure, enormous heights, and the great
expanse, is a promise worth pursuing—especially
while I still have the strength. Perhaps one day I’ll
renew my search for Wordsworth’s house—by then
I’ll be fully prepared.

Just over 300 miles northeast of this sits Yellowstone
National Park, where you’ll find 60% of the world’s
hot springs and geysers, the former of which look
eerily reminiscent of a supernova. And if that’s not
impressive enough for you, consider that under the
park is a smoldering super volcano, the eventual
eruption of which would cause unimaginable
devastation to much of North America. A shuddering
thought.
Such extremes also can be found within another
highly important element of life in the Rockies: the
climate.

© Zed Martinez
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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: A.A. MILNE
THE CREATOR OF WINNE THE POOH
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A

. A. Milne was an English author who
began his career as a humorist, novelist, and
playwright, but who saw his early successes
eclipsed by his success as a children’s author.
He created the characters Christopher Robin and
Winnie-the-Pooh from his own son and his stuffed
bear. Their exploration of Ashdown Forest, beside
the farm they lived in, became the inspiration for
books of their adventures, written in a child-like
style. He saw active service in both World Wars,
and knew many of the major literary figures of early
20th century England. His sale in the 1930s of the
rights to his characters to an American agent led to
their commercialisation, and their development into
a major marketing phenomenon.
While no one would ever ask, “Winnie-theWho?”, many people today might have trouble
recognising the name A. A. Milne. Creators can
be eclipsed by their creations, and Milne himself
regretted that of all his work, it was his, “trifles
for the young” that became his legacy. Milne’s
nostalgic vision was a product of those brittle years
between the ‘War to End All Wars,’ that destroyed
the halcyon days of Edwardian England, and the
encroaching darkness of the total war and genocide
of World War II. Those brief decades were his
formative years.
Alan Alexander Milne was born in 1882, and
he grew up the south London neighborhood of
Kilburn. He lived in Henley House, a small ‘public
school’ run by his father, meaning it was a private,
fee-paying establishment. Milne was a pupil, and
when he was seven, H. G. Wells was briefly the
school’s science teacher. His father John Vine Milne
had been born in Jamaica – it was a British colony
at the time – and his mother was Sarah Marie
Heginbotham, from Derbyshire. Milne moved on
to the prestigious Westminster School, and from
there to Trinity College, Cambridge, graduating in
Mathematics in 1903. His literary interests were
apparent, however, as he edited and wrote for The
Granta, a student magazine that was a literary
outlet for several other future famous writers. R.
C. Lehmann was an earlier Granta editor who
had moved on to become a major contributor to
the influential humorous and satirical magazine,
Punch. After his graduation, Milne was soon also
contributing regularly, and he became assistant
editor to the magazine in 1906.
Milne mingled in literary circles, playing

KEY FACTS
•
•
•
•

Born 1882 – died 1956
Creator of Winnie-the-Pooh
Became estranged from his son Christopher Robin
Saw his more serious literary career extinguished by his success with children’s
books

cricket, for example, in an amateur team called the
‘Allahakbarries,’ founded by J. M. Barrie (creator
of Peter Pan). Other players included Arthur Conan
Doyle, Rudyard Kipling, P. G. Wodehouse, G. K.
Chesterton, and Jerome K. Jerome, to name just a
few. The conversation was undoubtedly better than
the playing.
In 1913, Milne married Dorothy de Sélincourt,
known as “Daphne.” After the outbreak of World
War I, he joined the army as an officer in the Royal
Warwickshire Regiment. Injured at the Battle of
the Somme, he was sent back to England, where
he wrote propaganda for military intelligence with
MI7. Daphne had a son, Christopher Robin Milne,
in 1920.
In the years bracketing WWI, Milne built a
successful literary career, writing 18 plays and
four novels. He also wrote four scripts for the
early British film industry, all made into films by
Minerva Films, owned by the actor Leslie Howard.
Milne complained that whatever he wrote, his
editors thought he should be writing something else.
Despite Milne’s own high regard for these works,
they have faded into near-oblivion, overtaken
by the result of his buying Cotchford Farm, in
Hartfield, East Sussex, in 1925. Milne, Daphne,
and Christopher Robin began an idyllic life there,
with Milne wandering the surrounding countryside
with Christopher, joining his son in the magical
discovery of the world by young children during
their early years of innocence.
Cotchfold Farm is on the edge of Ashdown
Forest, an area of heathland and woods that had
been a hunting forest since the Norman Conquest
of England. Part of it is called Five Hundred Acre
Wood, which became Hundred Acre Wood in
29

Milne’s fictional creations. Christopher’s stuffed
bear, named Winnie after a Canadian black bear and
ex-military mascot that lived in London Zoo, also
famously figures in the stories. The ‘Pooh’ part was
the name of a local swan. Piglet, Eeyore, Kanga,
Roo, and Tigger were all stuffed toys belonging to
Christopher, while Rabbit and Owl are fictional.
Pooh, still unnamed, first appeared in a poem,
“Teddy Bear,” published in Punch in February 1924.
“When We Were Very Young”, a book of children’s
poems, including “Teddy Bear”, appeared later
the same year. The named Pooh first appeared in a
story called, “The Wrong Sort of Bees”, which saw
the light on Christmas Eve, 1925, in the London
Evening News. “Winnie-the-Pooh” was published
in 1926 and “The House at Pooh Corner” in 1928.
A collection of nursery rhymes, “Now We Are Six”,
was published in 1927. All the original editions
were illustrated by E. H. Shepard.
In 1922, Milne had published a detective
novel, “The Red House Mystery”, which had met
with some acclaim. He was well-known both in
England and America as a successful playwright.
After the publication and immediate success of the
Pooh books he still wrote for Punch, and he also
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wrote a still-performed stage adaption of Kenneth
Grahame’s novel “The Wind in the Willows”, called
“Toad of Toad Hall”. In the aftermath of WWI, he
removed the chapter called ‘Piper at the Gates of
Dawn,’ which recounts a search for a lost son, from
the play. Too many members of the audience would
have lost sons in the war.
In 1934, as tensions in Europe increased, Milne
wrote a condemnation of war called “Peace with
Honour.” By 1940, his position had shifted, and he
wrote “War with Honour,” to support the efforts of
a country now at war – just 20 years after the last
time. During WWII, he served as a Captain in the
Home Guard, a division of the military responsible
for home defense.
At a personal level too, the idyll of Cotchfold
Farm had been shattered, although he continued to
live there for the rest of his life. The success of the
Pooh books had made his all-too-flesh-and-blood
son a celebrity, and this was a role that Christopher
Robin did not enjoy. He became estranged from his
parents and felt used by his father. He is quoted as
having said, “We’ll see how father likes it when I
write poems about HIM!” Christopher Robin moved
further away from his parents when he married

his cousin Lesley de Sélincourt, something legally
permitted in the UK. Her father and Christopher’s
mother were estranged, and they had not spoken
for 30 years, so this was hardly a move to unite the
family.
Critical reviews were rare, but the adult
Christopher Robin might have sympathized with the
words of ‘Constant Reader,’ a weekly column in the
New Yorker written by Dorothy Parker – Tonstant
Weader twowed up.
In 1952, Milne suffered a stroke. That, and
the surgery it required left him an invalid and he
became disheartened with life, probably entering a
period of depression. He died a few years later, in
January 1956, aged 74. As for Winnie-the-Pooh, in
the 1930s Milne had sold merchandising, television,
and recording rights to Stephen Slesinger, an
American pioneer of the rights licensing industry.
When Slesinger died, his widow, in turn, sold many
of the rights to the Disney Corporation, leading
to today’s massive commercialisation of Milne’s
original simple characters.

Sites to Visit
•
•

•

•

•

•
•

A. A. Milne was cremated. The site of his
ashes is unknown.
Henley House was destroyed by a German
rocket in WWII. The area is now a housing
estate. There is a plaque on the wall at
Mortimer Place, Remsted House, NW6,
marking its location.
Cotchfold Farm, Hartfield, East Sussex,
where all the Winnie-the-Pooh books were
written, still stands. It was owned for a
time by Brian Jones, a member of the band
the Rolling Stones. Jones drowned in the
swimming pool there in 1969. The Grade-II
listed building is currently on the market for
£1.9 million. Hartfield village store does a
thriving trade in memorabilia.
A memorial plaque was placed in Ashdown
Forest, in 1979, dedicated to Milne and
Shepard. The 6,000-acre forest is always
open.
The real stuffed toys which became the
characters in the Winnie-the-Pooh stories
can be seen at the Main Branch of the New
York Public Library, 5th Avenue at 42nd

Street.
The original book manuscripts are held at
Trinity College, Cambridge.
A star was placed on the Hollywood Hall of
Fame for Winnie-the-Pooh in 2006.

Further Research
•
•

•
•
•
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Goodbye Christopher Robin (2017) is a film
about Milne’s creation of Winnie-the-Pooh,
and his relationship with Christopher Robin.
Goodbye Christopher Robin: A. A. Milne
and the Making of Winnie-the-Pooh (1990),
by Ann Thwaite is the biography on which
the film was based.
The Extraordinary Life of A. A. Milne
(2017), by Nadia Cohen.
In Which Milne’s Life Is Told: A Biography
of Winnie the Pooh Author A.A. Milne
(2013), by Paul Brody
The Natural World of Winnie-the-Pooh: A
Walk Through the Forest that Inspired the
Hundred Acre Wood (2015), by Kathryn
Aalto, is a guide to the wildlife of Ashdown
Forest, and a valuable resource for retracing
the events of the books in their original
locations.

THIS ENGLISH LIFE
THE ECHOING GREEN
By Erin Moore

It’s midsummer 2018, and my daughter Anne and
I are having a Talk, sotto voce, in the back of a taxi on
a Tuesday night. It is a talk about how, when a London
cabbie asks you whether you are following the World
Cup, it is acceptable to say “no,” but you must never
follow it up with, “But I hope France wins.”
We are a sporty family—we run, we lift weights, we
play squash and tennis, and our son is on a little football
team—but we don’t watch any of it on TV, and we are
usually out of the loop when it comes to professional
sports. This summer, there was no excuse for it. It wasn’t
just that we lacked appropriate small talk; we were
embarrassing ourselves. You could not live in England
and remain agnostic about football during this World
Cup. England had not made it to a Final since 1966, but
this summer it seemed they were in with a chance, and
no one could stop talking about it. We would have done
well to keep our big traps shut, but we couldn’t resist.
Later on the night of the Talk, I was in another taxi
headed home. Colombia and England were playing.
The driver was riveted to the match on the radio, but
I couldn’t understand what I was hearing (what was a
penalty?). Suddenly the pubs and restaurants around us
erupted in cheers, and the dummy in the backseat said,
“Wow, England’s really doing well tonight!” Turned out
we were driving through a Columbian neighborhood.
Lying in bed reading a bit later, I heard the pub
across the street go nuts. The cheering went on for a
good 10 minutes. Car horns were honking in the street.
People hugged. Presumably at least some of them were
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English people. It was like a mini VE Day out there.
I turned to my husband and said, “Phew! That’s over
then. England won, now we can move on to the next
thing.” But it turned out that they had only made it to the
quarterfinals. Hearing how much it meant to the crowd
outside, I started to turn into someone who cared—if
only a little, and only for their sakes—about the World
Cup “Coming Home.”
But the fact that I was on a yoga retreat in the
US—meditation, sharing circles, the whole nine—and
entirely unaware when England lost their semifinal
match against Croatia, says everything about how much
I cared. There weren’t any English football fans around,
but I heard about the loss from a lone and very excited
Croatian in the kitchen early the next morning. I jumped
up and down with her briefly, feeling super disloyal,
and then went back to being a football agnostic. You
know the ending, of course: My kid got her wish. We
were standing in our kitchen at home with not one, but
two, French people (also football agnostics) when it
happened. No cheers from the pub across the street. And
now we can move on to the next thing.
For our family, that was Anne’s 8th birthday party.
Anne’s birthday is in late August when most of her
friends are away, so instead of a big party during the
school year, we decided to have a very small party for
those few still in town in late July. Our friends in London
come from many nations, and we have lots of different
ideas about raising our children, but one thing we all
seem to have in common is nostalgia for the backyard
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birthday parties of our 70s (-ish) youth. We played
analog games, ate homemade cakes, and ran around
like feral lunatics on a sugar high. There were no rented
venues, no entertainers, no sound systems, no bubble
machines, no fancy party bags and low expectations. It
was (say it with us!) just so simple and honest. A more
innocent time. And the unspoken subtext: it was all so
much less work for our parents than it is for us.
No one in London has enough space to host an entire
school class at home, so we resort to parties that would
have given our parents the vapors (actually, still do).
My kids have been to some absolute blowouts over the
years. They have been invited to children’s parties with
ice cream trucks, live mermaids, pony rides, private film
screenings, manicure stations, candy factories, flowing
champagne (grownups only), discos, hula lessons,
cooking classes, trampolines, catwalks, pirate ships,
artists-in-residence, chocolate fountains, petting zoos,
and indoor playgrounds. Anyone from my daughter’s
class reading this is going to be thinking, “Wait! Who
had the chocolate fountain?” Guys, I can’t remember,
but for sure someone did.
Given only six or so kids to entertain, this year I was
finally going to put my foot down: enough was enough.
Anne’s party would be a time machine back to my own
childhood, with an English twist. Surprisingly (maybe
unsurprisingly), Anne was all for it.
First of all, it would be outside in the sunshine in a
garden. Instead of banners, we’d hang bunting. Instead
of pin-the-tail, it would be pass-the-parcel. We’d play
musical statues instead of musical chairs. Instead of
hot dogs and pizza, there would be homemade tea
sandwiches and scones with jam and cream and threetier trays of cookies, only these kids call them biscuits.
Anne wanted a rainbow cake and a firework candle. I
had four days to plan, and I started where any sensible
parent would have: on Amazon Prime.
By the time I had ordered a trestle table, a tablecloth,
multiple three-tier trays (the reviews warned that at least
one was likely to arrive broken), 16 boxes of American
candy for pass-the-parcel, hula hoops for party favors,
2-liter thermoses for the coffee and tea, a pink tent for
the kids to lark about in, bunting and other assorted
necessities, a fully stocked venue was starting to look
like the easy way out. (Confession: I did go ahead and
get a bubble machine. Kids just love those things.)
When the one non-homemade food item—the
cake—turned out not to be at the shop where I’d ordered
it, but at another branch of the bakery an hour’s drive
away through rush-hour traffic, my dominant thought
was, “I didn’t sign up for this.” Up at 6 am making tea
sandwiches for a party whose guest list now topped
30, I knew it was far too late to reconsider my options.
But here is one option I did reconsider: I’ll never again

imagine that my parents had it easy hosting those
“simple” backyard birthday parties.
Anne’s party was a great success, and a joy to
plan and host. Nevertheless, by the time we had made
and procured the food; loaded and unloaded the car;
set up and taken down the tent, the bunting, the table;
supervised the games; chatted amiably and overcaffeinated everyone in sight, all the adults involved
were 7pm-on-Christmas-Day-level tired. I’d do it all
again, though, for the thrill of watching my kids and
their friends run around like feral lunatics on a sugar
high without once having to shush them.
By the time you read this, the nights will be drawing
in, and summer will be on the wane. But what a summer
it’s been—one for the record books. London’s hottest
in 42 years, with temperatures topping 80 degrees
most days, and practically no rain in June and July.
Most Americans wouldn’t class these temperatures as
a heat wave, but then again most Americans have air
conditioning in their homes and offices. In a typical
English summer, my American summer wardrobe of
sleeveless tops, shorts, and sandals does not make an
appearance, and people around me have notional thought
bubbles over their heads most of the time saying things
like, “I wonder how warm it is in Cannes right now?” or
“Is it pathetic to eat ice cream in a driving rain?”
This year, we finally got the weather we’d been
pining for, out loud, every summer since 1976.
Complaining about the weather felt wrong, like
ingratitude, so before we complained about the weather
we would always preface it—as if in abeyance to the
weather gods—with “I’m not complaining because this
is an amazing summer, but…” We had complicated
feelings about our good fortune. We couldn’t walk out of
the house without layers of SPF50. Even under all that
sunscreen, between the playground and the ice cream
truck, we all got more sun than we intended. We’ll regret
it on our next visit to the dermatologist, but I forgot how
amazing the sun feels on bare skin and how much easier
it is to leave the house without coats and jackets and real
shoes. It was actually hotter in London than it was in
Cannes. Ice cream ceased to be optional; it was a human
right. I enjoyed almost every minute of our beautiful heat
wave because when we are wearing wool and turning
the lights on by 5 pm, we will look back at this summer
and think, “such, such were the joys.” Even without the
World Cup, we felt like winners.
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 MAYFLOWER
THE ENGLISH SETTLEMENT OF NEW ENGLAND
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O

n the 6th of September 1620, the Mayflower
set sail from Plymouth, England, carrying a
cargo of hopeful, intrepid English pilgrims,
eager to start a new life on the other side of the
Atlantic. This group of settlers were part of the very
early British colonising missions to North America,
but their particular story and singular identity
has created an enduring foundational myth in the
American psyche. The Mayflower pilgrims were in
search of a new land in which they could establish
a somewhat utopian society, fleeing religious
persecution and corrupting, immoral forces at home
in England. The ‘New World’ offered a new start,
allowing them the freedom to forge a new society
based on the principles of faith, and austerity. The
trials and tribulations of the Mayflower pilgrims
have evolved into the stuff of legends, particularly
with respect to their dealings with the local
indigenous groups in and around Cape Cod. The
modern festival of Thanksgiving, which is based on
a shared harvest feast with the Wampanoag tribe,
exists as a powerful reminder of the precarious
beginnings of British settlement in North America.

KEY DATES
•
•
•
•

September 1607 - Migration of the
Scrooby congregation to Leiden
5 August 1620 - The Mayflower and
Speedwell set sail from Southampton
6 September 1620 - The Mayflower sets
sail from Plymouth, England
11 November 1620 - The Mayflower
lands at Provincetown Harbour, Cape
Cod

KEY FIGURES
•
•
•
•

English Pilgrims: In Search of a
New Home
In the century following the Reformation,
England witnessed a period of intense religious
conflict, as successive monarchs adopted
contradictory policies concerning the right and
ability of individuals to worship according to
their own conscience. In this period, religion was
inherently political, and any rejection of the Church
of England was construed as a rejection of the
crown, the monarch being the head of the Church of
England. Those Protestants (usually Puritans) who
rejected the doctrines and practices of the Church
of England were therefore in an exceptionally
precarious position and risked being accused of
treason.
In the early 17th century, groups of Protestants
emerged in English society that believed that the
Reformation of the Church of England had been
ineffective, and the only way to pursue a righteous
path of Christian worship was to separate from it.
These so-called ‘separatists’ did not have (at this
point) any particular Church title and were distinct
from the majority of Puritans, who accepted the

Christopher Jones - Captain of the Mayflower
William Brewster - Early leader of the
pilgrim community in Plymouth
Edward Winslow - Early leader of the
pilgrim community in Plymouth
Samoset - English-speaking member of
the Patuxet tribe

Church of England while believing it to be in
need of further reform. The separatists found their
position in England increasingly untenable after the
accession of James the VI of Scotland to the English
throne, and in the first years of the 17th century, a
significant group coalesced around the manor house
at Scrooby, in South Yorkshire.
The congregation at Scrooby was led by William
Brewster, who had previously lived and worked in
Holland. As persecutions of separatists and nonconformists intensified, the congregation decided
in 1607 to move to Leiden, in Holland, where
Brewster and other members of the congregation
had connections. In Holland, the congregation was
free to worship, but over the course of the following
decade, a number of issues emerged that caused
tension and concern within the community. First,
there was concern that the pilgrims were losing their
English identity and assimilating to Dutch society.
Concurrent with this process was a perceived
corruption of the pure religious ideals espoused by
the Puritan community: as a bustling, industrial city,
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Leiden offered too many temptations for younger
members, and it was becoming increasingly difficult
to sustain the austere values and practices of the
original congregation.
In addition to this, although the majority of the
community was in a stable position, the prospects
for work and reward in Leiden were limited by the
labor and immigration laws, which kept the pilgrims
in menial, low-paying jobs. The rising tensions
between the Dutch and the Spanish also gave rise
to fears that the permissive attitude to Puritanism
that had prevailed in Holland might be about to
come to an end. The future for the congregation was
uncertain, and community leaders such as Edward
Winslow argued forcefully that it was time to find
an alternative home: a place where the pilgrims
could start afresh and establish their community in
an area without the threat of war, moral corruption
and religious persecution.
North America appeared to offer an ideal
solution, but it was not without considerable risks.
The experiences of early settlers in Jamestown
just a few years previously functioned as a salient
reminder that any attempt to establish a colony
in an inhospitable landscape amid hostile native
peoples posed an enormous challenge. The journey
itself would be arduous, and the threat of disease
and starvation played heavily on the minds of the
community leaders. Nevertheless, in 1619, Robert
Cushman and John Carver opened negotiations with
the London Company, with the intention of gaining
permission for a new settlement at the mount of the
Hudson River. The terms of the settlement would be
similar to other early colonising missions: settlers
would be under the jurisdiction of the London
Company and were expected to provide labor for
them for seven years after the foundation of the
colony.

transport the pilgrims to the New World. The
Speedwell would remain in the colony where it
would be used for fishing and exploratory ventures.
However, these plans suffered considerable setbacks
when it became apparent that the Speedwell was
not seaworthy. Considerable delays were incurred
as the ship underwent repairs, and it was not
until the 5th of August that the Speedwell and the
Mayflower departed from Southampton. Even then,
the ships were forced to turn back twice due to
further problems with the Speedwell, until finally, it
was decided to abandon the plan and put all of the
pilgrims and supplies on to the already-crowded
Mayflower.
Finally, on the 6th of September, the Mayflower
departed from Plymouth. It carried 102 passengers,
around one-half of which were Protestant
separatists: the remainder were non-separatists and
crewmen. The early part of the journey progressed
fairly smoothly, but the delays in departure meant
that the ship would hit the stormy season. As the
weather worsened, the Mayflower was thrown off
course. The pilgrims had been aiming for northern
Virginia and the Hudson River, but finally, after
66 days at sea, Cape Cod was sighted on the 9th
of November 1620. Poor weather forced them to
land at this point instead of continuing south to the
Hudson, and so the new colony would, in fact, be
established beyond the jurisdiction of the Virginia
Company.
For approximately six weeks, the pilgrims spent
their time exploring the Cape, trying to decide
upon a site for their new colony. On Christmas
Day, 1620, they finally agreed upon a location,
named it Plymouth, and started to build their new
settlement. In part, the decision to relocate to
Plymouth had been motivated by tense encounters
with the indigenous population, particularly after
the pilgrims had disturbed burial sites and looted
several grain stores along the coast.

Finding Passage to the New World

The Mayflower Compact

Once the decision was made, the pilgrims
leased a ship named the Mayflower that would
transport them to America’s east coast. The pilgrims
in Leiden needed to get to England in order to
join the Mayflower and to say a final farewell to
their ancestral home. As a result, a smaller ship
named the Speedwell was hired to take them to
Southampton, from whence the two vessels would

As soon as the pilgrims arrived at the Cape,
they were anxious to establish a firm basis for the
administration and governance of the new colony.
The new location meant that they were outside of
the jurisdiction of the Virginia Company, and the
leaders of the community seized the opportunity
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to form their own system of governance and social
organization. A group of 41 of the pilgrims and the
other passengers on the ship agreed on terms and
signed a contract, which they called the Mayflower
Compact.
This agreement set a precedent for the creation
of a ‘civil body politick’ that would be governed
by an elected representative body and regulated
according to just and equal laws. They swore
allegiance to the English king, but their system of
governance was an innovation. In effect, the signing
of a civil covenant between peers of equal status
would form the basis of secular government within
America.

Surviving the Winter
The first winter proved to be a harsh wake-up
call for the settlers. The majority lived on board
the Mayflower, which remained in Plymouth until
April of 1621 when it departed with a number of
survivors and crew members. Half of the early
settlers had died through malnutrition, starvation,
and disease. The harsh winter and difficult terrain
that they had encountered in the new world meant
that cultivation and construction was a much more
difficult feat than anticipated. For a time, it seemed
that the colony would suffer the same inevitable
fate of so many other attempted English settlements
before them.
The survival of the community may be
attributed to the local indigenous tribes, particularly
the Wampanoag, who taught the settlers how
to hunt, fish, and grow basic crops. A deal was
brokered between the settlers and an Englishspeaking member of the Patuxet tribe named
Samoset, who was living among the Wampanoag.
He operated as an interpreter, providing assistance
to the pilgrims, and developed strong relationships
with a number of the key members of the colony.
Samoset appears to have played a crucial role in
brokering relations between the native tribes and
the settlers, in particular in softening hostilities
that had been caused by the settlers’ disregard for
the property, lands, and customs of indigenous
communities. As a consequence, the pilgrims were
able to successfully cultivate crops over the summer
of 1621 and reap a significant harvest the following
September. The harvest was celebrated with a three38

day feast, involving both settlers and natives, which
is still remembered in North America today during
the Thanksgiving festival.

Legacy
The Mayflower Voyage and the early pilgrim
colony at Cape Cod have taken on an iconic role
in America’s national story. The pilgrim settlers
represent the earliest incarnation of the American
Dream: European migrants seeking a better life,
opportunity, and possibility across the Atlantic.
The stereotypical image of the Pilgrim Fathers as
models of industry, austerity, and hard work has
fuelled a value system in America that endures to
this day. In addition to this, the social and political
organisation of the early pilgrims set a precedent for
fair, equitable governance and democratic collective
organisation based on secular principles. This
precedent was followed in subsequent processes of
colonisation and organisation: the move to the new
world facilitated this experimentation with different
forms of social organisation and governance,
that would fundamentally impact upon the future
democratic development of the United States of
America.
Finally, the culmination of the Mayflower
voyage is celebrated every year in the United
States during the festival of Thanksgiving. This
festival tends to paint a rosy picture of indigenousimmigrant relations, and arguably occults the
violence and suppression of local populations by
what was effectively a colonising force. In recent
years, there has been a greater recognition of the
complexities that surrounded the relations between
settlers and indigenous populations, and a renarration of the story of Thanksgiving that takes
account of these complexities. The Mayflower
Voyage and settlement remain, therefore, a key
event in American history, and one that deserves our
continued attention.

Sites to Visit
The Mayflower Steps and Museum, Plymouth,
UK. This heritage museum traces the history
of the Mayflower pilgrims as they left England
for the New World. The museum also includes
the Mayflower Trail, which takes visitors to the

•

Elizabethan Gardens and the preserved Merchant’s
House, in addition to the port.
Harwich, Essex, UK. This site on the Essex
coast is the point at which the Mayflower ship was
launched, and the hometown of Captain Christopher
Jones. The current Mayflower Project supports
the building of a replica of the Mayflower ship,
which will sail for the United States in 2020 to
commemorate the 400th anniversary of the voyage.
Plimoth Plantation, Plymouth, MA, United
States. This living history museum recreates the
original settlement of the Mayflower pilgrims
and contains a number of exhibits and museums,
including a replica of the Mayflower ship, an
English mill, a craft center, and an English village.

Further Research
•

•

Film, Literature, and TV
•

•

The Pilgrims. This 2015 documentary
challenges the myths and misconceptions
about the early pilgrims and situates the
Mayflower Voyage in its broader historical
context.

Saints and Strangers. This two-part
miniseries, made in 2015, tells the story
of the Mayflower Voyage, the settlement
on the east coast on the United States, and
early encounters with indigenous American
communities.
Desperate Crossing: The Untold Story of the
Mayflower. This 2006 documentary, made
in conjunction with the Royal Shakespeare
Company, re-enacts the Mayflower crossing
closely based on original sources.

•
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Nathaniel Philbrick, Mayflower: A Voyage
to War, (Harper Perennial, 2007). This book,
from an acclaimed public historian, exposes
the conflicts that emerged in the aftermath of
the pilgrims’ arrival in America, providing a
dramatic and gripping narrative.
Rebecca Fraser, The Mayflower: The
Families, the Voyage, and the Founding
of America, (St. Martin’s Press, 2017).
Rebecca Fraser charts the story of the
Mayflower and the early pilgrims through
the prism of one important pilgrim family:
the Winslows.
Nick Bunker, Making Haste From Babylon:
The Mayflower Pilgrims and Their World,
A New History, (Pimlico, 2011). This
accessible history provides the broader
context for the pilgrims’ departure from
England, exploring the historical conflicts
and tensions that were then imported into
the new settlements.
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NOTES FROM A ROYAL
WEDDING
By Jonathan Thomas
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I

t was one perfect moment. It was a moment that
it seemed like the whole world was watching.
The doors opened, the trumpets sounded, and
there was a woman, entering a church to marry the
man she loved. It felt as if almost the whole world
had stopped in silence to watch. I’m an approaching
middle-aged Straight White American Man, and it
brought me to tears. Who doesn’t love weddings?
But Royal Weddings? Those are something extra
special. And I was there to see it all.
What really struck me was the silence. Granted,
there was plenty going on in the church. I’m talking
about the silence in Windsor. Minutes ago, there
were cheering crowds. And then, silence. You could
hear a pin drop in Windsor. Windsor paused. The
world paused. Two lovers got married. And we all
rejoiced.
Windsor was really the perfect place for a Royal
Wedding. When it was announced that the wedding
and festivities would take place in Windsor. I was
dubious.
Surely not in tiny Windsor?
There was no way they could handle the crowds.
They could, and they did.
The British know how to prepare for events
like this, and they did it with aplomb. Windsor
did the job beautifully. They managed the crowds
perfectly. The down was resplendent in Union Jacks
and patriotic decorations. And not just the ‘official’
decorations. Many private homes when out of their
way to show their excitement for the day. As an
American Anglophile, I was chuffed to bits to see
the American flag just as much as the Union Jack.
Brits really embraced Meghan’s American-ness. It
was truly lovely to see.
On the big day itself, there was a veritable
panoply of characters out on the streets of Windsor.
There were plenty of Americans, waving the stars
& stripes from the behind the barriers. There were
Brits in costume - from town criers to pretend
soldiers. And then there were the Brits who looked
like they were in costume, but actually, they were
dressed normally (insert image of the country
gentleman in a tweed cap. Some women were even
in formal dress - I even saw a wedding dress or two.
And then there were the hats - the glorious hats. If
you can’t wear a fabulous hat at a Royal Wedding,
then what’s the point?
But by far the best ‘cosplayer’ I saw in the
crowds was the chap who was dressed as Mr. Bean.
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Tweed jacket, teddy bear, suitcase and all. I had to
do a double take to make sure he wasn’t actually
Rowan Atkinson in character. He was a popular
chap to get a picture with, and he seemed to be
eating up the attention. And honestly, and this is
rather uncharitable of me, if you look like Mr. Bean,
you have to take the positive attention when you
can get it!
For many people in Windsor that day, it was a
day of work. Everyone had a bit part play to make
the day great. Of course, there were the police
keeping everyone safe. And I’m always amazed at
events like this - the police are never intimidating,
even when you see armed ones. There was medical
personnel throughout the crowds in case anyone
needed attention quickly. The street cleaners
entertained crowds keeping the streets clean. Then
there were the grafters.
And who were they? Well, no event like this
would be complete without street sellers hawking
flags, scarves, face masks and a kaleidoscope of
other Royal Wedding-related tat. I don’t use that
word to criticise. These people play a critical role,
and I bought a flag myself from them. They work
their arses off on days like this, and they deserve
any penny they earn. It’s the hardest work you
can do during an event like this. We can’t forget
the small army of food vendors who camped out
along The Long Walk, offering the most critical
ingredients to a Grand Royal Day Out: endless cups
of tea and endless cones of chips (that’s fries to you
and me).
During the last Royal Wedding, I was really
intrigued to see such a wide range of people who
had come out to watch the wedding. I was pleased
to see much of the same for Harry & Meghan’s
wedding. I was really surprised at how many
Americans there were in the crowds. Typically
when I’m in England, hearing an American accent
(at least outside of London) causes me to pause
and feel a pang of patriotism. I would say there
were tens of thousands of Americans who made
the journey to Windsor to watch their fellow
countrywoman wed into the British Royal family.
Looking at the crowds, it was a wide range
of peoples and races. It was really a testament to
Britain’s diversity, and the legacy of its Empire
and now Commonwealth that so many different
types of people were represented in the crowds.
The British get a bad rap as being a people of closet
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racists and xenophobes, and while every culture has
a subsection of close-minded people, the British
are an open and welcoming people. If you don’t
believe me, just look at the pictures of the crowds
from the day. Britain is diverse, and in its current
struggles, it will take great strength from that.
The wedding itself was a massive symbol of how
much ‘conservative’ Britain has changed in the
last 30 or so years. In the days of Princess Diana,
it would have been unthinkable for a member of
the British Royal Family to marry an American, let
alone someone of a different race (and previously
divorced and not Anglican!). The fact the event
happened at all is a testament to how much Britain
has changed for the better. And most people just
didn’t bloody care, and that’s the way it should be
(and the ones who did care and shared their racist
views, were easily drowned out by how positive
everyone was about it).
My experience at this wedding was much
different than when I came to see Will & Kate get
married back in 2011. Then, I got up before dawn
and made my way to The Mall to get a spot right
outside Buckingham Palace, then proceeded to
stand there for a good 6 hours. It was brutal on

my legs and my bladder. It was also a very hot
day. And then when the crowds descended on
the palace for the Wave and Flypast, it became a
crush of hundreds of thousands people. It was both
exhilarating and downright scary. I was so worried
Windsor would turn into that, and I’m so glad it just
didn’t.
Instead of being on the streets, waiting with
everyone for all the events to unfold, I spent the
morning and afternoon in the ballroom at the Castle
Hotel, hosted by the Foreign Press Association. This
HQ for the foreign press provided fast WiFi, TV
screens to watch, tea & biscuits and everything else
reported would need to cover such a big occasion.
Before I left for the trip, I was quite worried that
being sequestered in the room all day would ruin
the experience for me. I wouldn’t be down on the
streets with everyone else.
But, honestly, it didn’t. I had a bloody great day.
While I wanted to enjoy the day as a spectator, I
was there to work. And the facilities provided by
the FPA allowed me to work without interruption
and do everything we planned to do on the day. The
Castle Hotel was central enough, it’s literally right
across the street from Windsor Castle, that you still
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very much felt a part of events going on outside.
You could hear the crowd cheer. You could hear
their silence.
And when the big moment came, and it was
time for the carriage procession to go by the hotel,
I was able to pop outside, set up my cameras and
actually get pictures and videos of the happy royal
couple as they rode past. I didn’t have to wake up
ridiculously early, and I didn’t have to deal with a
massive crowd. It was the best of both worlds. I got
to be there and experience the essential bits, and I
was able to do it on my own terms.
It’s hard to describe that feeling when they ride
by. I felt it just the same when Will & Kate rode by
me during their wedding. It’s a massive thrill. The
crowd is loud and cheering with anticipation. But
then the crowd gets louder, but not all at once. They
get louder in a wave. As the carriage passes people,
the wave of sound follows them. The roar gets
louder and louder as they approach to the point it’s
almost deafening. Then they clip-clop their way by
and the roar recedes as they ride away. It’s a huge
feeling of excitement. Of shared experience. You’ve
all just seen something wonderful.
And then it’s all over.
Our world can be a terrible place. It’s easy to get
lost in all the bad political news and latest stories of
violence all over the world and be depressed about
it. Whether you hate the political situation in your
country or elsewhere, a Royal Wedding is above all
that. It’s simply a happy event. Two beautiful young
people are professing their love for each other for
the whole world to see. And for one moment, we all
stop to watch. For one moment, the world isn’t such
a terrible place. This is what it means to be human,
to find small pockets of joy in life, even amongst
absolute misery.
I felt only one thing as they rode by me on the
carriage procession: absolute contentment. If I had
my own state of nirvana, that would be it. In my
mind, all was right with the world. But it’s only a
moment, and it’s fleeting. I had to run back to the
hotel to process my images and video. Once the
headlines of the wedding recede, the bad news of
the world slowly creeps back in, and the world
returns to normal. Hoping that it can have another
moment to pause and look out in wonder.
Once the festivities were over and I returned
to the streets of Windsor, it was now late in the
afternoon. The scene was massively changed. The
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crowds were gone from the main streets in Windsor.
The campers had gone. Everyone with their
silly hats had made their way back to Windsor’s
train stations to begin their long journeys home.
Wedding-related ephemera littered the streets,
blowing in the wind as cleaning crews started the
long process of cleaning it all up.
Walking into the side streets, the day had turned
into just another Saturday in Windsor, England.
The sun was shining, casting a late afternoon
golden glow on Windsor’s Medieval and Georgian
buildings. The weather was warm, and the sky was
clear of clouds. People were out shopping on the
high street. Eating food in the restaurants. Arguing
with spouses. Arguing with children. A few hours
about it was Britain at its finest, on show for the
world. Now, it was Britain as it always is, which
to me, is a much more interesting show. Airplanes,
abnormally diverted away from Windsor during the
wedding, returned to the flights above the city.
When I came back into Windsor the next day,
a Sunday, to catch the train to Oxford, it was a
completely changed place. If you weren’t aware
already, it was not clear that there was a Royal
Wedding the previous day. All the street barriers
were gone. The mess was cleaned up. The only
crowds present were the regular tourists on a day
trip to Windsor. It was all rather surreal.
It showed how fleeting this one event was. As
someone who is part of the generation that grew
up with William and Harry, watching both of them
get married was a seminal event, not just in my life
but in British history. Harry’s wedding was the last
royal wedding for at least 20-30 years (and I mean
in the immediate direct line of succession, there
will be smaller Royal Do’s, but they won’t have this
kind of importance). By the time there is another
Royal Wedding, I will be in my 50s or 60s, and my
own children will be getting married (hopefully). It
was genuinely fulfilling and special to be a part of
two major events, even in my own small way. There
will be other major Royal Events in the coming
years (and I hate to say it, a Coronation, long away
may that be), but for weddings, this was it.
And what a way to go out. As I sat in my flat,
exhausted from a long day, and watched the Royal
Couple drive away in their electric Jaguar to their
party at Frogmore House into the sunset, I thought
how lovely it had all been and to have been there.
May their marriage be long and happy.
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MARY I

BLOODY MARY AND HER SHORT REIGN
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M

ary I began her life as a much-cherished
and respected Tudor princess but during
her adolescence was rejected by her father,
King Henry VIII, declared illegitimate and isolated
from the royal court. A devout Catholic, Mary took
the throne from the pretender Lady Jane Grey after
just nine days and began a campaign to restore
Catholicism to England and undo the transformation
to the Church of England her father King Henry
VIII has begun. The method Mary chose was
extreme persecution, and during her reign she had
approximately 300 Protestants burned at the stake.
Mary I ended her life as first Queen Regent of
England, much-reviled and much-deserving of the
sobriquet Bloody Mary.
The only child of Henry VIII and his first wife,
Catherine of Aragon, to survive childhood, Mary
was doted on by her parents and enjoyed a lavish
and loving childhood. Mary was extremely welleducated and by the age of nine could read and
write Latin and also studied French, Spanish, music,
and dance. All was not well with Mary’s parents,
however, and realizing that Catherine of Aragon
was unable to provide him with a male heir, Henry
VIII had Mary, and Catherine sent to Ludlow Castle
in Wales where she held her own court.
Eager to secure the continuation of the Tudor
dynasty with a male heir and, perhaps, already
in love with Anne Boleyn, Henry VIII appealed
to Pope Clement VII to have his marriage to
Catherine annulled. The Pope refused, and yet
Henry VIII married Anne Boleyn in 1533, who
was already pregnant with his child. In May 1533
the Archbishop of Canterbury, Thomas Cranmer,
declared Henry and Catherine’s marriage void,
Henry broke with the Roman Catholic Church
altogether and declared himself the Supreme Head
of the Church of England. Mary became Lady
Mary, and her newborn sister, Elizabeth took her
position in the line of succession.
It is thought that Mary was treated badly by
her father during the next few years during which
time she was persecuted by Anne Boleyn and was
frequently ill. Little did Anne Boleyn know that her
own daughter Elizabeth would suffer the same fate
as Mary in the years to come. Despite the fact that
her mother was gravely ill, Mary was not permitted
to visit Catherine, and in 1536, Catherine died
leaving Mary inconsolable.
Following her mother’s death, Mary

KEY FACTS
•
•

•
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Mary I was born on the 18th of February
1516 at Greenwich Palace.
The first child of Henry VIII, Mary
I succeeded as Queen of England
Ireland on 19 July, 1553, following the
disastrous nine-day reign of Lady Jane
Grey
Mary I was married on 25 July 1554
to Philip of Spain, son of Holy Roman
Emperor Charles V, and later King
Philip II of Spain.
Mary died at St. James Palace on the
17 November 1558 of cancer having
reigned just five years.

was encouraged by her Catholic advisers to
acknowledge her mother’s divorce and made an
oath of loyalty to her father as the Supreme Head
of the English Church. In the years that followed,
Henry VIII worked his way through his next five
wives with Mary enjoying a fairly stable place
at her father’s court. In 1543, Henry married his
sixth wife, Catherine Parr, who convinced him to
bring his family back together and return Mary and
Elizabeth to the line of succession after Edward.
When Mary’s half-brother Edward VI, a partisan
Protestant came to the throne, Mary was harassed
for her religious beliefs, but her response to these
hardships and ill-treatment was to cling ever more
fiercely to her Catholic faith. Edward died aged
just 15, and following a disastrous attempt by the
Duke of Northumberland to maintain a Protestant
England by planting Lady Jane Grey on the throne,
Mary finally claimed her throne. Having proven her
popularity, Mary rode into London on the 3rd of
August 1553 with her sister Elizabeth in tow. Her
accession took place on the 1st of October 1553 at
Westminster Abbey.
At first, Mary’s reforms were relatively
mild although she did slowly begin to restore
Catholicism in England by re-introducing Mass,
reinstating deprived Bishops and expelling married
members of the clergy. Next, Mary reinstated old
heresy laws that declared that anyone who practiced
or believed in a religion different from that of the
sovereign was committing treason. Finally, at the
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Philip Ii of Spain

age of 37, Mary made it known that she intended
to marry Philip of Spain, eldest son, and heir of
Holy Roman Emperor Charles V. She hoped that the
union would produce a child who would become
her Catholic heir, effectively removing Elizabeth
from direct succession. This decision was very
unpopular both with parliament and the public and a
revolt began.
Thanks to the reinstated heresy laws Mary
was able to legally have any member of the
aristocracy who challenged her beheaded and
around 300 Protestant ‘heretics’ burned at the
stake. The first executions took place in early
February and included prominent Protestants John
Rogers, Laurence Saunders and the Archbishop
of Canterbury who was forced to watch fellow
clergymen Bishop Ridley, and Bishop Latimer
burned at the stake before he himself succumbed
to the same fate. Even Mary’s new husband Philip
of Spain warned against these atrocities despite the
fact that he was doing a very similar thing in the
Netherlands at the same time.
The marriage of Mary and Philip was childless,
and Mary suffered two ‘false pregnancies’ in 1555
and 1557 during which time she showed symptoms
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of pregnancy without actually being pregnant.
Philip left England after just 13 months of marriage
and returned only once in order to convince Mary
to send England to war with France, an expedition
that led to the loss of Calais after a tenure of 211
years. England received no share in the Spanish
monopolies in New World trade and Mary’s
popularity continued to plummet as the burning of
Protestants at the stake became even more frequent.
In ill health and finally accepting that she would
never have a child, Mary withdrew to St James’
Palace where she died during an influenza epidemic
on 17 November 1558. It is thought that Mary may
have suffered from ovarian or uterine cancer and it
is this cancer that may have killed her. Mary was
interred in Westminster Abbey on 14 December
1558 in a tomb she would eventually share with her
sister, Elizabeth.

Legacy Today
Her posthumous sobriquet, Bloody Mary,
says much about Queen Mary I’s legacy. The first
woman to claim the throne of England, Mary was

a popular queen during the early years of her reign
and was loyally supported by the Roman Catholic’s
of England. Mary has been seen as a bloodthirsty
tyrant throughout most of history thanks in part
to writings published in the years following her
death that became popular with English Protestants.
Mary’s unpopularity wasn’t only due to the
horrendous executions carried out in her name, a
mixture of failed crops, military failure in France
and her failure to produce an heir combined to
turn the public against her. Now, viewed through
a more scholarly historical lens, Mary is seen
as a bloody queen, but a queen who began the
economic reforms, military growth and expansion
of the British Empire that made the Elizabethan era
glorious.

Film & TV
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Mary’s Coat of Arms - Combined with Philip’s

The Other Boleyn Girl (2008)
The Tudors (2007) TV series
The Virgin Queen (2005) TV series
Elizabeth (1998)
Lady Jane (1986)
Elizabeth R (1971) TV series
Marie Tudor (1966)
Pearls of the Crown (1937).
Tudor Rose (1936)
Marie Tudor (1917)

Locations to Visit
•
•
•

Further Research
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
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Whitelock, Anna (2010) Mary Tudor:
England’s First Queen
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Catholic England Under Mary Tudor
Ridley, Jasper (2001). Bloody Mary’s
Martyrs: The Story of England’s Terror
Tittler, Robert (1991). The Reign of Mary I
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Mary and King Philip II took their
honeymoon at Hampton Court Palace in
London.
For a time Mary held her own court at
Ludlow Castle in Shropshire.
Mary also lived in both Hatfield House in
Hertfordshire with her half-sister Elizabeth
and Hunsdon House in Hertfordshire
following her mother’s death.
The Palace of Beaulieu in Boreham, Essex
was granted to Mary I upon Henry VIII’s
death, as stated in his will. The property is
now used as a private school.
Mary assembled a military force and
launched her attack on Lady Jane Grey’s
supporters from Framlingham Castle,
Suffolk.
Mary died at St James’s Palace in London
and is buried in Westminster Abbey

REMEMBERING THE FEW
TOP 10 PLACES TO VISIT FOR BATTLE OF BRITAIN HISTORY
By John Rabon
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T

he first military campaign fought entirely by
air forces, the Battle of Britain took place
from 10 July to 31 October, 1940. Nazi
Germany’s Luftwaffe had been seen as a nighinvulnerable force, and they were the vanguard of a
planned Nazi invasion force. As the Luftwaffe wore
down Britain’s ability to defend itself, it would
make the island nation all that more vulnerable
to a land attack. However, the advent of several
technologies and British resolve thwarted Hitler’s
plans. There are many places across the country
to visit related to the battle from monuments to
museums. We’ve outlined our 10 favorites below,
but you can let us know your own in the comments.

of Britain and the rest of WWII. It’s also based at a
former RAF base (now Kent International Airport).

Churchill War Rooms
Part of the Imperial War Museum, the Churchill
War Rooms are the place from which the Prime
Minister directed Britain’s response to the Blitz and
the Battle of Britain as bombs fell around them.
Tickets are required for entry, but once inside, you
can witness how the war was fought at the highest
levels and how people lived when forced to remain
underground during the conflict.

Kent Battle of Britain Museum

Spitfire and Hurricane Memorial
Museum

While you’re checking out the fighter planes in
Kent, you may as well head over to the Kent Battle
of Britain Museum. It’s located over the former
RAF Station at Hawkinge, the closest RAF facility
to Nazi-occupied France and it boasts the largest
collection of Battle of Britain artifacts anywhere in
the UK. While the Spitfire and Hurricane Museum
may have the best intact planes, its sister museum

Speaking of technology that helped win the battle,
the Spitfire and Hurricane Museum in Kent is
dedicated to the two planes that helped turn the tide
against the Luftwaffe. In addition to the perfectly
preserved planes in its collection, the museum has
a number of other artifacts dedicated to the Battle
53

has artifacts recovered from crash sites, a terrible
reminder of the cost of freedom.

and women serving on the ground. There’s also a
significant amount to the museum dedicated to the
house itself that is also worthy of your time.

Aldwych Tube Station Tour
Now disused, Aldwych Tube Station is one of
the best-preserved former London Underground
Stations. Ceasing use in 1940, the government
turned it into one of many air raid shelters that were
active during the London Blitz and the Battle of
Britain. Several companies provide tours of the
station whether you’re interested in the history of its
use as a filming location.

Bentley Priory Museum
This Grade II listed mansion house was RAF
Headquarters Fighter Command during the Battle
of Britain, and so is a must-visit for any historian.
The majority of the museum’s exhibits are split into
three categories: The One, dedicated to Air Chief
Marshall Sir Hugh Dowding; The Few, focused on
the aircrews; and The Many, that features those men
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Bawdsey Radar
Radar was a new technology in World War II
that allowed Britain to have advance warning of
impending Germany attacks. Bawdsey Manor was
the location of the UK’s first radar station from
1936-1939 and was where the technology was
developed until everything moved at the outbreak
of the war and afterward became one of many radar
stations that kept Britain alert. The museum has
not only exhibits dedicated to the history of radar
technology but also interactive exhibits for more
hands-on learning.

Imperial War Museum, Duxford
Another RAF fighter station turned museum, IWM
Duxford has one of the largest collections of aircraft
of all British military museums. Further, having

been a fighter station, it has dedicated exhibits to
the Battle of Britain and the Air Defense of Britain.
There’s also an American Air Museum featuring
planes used by the United States both during and
after the war as well as regular airshows where you
can see greats like the Spitfire and Hurricane fly
again.

the most extensive collection of Battle of Britain
aircraft anywhere in the country. This not only
includes the legendary Spitfire and Hurricane but
many lesser-known craft as well. The museum
also plays host to a number of German aircraft that
participated in the battle, which is another thing that
sets it apart from other museums.

Battle of Britain Bunker, Uxbridge

Battle of Britain Memorial, Capelle-Ferne

On the western outskirts of London, the Battle
of Britain Bunker in Uxbridge offers another
perspective on waging the war underground.
Utilized by No. 11 Group Fighter Command during
the war, it was another place that Churchill and
British leaders used to make decisive moves to
win the Battle of Britain and later plan the D-Day
invasion of France.

Also known as The National Monument to the Few,
the Battle of Britain Memorial in Capel-le-Ferne is
dedicated to the aircrews who flew in the battle and
especially to those who lost their lives in defense
of the nation. There isn’t a museum as such, but
there are plenty of interactive exhibits to help you
understand what it was like for the pilots who flew.
If making a tour of important Battle of Britain sites,
you’ll want to make this your last as a fitting tribute
to those who served.

RAF Museum London
The site of RAF Museum London was also once
a fighter station and is especially proud of having
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BRITAIN’S SENTRIES OF THE SEA
THE ROYAL NATIONAL LIFEBOAT INSTITUTION
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T

he Royal National Lifeboat Institution was
founded in 1824 to provide a coordinated
system of stations around the coastline of
the British Isles to rescue sailors from ships in
peril. With 237 stations manned by volunteers, the
Institution relies on endowments and donations
through collection boxes for its activities. More than
140,000 lives have been saved since the Institution
was founded by Sir William Hillary, who lived on
the Isle of Man. The Institution has Queen Elizabeth
II as its current patron and has been instrumental
in the development of lifeboats and safety vests to
protect both professional and amateur sailors from
the hazards of the sea
Since men first took to sea in boats, shipwrecks
have been a regular and tragic hazard. Major
shipwrecks, with significant losses of life, became
more common in the 19th century when shipping
was the primary method for transporting goods and
people over substantial distances. One notoriously
dangerous place off the coast of England is the
Isle of Man. This island lies between the east
coast of England and Ireland, in the Irish Sea and
is surrounded by hidden reefs that are a potential
graveyard for ships.
In the early years of the 19th century, the Isle
of Man was home to Sir William Hillary, a minor
noble who had managed to squander the large
fortune he had inherited. Consequently, he was
on the island to avoid his creditors, as well as the
family of his irate first wife. Born a Quaker, but
now not a practicing one, it may nevertheless have
been his Quaker sensibilities that affected him
when, on the night of the 14th of December, 1822,
the Royal Navy ship HMS Racehorse foundered
on rocky reefs off the southeast coast of the island.
Five intrepid local men from Castletown, then
the capital, made four trips to the wreck to rescue
sailors, but in the end, six men from the ship and
three of the rescuers drowned.
Accounts vary as to whether Sir William
actually took part in the rescue, or just heard
accounts of it, but he was moved by the experience
and decided to establish an organisation that
would provide rescue services, not only on the
Isle of Man but across Britain. In February of the
following year, he published a pamphlet entitled
An Appeal To The British Navy On The Humanity
And Policy Of Forming A National Institution For
The Preservation Of Lives And Property From

KEY FACTS
•
•
•
•

Founded in 1824 by Sir William Hillary
from the Isle of Man
Operates 237 stations around the coast
of the British Isles
Carried out countless rescues of sailors
in peril
Played a part in the WWII evacuation
from Dunkirk

Shipwreck. Pamphleteering was a common way
of drawing attention to an issue at the time – print
a booklet that could be distributed widely to
develop interest in a cause. In making his appeal, he
presented persuasive arguments based on using the
latest tools available to rescue sailors.
For distressed ships to signal for help, he
suggested the use of rockets, recently developed by
the inventor and military rocket pioneer, Sir William
Congreve. To pull ships away from being blown on
to reefs he proposed the two-string kite system for
which Charles Dansey has won a medal from the
Royal School of Artillery, just the year before. Kites
were also used to carry lines to shore, but William
Hillary favored for that the much more practical
and successful Manby Mortar, a small cannon that
fired a line from the shore, invented by George
William Manby in 1808. Hillary also wanted to
take advantage of the flag code recently developed
for merchant shipping by the sailor and novelist,
Captain Frederick Marryat. Marryat’s Code
(precursor of the International Code of Signals) was
the standard system used throughout most of the
19th century.
Despite this list of innovations, Hillary’s appeal
fell on deaf ears at the Admiralty. Undeterred, he
decided to seek private support. A meeting was
held on the 4th of March, 1824, at The Tavern, on
Bishopsgate Street in London. Besides Sir William,
Thomas Wilson, MP for the City of London and
George Hibbert, ship owner and chairman of the
West Indies Dock Company were there. The West
Indies Dock (today the site of Canary Wharf)
was London’s major merchant-shipping port, so
Hibbert’s interest in marine safety had a practical
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1974 postage stamp marking the RNLI’s 150th anniversary of the rescue of Daunt Lightship’s crew by Ballycotton lifeboat RNLB Mary
Stanford

aspect. Today Hibbert’s image is tarnished by his
support for slavery.
The three men agreed to form the National
Institution for the Preservation of Life from
Shipwreck. King George IV agreed to be a patron,
and the society received a Royal Charter in 1860. In
1854 the name was changed to the Royal National
Lifeboat Institution. There were already existing
lifeboats around the coast of the British Isles by
that time, typically manned by volunteers drawn
from local sailors. There were believed to be 39
such boats in 1824, but within one year the RNLI
had added 13 more. It actively encouraged and
assisted in the establishment of more stations, until
by 1909 there were 280 RNLI boats, and only 17
independent boats, around the coast.
Of course to rescue sailors lifeboats are needed,
able to operate in rough seas, and the first ship
specially designed for this was an ‘unimmergible’
boat, designed and patented by Lionel Lukin in
1785. He modeled his ship on some earlier French
designs, and it had airtight compartments that kept
it afloat even when completely full of water. Even
though he was directly encouraged by King George
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IV, he too, like Hillary later, found his approaches
to the Admiralty received no response. His work
floundered when he entrusted his boat to a captain
in Ramsgate for testing, but the captain found it
much more useful for smuggling than for rescuing
sailors. The first functioning lifeboat using his
design was built in 1786 and used at Bamburg
Castle, Sharpe, Northumberland. In 1851 Algernon
Percy, 4th Duke of Northumberland offered a
prize of 100 guineas and attracted 280 entries for
a lifeboat competition. The winning design was by
James Beeching of Yarmouth, for his ‘self-righting’
boat.
The Conister Shoals and St Mary’s Isle lie off
the harbor of Douglas on the Isle of Man. This was
another ‘hot spot’ for shipwrecks, and although
Hillary may not have been there for the wreck of
HMS Racehorse, when he saw the packet-steamer
St George being washed onto the Shoals on the
stormy night of the 19th of November, 1830, he
raced to the docks, put together a volunteer crew
and set out in a lifeboat to rescue the ship. The
lifeboat was almost swamped, and the 60-year-old
Sir William was washed overboard, but eventually,

after a great effort, the crew of 22 and all the 18
on the lifeboat made it safely back into Douglas
Harbour. In all, Sir William is credited with being
personally involved in saving 300 lives at sea.
In its early years the Institution depended on
private philanthropy, and when appeals by Sir
William for government support were rejected as
being ‘a departure from the principle of private
benevolence,’ the Institution went through a period
of some decline. It was only when the Duke of
Northumberland stepped in as President at the same
time as he became First Lord of the Admiralty,
that funding from the Privy Council for Trade was
secured. Although this annual support of £2,000
only lasted for 15 years, it was during that time that
the Institution was able to establish itself on a firm
footing based on endowments and donations. It
has continued to support itself in that way, and the
familiar collection boxes in shops can be seen all
across the country, especially in coastal areas.
During WWI, volunteer boats of the RNLI
carried out numerous rescues, although the single
largest rescue was in 1907 when multiple crews
from stations in Cornwall spend 16 hours rescuing
456 passengers from the ocean liner SS Suevic.
During WWII, lifeboats of the RNLI took part in
the evacuation of soldiers from Dunkirk in 1940,
as well as rescuing many downed pilots during the
Battle of Britain.
The RNLI has a system of Gold, Silver and
Bronze medals awarded to its members for bravery
in rescues. The youngest recipient was Frederick
Carter, who was 11 years old at the time. Grace
Darling was the daughter of a lighthouse keeper
who rowed the boat she and her father used to
rescue nine people from the SS Forfarshire in 1838.
She was praised for her heroism and awarded an
RNLI Silver Medal for gallantry.

Punch cartoon celebrating the RNLI on the occasion of Queen
Victoria conveying her appreciation in saving the crew and passengers of the steamship Eider, 1892.

every day from 10 am to 6 pm from February to the
end of October.
There are several RNLI Lifeboat Stations museums,
including the stations at Salcombe, Devon;
Eastbourne, East Sussex; Whitby, Yorkshire; and
Cromer, Norfolk.
The Grace Darling Museum is on Radcliffe Road in
Bamburgh, Northumberland.
A large number of the 237 RNLI Lifeboat Stations
around the coast have open days during the summer
months. A number are in historic buildings.

Sites to Visit
The RNLI Headquarters is on West Quay Road, in
Poole, Dorset. It houses historical archives in its
library, as well as a model lifeboat collection and
other memorabilia. There is also a shop, but visits to
the archives are by appointment only.

Visitors to the Isle of Man will find a memorial to
the 1830 rescue of the St George, in the sunken
garden on Loch Promenade, Douglas. The Tower
of Refuge, looking like a castle, was built by Sir
William Hillary in 1832 on Conister Rock, in
Douglas Bay, so that sailors who were shipwrecked
there could take refuge until they could be rescued.
The Tower was stocked with water and provisions.

The RNLI Historic Lifeboat Collection is at The
Historic Dockyard, Chatham, in Kent. It is open
59

GREAT BRITISH ICONS:
LAND ROVER
By David Goodfellow
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F

rom the grouse moors of Scotland to the
African savanna and the Australian outback,
nothing said ‘off-road freedom’ like the Land
Rover. Inspired by the US Army Jeep, and designed
for farmers, the first basic Land Rover, painted in
army-surplus green, was revealed at the Amsterdam
Motor Show in 1948. The Rover company was born
in Coventry, as a bicycle brand, created by John
Farley, a gardener’s son. In the early boom days
of the British car industry Rover had only limited
success, until it created the Land Rover. It found
favor not only among farmers and the landed gentry,
but even more so overseas, where for a while it
totally dominated the market for four-wheel-drive
in Australia, Africa, and the Middle East. In the
chaos resulting from the creation of British Leyland,
Rover lost its dominance, never to return, although
the Land Rover continued to innovate and improve,
reaching its functional zenith with the Land Rover
Defender, produced from 1983 to 2016. Unable
to comply with contemporary safety regulations it
ceased production, but it may soon be reborn.
It seems like a long jump from a conventional
bicycle to a four-wheel-drive off-road vehicle,
but both came from the same company, which
began in 1877 as Starley & Sutton Co. The genes
for inventiveness seem to run in families, and the
Starley family were well supplied. James Farley
was the son of a farmer, with a knack for fixing
things. He was working as a gardener, but when
he startled his employer by improving an early
sewing machine, he was quickly given a job by
the manufacturer, the Coventry Sewing Machine
Company. When his nephew John turned up one
day with an early French bicycle, the business
decided to start making bicycles too, and Coventry
soon became the center for a new British industry.
James Starley perfected the chain drive and
developed the differential gear, which makes motor
cars possible, regulating the speed of the paired
wheels as they go around curves.
Nephew John was no slacker in inventions
either, and he started Starley & Sutton Co. with a
fellow enthusiast for bicycles. They adopted the
brand-name ‘Rover’ for their machines, and in 1885
produced the first ‘modern’ bicycle. Previously the
Penny-farthing style was normal, with a large front
wheel and a much smaller rear wheel. Starley’s
bike, called the Rover Safety Bike, had wheels
about the same size, and rear-wheel drive from

KEY FACTS
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Based on the US Army Jeep
The first British 4x4 vehicle
Widely used globally for off-road driving
Went through many model changes,
culminating in the Defender (which was
discontinued recently).

pedals and a chain, and it looked pretty much like
a modern bike. In the late 1980s, the company
changed its name to the Rover Cycle Company Ltd.
In 1901 Starley died, only 46 years old, and under
the new director, Harry Smyth (or Smith), they
began to build motorcycles.
Starley himself had brought over a French
Peugeot motorcycle to test, and by the end of
1902 Rover released their first motorbike, the
3.5HP Rover Imperial. A year later they were
manufacturing cars, in the rapidly-expanding
and fluid Coventry motor car industry, alongside
names like Armstrong-Siddeley, Humber, Wolseley,
and Standard. The company had limited success,
although it kept going through WWI and into the
1920s. After a major capital reduction – always a
sign of an ailing company – new management was
brought in. This was Frank Searle, who became
Managing Director in 1928. Searle had already
made a name for himself with Daimler, at that
time a British company, in buses and with aircraft
at Imperial Airways, and under his direction, the
company began to improve. After a major restructuring Searle left in 1931, and despite losses
during the early years of the Depression, the
company began to thrive, and make profits. During
WWII Rover built engines and airframes for the
government, and also built experimental cars using
gas turbine and diesel engines. They began to build
a reputation for quality cars rivaling Rolls-Royce
and Daimler, with cars like the Rover 12 Sports
Tourer.
In the end, their signature vehicle was not to be
a luxury model, but a working car, suited to farms
and hunting, and so favored by the landed gentry.
It began in 1947 in the mind of Maurice Wilks,
chief designer at Rover, who had been brought in
61

from the Hillman Motor Company by his brother
Spencer, managing director of Rover since 1932.
Maurice had an American war-surplus Jeep at his
farm in Anglesey, Wales, and he and his brother
were inspired by this to develop a four-wheel-drive
utility vehicle for farmers – the Land Rover. After
building several prototypes on Jeep chassis, the new
vehicle was launched at the 1948 Amsterdam Motor
Show.
The iconic green color was a product of postwar rationing, which continued in the UK into the
1950s. The only paint available was military surplus
aircraft cockpit paint, so that was it – khaki green.
The first models – Series I – were very basic, and
even the canvas roof was an ‘extra.’ The modest
engine produced just 56HP, and the four-wheeldrive operated by pulling on a ring in the driver’s
footwell. A more luxurious 7-seater station wagon
version was soon offered, with a body built by
Tickford, a coachbuilder going back to the 1820s.
Series I was produced until 1957, with continuous
improvements added during that decade, including a
larger engine and a longer wheelbase.
Series II, released in 1958, had more style, the
result of the eye of Rover’s Chief Stylist David
Bache. It looked less like a Jeep and more ‘British,’
with discrete curves and a neater frame. The engine,
which would remain standard until the mid-80s, was
a petrol engine delivering 72HP. Due to the vagaries
of taxation laws, the 12-seater station wagon was
cheap, since it was classified as a mini-bus. This
made it very popular as a country vehicle, ideal for
a shooting expedition with men, guns, dogs, and
whisky or gin.
The Series II continued until 1961 when the
Series IIA was introduced. The main difference
was a diesel engine, but what stood out was the
headlight position, in the square wheel wings. This
vehicle became the ‘Land Rover’ of the popular
imagination, seen in adventure documentaries, and
on the African plains in films like ‘Born Free.’
In 1967, Rover was acquired by the Leyland
Motor Corporation, a holding company owning
by that time numerous once-independent
manufacturers. This was all part of a misguided
attempt by the British government to create a car
giant to rival Ford and Chrysler. By 1977, England
was a net importer of cars, and the end result was
the destruction of the British car industry, but that is
another story.
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Rover continued to operate quasi-independently,
reaching a total production of almost 600,000
Land Rovers by 1968, 20 years after that first
prototype. 70% of these were exported, and by
1969 production of the Series IIA peaked, at 60,000
a year. In Australia, Africa, and the Middle East,
Land Rover dominated the four-wheel-drive market,
capturing as much as 90% of the business. At home,
the military became a large buyer of vehicles, often
modified for military use. Land Rovers were used
during the Korean War and the Suez Crisis.
Series III was a very similar car, with minor
changes, but it became the most common, with
440,000 produced between 1971 and 1985. But
the good times never last, and during the 1970s the
problems of British Leyland began to impact Rover,
especially in its vital export markets. Long waiting
lists, inferior quality and a loss of image led to its
replacement in the Australian, African and Middle
East Markets by Japanese equivalents, and by 1983
the Toyota Land Cruiser was the biggest-selling
four-wheel-drive vehicle in Australia.
In 1983 a new model was introduced, variously
called the Land Rover 110, Land Rover 90, or
Land Rover 127, depending on the length of the
wheelbase. Although very similar in appearance to
the Series III, these vehicles had spring suspension
for a smoother ride, an improved four-wheel-drive
system, a modernized interior, and increasingly
stronger engines. This new car turned around
British and European sales, but it failed to reverse
the decline in the overseas market. In 1990 the
vehicle was re-named the Land Rover Defender.
The biggest improvement in this vehicle was the
engine – the turbodiesel 200TDi. This 107HP
engine gave the Land Rover, for the first time, road
cruising ability, and greater towing ability, both with
reasonable fuel economy.
During this period Rover itself went through
numerous business changes. In 1986 British
Leyland became the ‘Rover Group.’ In 1988 the
Rover Group became a private part of British
Aerospace. In 1994 it was taken over by the
German carmaker BMW, who, in 2000, broke it up,
selling Land Rover to Ford Motors for £1.8 billion.
In 2008 Ford sold Land Rover (and Jaguar) to the
Indian car companies Tata Motors and Mahindra
& Mahindra Ltd. During all this time Land Rovers
continued to roll off the production lines, along with
the more luxurious Range Rover, Discovery, and

Further Research

other models.
In the end, it was increased concerns over safety,
and the introduction of new regulations, that ended
the Land Rover. To meet these, particularly air-bag
requirements, needed a complete re-modeling of
the vehicle, so at least temporarily, the last Land
Rover Defender came off the line on the morning of
Friday, the 29th of January 2016. A replacement is
possible as early as 2019.

•
•
•
•

Sites to Visit
•
•
•

•
•

Land Rover Classic Experiences offers the
opportunity to drive vintage Land Rovers on
the Eastnor Estate, in Herefordshire.
Vintage Land Rovers are part of the Classics
Work Tour, at Prologis Park Ryton, Oxford
Road, Ryton-on-Dunsmore, Coventry.
The production facilities at the Solihull plant
can be visited: The Jaguar Visitor Centre,
Jaguar Land Rover, Solihull, Lode Lane,
Solihull, West Midlands
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Land Rover: The Story of the Car that
Conquered the World, by Ben Fogle
Land Rover: 65 Years of the 4 x 4
Workhorse, by James Taylor
Land Rover: Simply the Best, by Martin
Hodder
Land-Rover Series I, II & III: Guide to
Purchase & D.I.Y. Restoration, by Lindsay
Porter
Land Rover Defender, by Mike Gould
Land Rover 90 - 110 - Defender Workshop
Manual 1983-1995, by Brooklands Books
Ltd
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British Motoring Terms

AA – abbr – The British Automobile Association,
whom you call when your car breaks down.
A Road - n - A main road, usually a dualcarriageway.
Average Speed Camera - n - A hated speeding
cameara that averages out your speed during your
entire time during a specific stretch of road. Don’t
exceed the average speed!
B Road - n - A minor road, usually off an A Road,
sometimes a single track. We would call them the
‘backroads.’
Bollard – n – Metal post that usually indicates a
place one should not drive into.
Bonnet – n – The hood of a car.
Boot – n – The car’s trunk, opposite of the bonnet.
Camper van – n – Recreational vehicle.
Car boot sale – n – Swap meet or flea market
where people sell items from the back of their car.
Car park – n – Parking lot or parking garage.
Caravan – n – Another term for Recreational
Vehicle.
Caravan Park – n – Campsite for recreational
vehicles and trailers
Cat’s eyes – n – Reflectors located on the road in
the center line.
Central Reservation – n – The median between
two opposite sides of a road.
Chelsea Tractor - n - A derogatory term for the
fancy SUV’s that rich people drive in the nice parts
of London (that often never see the countryside).
Damper – n – The shock absorber on a car.
Dual carriageway – n – A divided highway a step
down from a motorway.
Estate car – n – A station wagon.
Gear lever – n – The stick shift in a manual car.
Give Way - v - Yield
Golf buggy – n – Golf cart.
GPS - n - A turn-by-turn navigation system. Often
directions will tell you not to trust GPS.
Handbrake – n – Parking/ Emergency brake in a
car.
Hard shoulder – n – Shoulder on the side of the
road that’s paved.
High street – n – Main street.
Hire car – n – A rental car.

Indicator – n – Turning signal in a car.
Kerb – n – A curb.
Kerb crawler – n – A person who solicits street
prostitutes.
L-plates – n – Special license plates you’re required
to have on your car while learning to drive in the
UK.
Lay-by – n – Rest area along the highways.
Lorry – adj – A semi or heavy goods truck.
Manual gearbox – n – A manual transmission on a
car. Simply known as a manual.
Motor – n – An antiquated term for an automobile.
Motorbike - n - A motorcyle.
Motorway – n – The equivalent would be an
interstate highway.
Nearside – n – The side of the car that’s closest to
the curb.
Number plate – n – License plate.
Pavement – n – The sidewalk.
Pelican crossing – n – A type of crosswalk on
British streets.
Puncture – n – Flat tire.
Registration – n – A car’s license plate.
Roundabout – n – A traffic circle.
Saloon – n – Standard 4 door family sedan car.
Services - n - Rest areas where you can get fuel and
usually eat (there’s often a hotel too).
Single Track Lane - n - A type of road where there
is only one lane, with occasional turn-off for people
to get by.
Sleeping policemen – n – A speed bump in the
road.
Slip-road – n – An exit on/off ramp on a highway.
Soft-Shoulder – n – Roadside shoulder that’s made
of gravel.
Tarmac – n – A paved road.
Traffic Light – n – Stoplight
Trailer tent – n – A pop-up camper.
Undercarriage – n – The underside of your car.
Verge – n – Shoulder on the side of the road.
Wave - v - The Wave is often just a lifted finger
from the other driver when you let them pass.
Windscreen – n – Windshield.
Wing – n – Car fender.
Zebra crossing – n – Pedestrian crossings on roads.
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