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EXPLORING NORKFOLK
YOUR GUIDE TO THIS SEASIDE COUNTY
By Laura Porter
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e’ve looked at cities so far in my
Anglotopia magazine articles so this
time I wanted to show you something
more of the country. East Anglia is the bit that
sticks out on the east of England and at the top is
Norfolk. I managed to combine a city break with a
seaside stay too, which makes it a perfect summer
destination.
When you live on an island – Great British has
thousands of miles of coastline – we have a lot of
‘seaside’ to choose from. I want to introduce you to
north Norfolk and its 45 miles of shore.
Designated an Area of Outstanding Natural
Beauty, it’s a wonderful region to be outside. The
beaches are only part of the reason to be here
although they make an excellent reason on a sunny
day. Dog walkers are out all day long, and bird
watchers enjoy the rare visiting birds and the nature
reserves. And I’m surprised we don’t all know about
the seal colonies here too.

Pavilion Theatre has an ‘End of the Pier’ variety
show for three months every summer with other
shows from late spring through to Christmas.
There’s also the RNLI Lifeboat Station at the
end of the pier which welcomes visitors during the
summer.
And as crabbing is popular here (the Cromer
crab is on all menus), you could join the families
trying to catch a crab from the pier. You just need
a fishing line baited with bacon and a bucket to put
the crabs in.
There are seats along the pier, so get a portion
of fish and chips and bring them here to eat. Just be
aware that the seagulls like chips too.
RNLI Henry Blogg Museum
There’s a free museum near the pier about the
Royal National Lifeboat Institution lifeboatmen
Henry Blogg who received the RNLI gold medal for
heroism three times and the silver medal four times.
The museum has the Cromer Lifeboat H F
Bailey III (ON 777) as its centerpiece and illustrates
the history of the town’s lifeboats and lifeboatman
Henry Blogg’s most famous rescues.
Do stop for a cuppa in the Rocket House Café
upstairs as the views are great and there are often
surfers to watch. (There’s a webcam here so you can
watch from home too.)

CROMER
A perfect base for exploring north Norfolk is
the traditional seaside town of Cromer. Considered
to be the ‘Gem of the Norfolk Coast,’ it is 23 miles
north of the county city of Norwich and 116 miles
north-northeast of London.
Cromer is easy to reach by train. It’s about a
45-minute journey from Norwich and a total of 3
hours from London (with a change at Norwich).
Cromer’s popularity as a summer resort grew in
the early nineteenth century. Visitors included the
future King Edward VII who played golf here. And
Winston Churchill spent his holidays in Cromer in
the 1930s
Cromer has a slower pace of life but livens up
on a sunny day with families on the beach. There
are lots of gift shops, and most shops have bowls of
water out for the dogs taken on walks in the town.

Cromer Church
In the town center, the Church of St Peter
and St Paul dates from the fourteenth century. It
has stained glass depicting lifeboat crew, and the
window at the east of the south aisle was designed
by Edward Burne-Jones and executed by William
Morris. After admiring the finely carved hammerbeam roof head up the bell tower for fantastic
views. The bell tower is the highest in the country at
160 feet high with 171 steps.
If your legs are wobbly after the climb, I can
recommend the Art House Café opposite the church
where they serve toasted teacakes and crumpets.
Enjoy a pot of tea in the gallery where there are also
some excellent, and well-priced, gifts to buy.

THINGS TO SEE AND DO
Cromer Pier
Most people who visit Cromer want to see the
beach and the late-Victorian pier. Cromer Pier is
nearly 500 feet long and is one of only five UK
seaside piers with a full working theatre. The

Cromer Museum
Next to the church, at Cromer Museum, you
4

“You should have gone to Cromer, my dear,
if you went anywhere. Perry was a week at
Cromer once, and he holds it to be the best
of all the sea-bathing places. A fine open sea,
he says, and very pure air.”
‘Emma’ by Jane Austen (Chapter XII)

Top: Cromer Seaside, Bottom: Cromer Pier
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Top: Cromer Pier, Bottom: Cromer Beach, Cuisine
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Royal Cromer Golf Club

can step inside a cozy Victorian fisherman’s cottage
and imagine what it was like to live in Cromer at
the end of the nineteenth century. The museum has
an impressive archive of historic photographs of
the town charting Cromer’s history as a Victorian
seaside resort with its fine hotels and scandalous
mixed bathing.
And the Norfolk fossils in the Geology Gallery
are worth seeing as it includes Britain’s oldest and
most complete fossil along with some of the bones
of the West Runton mammoth.

Visitors are always welcome at Royal Cromer
and players staying at any local hotel receive a 10%
discount for the standard 18 hole rate.

WHERE TO EAT
The flavorsome Cromer crabs became
particularly popular in Victorian times, and today
the local fishing boats focus entirely on crabs and
lobsters so you’ll find both on menus.
The chips from Mary Janes are great. (I took
a portion to eat on the pier and didn’t share with
the seagulls.) Overlooking the sea, No.1 Cromer
has a fish and chip takeaway, and you can eat in
downstairs at this classic chippie. Or head up to
Upstairs at No.1 for Galton Blackiston’s high-end
restaurant.
Many of our seaside pier traditions involve treat
food, so make sure you have a soft-whipped icecream cone or some brightly-colored candy floss
(cotton candy). And the best seaside souvenirs are

Amazona Zoo
I wasn’t expecting to find South American
wildlife at this seaside town, but Amazona Zoo is
open all year and is just a short walk from the town
center.
The tropical animals include jaguars, monkeys,
snakes, flamingos, and tapirs, as well as Amazon
parrots and macaws. The kids will love the indoor
and outdoor play areas too.
7

sticks of rock (hard candy sticks with the name of
the town all the way through).
The town has lots of cafes for ‘coffee and cake,’
and I can recommend the well-priced afternoon tea
at The Grove Hotel. It took me two hours to get
through it all, but I wasn’t going to give up!

beaches and pretty beach huts. The National Trust
Holkham Hall is here too.
Take a kite to Holkham as the beach is huge
when the tide is out. And Blakeney is a bit further
along the coast but is the best place to go on a boat
trip to see the seals.
The Muckleburgh Military Collection is
the UK’s largest private military museum with
working tanks and military vehicles. And another
recommended National Trust location is Blicking
Hall between Cromer and Norwich.
The Norfolk Broads are in Wroxham where
you can hire a boat, feed the ducks, or just enjoy a
wander. The Bure Valley Railway has steam trains
to the Norfolk Broads from Aylsham or Wroxham.

WHERE TO STAY
I can wholeheartedly recommend The Grove
Hotel (and not just for their amazing afternoon tea).
This four-star family-run hotel is in a Georgian
country house. There’s an annex with a heated
swimming pool and massage huts in the ‘secret
garden’ area of the grounds. When you’ve been for
a clifftop walk – reachable from the hotel garden –
you’ll be glad you booked a relaxing treatment.
I was also grateful for my stunning bedroom,
which had a bathroom three times the size of
mine at home. I spent a good hour soaking in
the freestanding roll-top bath before getting an
excellent night’s sleep.
Other recommended places to stay include the
seafront Cambridge House guest house, rooms at
the Red Lion pub and Virginia Court Hotel (which
locals described for me as ‘posh’).

NORWICH
Norfolk’s county town and only city is Norwich.
110 miles north of London, and only 2-hours away
by train, it’s easy to have a stop off here too to enjoy
a Norfolk seaside and city break.
Norwich was once second only to London in
importance. Following the Norman Conquest of
1066, the conquerors built a castle and a cathedral
and established a new market place which is still in
use today.
The layers of history continue as Norwich was
the largest walled city in England and is the most
complete medieval city in England. But things
didn’t stop there as there are beautiful Victorian
buildings and contemporary design too. And
Norwich has UNESCO City of Literature status, so
there’s a lot of culture on offer as well.

WHAT’S ON
Every year during the third week of August, it’s
Cromer Carnival Week. The highlight is the carnival
day on Wednesday which includes a display over
the sea by the famous Red Arrows (Royal Air Force
Aerobatic Team) and a parade of floats through the
town center in the evening.
Or come in May for the Crab and Lobster
Festival weekend that takes place in Cromer and
Sheringham.

THINGS TO SEE AND DO
Norwich Castle
Watching over Norwich from a mound in the
city center, Norwich Castle is a classic Norman
motte and bailey castle with crenellations around
the top. A few years older than Norwich Cathedral,
the building was started in 1067 and completed by
1121. It became a prison in the thirteenth century
and remained so until the nineteenth century. It’s
now a museum and art gallery (transformed by
Edward Boardman who happens to be a friend’s
father).

FURTHER AFIELD
If you’re using Cromer as your base, you can
easily get to lots more of the north Norfolk coast on
the Coasthopper bus.
Sheringham has the North Norfolk Railway, and
you can get the steam train to the idyllic historic
market town of Holt. Wells-next-the-Sea is a
lovely little seaside town with beautiful open sandy
8

Clockwise from Top: Marble Hall, Norwich Market, Norwich Castle, Norwich Cathedral
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After exploring the great castle tower (Keep),
there are lots of galleries to see. This museum
houses all matter of artifacts from Saxon gold
hoards and jewelry to a vast collection of teapots
and natural history displays. There’s even a
3,000-year-old female mummy in the Egyptian
gallery.
The permanent collections on display in the art
galleries span from the seventeenth to the twentieth
century including artworks by Sir Alfred Munnings,
Thomas Gainsborough, William Hogarth, Edward
Burne-Jones and members of the Dutch School.
You will need at least 1.5 hours to visit, but if
you are pushed for time, there is a ‘twilight ticket’
that is only £2 for entry 1 hour before closing.
Note: The castle Keep will close for a £13
million redevelopment in summer 2019. When it
reopens in 2020, it will make the Castle one of the
most important medieval castles in Europe.

The white limestone was shipped here from
Caen, William the Conqueror’s home city. Do look
up to see the roof bosses – there are magnifying
mirror tables in the nave on wheels to move around
– and step outside into the peaceful cloisters.
Entry is free, and there are free 1 hour guided
tours available Monday to Saturday every hour
between 11 am and 3 pm.
To get closer to that stunning roof, a 40ft
helter-skelter is being installed in the West End of
the Nave from 7 to 18 August 2019. And yes, you
can slide down! Then in summer 2020, Dippy, the
Natural History Museum’s iconic Diplodocus cast,
will end his national tour at Norwich Cathedral
from 11 July to 31 October 2010.
INSIDER TIP: Norwich actually has two
cathedrals, and you can also visit St John the
Baptist Cathedral for free too. It is one of the
finest examples of great Victorian Gothic Revival
architecture in the UK, and there are Tower
Tours available on Saturdays. Plantation Garden,
Norwich’s Grade II listed secret Victorian garden, is
next door.

Norwich Cathedral
Built-in the twelfth century, no cathedral in
England, save Durham, is so completely a Norman
structure. It’s a beautiful 900-year-old Romanesque
cathedral. The spire is the second tallest in England,
and the surrounding Cathedral Close is one of the
largest in Europe.

Museum of Norwich at The Bridewell
This is the place to find out about the city and
its people. Norwich was a busy industrial center
10

from textiles and shoes to chocolate and Christmas
crackers. And the world-famous Colman’s Mustard,
of course.
The canary is the mascot of Norwich City
Football Club, and I found out that’s because the
Dutch refugees in the 1500s kept canaries. And I
discovered that in 1700 Norwich was larger and
more prosperous than its medieval counterparts
Bristol, York, Newcastle, and Exeter.
It’s an interesting museum with lots of drawers
to open to keep everyone entertained. And there’s
an amazing complete Victorian chemist shop too.
If you like escape room games, History Mystery
is located in the fourteenth-century Undercroft of
The Museum of Norwich. All games are based on
true Norwich history and have been devised using
exhibits from the museum.

used in what is perhaps one of the finest nonecclesiastical buildings in Britain.
It also contains an ‘air fountain’ for oldfashioned air-conditioning and a chiming skeleton
clock made for the Great Exhibition of 1851.
Strangers’ Hall
One of Norwich’s oldest and most fascinating
buildings, Strangers’ Hall dates back to 1320 when
England welcomed religious refugees from Europe.
Skilled weavers were encouraged to settle in
Norwich, and some stayed here at the hall.
Originally the home of a prosperous fifteenthcentury merchant, it comprises a Hall with a lovely
oriel window and a fine carved staircase leading to
an open gallery which gives access to the bedrooms,
etc. Each room is laid out in one particular period
and tells the story of both the time and occupant.
There’s some impressive fine art on display here
including a seventeenth-century piece that contains
the earliest known depiction of a baby walker, and a
nearly 8ft wide painting called ‘Ages of Man’ which
tells the story of man’s journey from birth to death,
complete with seventeenth-century fashions and
animal imagery.

Marble Hall
This is an unusual attraction as it’s inside
Aviva Insurance offices. But visitors are welcome
during office hours to see this spectacular piece of
Edwardian architecture.
Local architect George Skipper used forty
marble columns in the main hall; marble which
was originally intended for Westminster Cathedral
in London. Fifteen varieties of marble have been
11

Elm Hill
Named after the elm trees which stood here
during the reign of King Henry VIII, this is the
prettiest street in Norwich. The cobbled street is
lined with medieval buildings leaning in, and it
rarely gets crowded.
All buildings on Elm Hill were destroyed in
the Great Fire of 1507 with the exception of The
Britons Arms tearoom where you’ll deserve a
tea break after climbing up the hill. It’s a Tudor
building with floors and ceilings sloping in different
directions plus a secret courtyard garden.
Sainsbury Centre for Visual Arts
A short bus ride from the city center, the
Sainsbury Centre is located on the campus of the
University of East Anglia. Built in the 1970s – it
was the first commercial build from Norman Foster
– it remains looking as futuristic as ever (which is
probably why it got used in the 2018 ‘Avengers:
Infinity War’ movie).
Lord and Lady Sainsbury were voracious
collectors of art. They supported artists like Henry
Moore, Alberto Giacometti, and Francis Bacon
with financial aid and friendship when the artists
themselves were still unknown. Their shared love of
12

ancient, non-western art drew them to look outside
Europe and the collection spans over 5,000 years
of human history and every populated continent on
earth.
This world-renowned collection is worth
millions and includes artworks by Picasso and
Degas, while the Sculpture Park includes Antony
Gormley and Vladimir Tatlin.
Norwich Theatre Royal
This art deco theatre hosts a large range of
touring productions, so this can be a chance to see
a West End production outside of London. The
best place for a pre-theatre meal is at the Assembly
House, which is almost next door.

SHOPPING
Norwich Market
In the heart of the city is Norwich Market with
its colorful striped stall awnings. It’s been here since
the eleventh century yet it’s still relevant today as it
was recently awarded ‘Best Large Outdoor Market
in Britain’ by Great British Market Awards 2019.
This is England’s largest open-air market and is
open six days a week.

The stalls sell fruit, vegetables, flowers, and
clothes with lots of street food options for lunchtime
too. To really get to know the area you could take
a one-hour guided tour in and around Norwich
Market celebrating 940 years of buying and selling
in Norwich.

Only open since February 2019, I had dinner at
Cosy Club – located in a stunning heritage building
(former bank). The decor is gorgeous (Indonesian
wallpaper, unique feature light fittings, etc.), and the
food is delicious. You may well come for a drink in
the bar and end up staying for dinner too.
I can’t go anywhere without having afternoon
tea, so my recommendation for Norwich is the
Assembly House where the dining room is opulent,
and the cake stand is exquisite. You could also try
Biddy’s Tea Rooms in the Lanes or Harriet’s Tea
Rooms inspired by the English charm and elegance
of the Lyon’s Corner Houses in London (popular
from the 1920s to ‘70s).

Country & Eastern
This is truly not what I was expecting to find.
It’s already unusual enough as this shop is in a
former Victorian ice skating rink. But Country &
Eastern is also The South Asia Collection Museum
with incredible oversized artifacts such as shop
doorways and traditional furniture from India.
While admiring these treasures, you can also buy
trinkets, jewelry, textiles, and hand-woven carpets
too. A visit is an absolute delight.

WHERE TO STAY
The Assembly House may only have eleven
rooms, but if the other ten are as wonderful as the
one I stayed in you’ll be on a winner. The stunning
Georgian building has rooms with balconies and
private gardens, right in the city center. I loved the
spacious bedroom and luxurious bathroom, and
I slept well in the sumptuous bed. The Richard
Hughes Cookery School is also here so you could
take a masterclass for lunch or dinner.
Also in the city center, the Maids Head Hotel
is the oldest hotel in the UK, dating back over 800
years. This independent hotel is full of character and
has had a multi-million-pound investment.

Jarrolds
Another independent shop is Jarrolds
department store which has been in Norwich since
1823. It is still owned by the Jarrold family and has
won many awards, but I’m not totally sure what the
excitement is about this place although I did enjoy
browsing in the huge book department.
The Norwich Lanes
Potter along Pottergate to enjoy the hundreds
of small shops in The Norwich Lanes from vintage
gems and antiques to jewelry and fashion. There’s
plenty of eateries too. Do stop in Wilkinson’s to buy
tea and coffee to take home as the range on offer is
huge. The Lanes stretch from Upper St Giles Street
to the tip of London Street which the first shopping
street in the UK to be pedestrianized in 1967.

CREDITS
Thanks to Greater Anglia for providing train
tickets and to The Grove Hotel at Cromer and the
Assembly House in Norwich who both provided
accommodation and afternoon tea. The Assembly
House in Norwich is a boutique B&B from £170
per night, and The Grove Hotel in Cromer has
bedrooms in the Georgian house plus self-catering
cottages and even glamping in the garden in the
summer. For more information on things to do all
year round as well as places to stay, eat, drink and
shop go to www.visitnorthnorfolk.com and www.
visitnorwich.co.uk who helped plan this trip. Images
credited to Visit Norfolk.

WHERE TO EAT
A Norwich institution, Waffle House has
delicious savory waffles and indulgent sweet
desserts too. Grosvenor Fish Bar is a trendy take
on fish and chips (don’t worry, it really works!),
and Last Pub Standing has great pub food. At
the upmarket end of the dining scale is The Ivy
Norwich Brasserie, and fine dining is available at
Benedicts and Roger Hickman’s Restaurant.
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BRIT BOOK CORNER
What the Queen Said to Me by Chilli Brener
One afternoon in a chance encounter, author Chilli Brener, overheard two men
talking about an encounter that they had just had with Queen Elizabeth II. The
moment stuck with Brener, at just how special and rare it was to speak to The
Queen. This set forth her curiosity, and she began to research other’s encounters
with The Queen. For most, the chance to speak to The Queen is a once in a lifetime
moment. Brener interviewed several people who got the chance to tell their special
story of meeting The Queen. Each conversation is recounted, with the who, what,
why, and where the meeting happened. There are also lovely photographs of each
storyteller. The conversations range from happy and light to very solemn and serious.
This book gives a unique look into The Queen’s life and what is said between her and
her subjects. It is an interesting take on The Queen’s duties. A must-read for royal
fans!

Blood, Sweat, and Scones By Keith James Bell
Blood, Sweat, and Scones may have a title that makes you think of an extreme baking
completion, but, it isn’t. It is the story of Crook Hall House, owned by the Bell Family
outside of Durham in England. The book is written by Bell and chronicles his twentyone years on the estate and how he worked tirelessly in the home and gardens to
make it one of the top tourist attractions in Durham. This beautiful house didn’t start
out as beautiful; it took time and dedication, which Bell chronicles in the book, to
make it what it is today. Running a business is not easy, especially in an 800-year-old
house that is your home. This book gave great insight into what it took to get the
house to a point where it was ready for tourists and guest. We especially enjoyed
the picture section, that through careful curation, chronicled the journey of the Bell
family and Crook Hall. If you are a history fan or a fan of great British houses, this
book is for you.

Oxford: A Brief History by Laurence Brockliss
When I visited Oxford to study for a short course in 2017, I purchased a weighty
tome about the history of Oxford that clocked in at 720 pages. In the time since,
while I’ve wanted to read it, I just haven’t been able to commit to such a large book.
So, it was with great amusement that I received a review copy of The University of
Oxford: A Brief History. When I studied it and the previous book, I realized they
were written by the same person. The biggest difference being that A Brief History
is just over 100 pages long, with lots of pictures. It appears that Laurence Brockliss
has written a ‘Cliff Notes’ version of his own book. And it’s great. It provides a great
overview of the history of Oxford University, and there are tons of beautiful pictures
inside. I greatly enjoyed reading it, practically in one sitting. But, I could very much tell
that there is much more to the story of Oxford. Now, I really, really want to read the
much longer book. Well played, Mr. Brockliss, well played
14

The Great British Bucket List by Richard Madden
This is a fun book recently published by National Trust Books. It’s a listing of
wonderful things to do around Britain. I’ve read through the whole book, and I agree
with many of the ‘bucket list’ items. I don’t mean to brag, but I was also surprised
at how many of the things featured in the book that I’ve actually done. But there
ware still many more things I haven’t done that will take a lifetime to do. Next up?
Hopefully walking Hadrian’s Wall. If you’re looking for ideas on things to add you to
you ‘Britain Bucket List’ then this book is for you! National Trust $12.99

Windsor Castle: A Thousand Years of History
This book is more information than you could ever possibly want to know about
Windsor Castle. I don’t mean that in a negative way. It’s over 500 full-color pages in a
coffee-table format. It contains the history of Windsor Castle from pretty much the
beginning of history until now. This is an official release from the Royal Collection
Trust and, in fact, The Queen herself wrote the introduction. The Castle is where she
has been most of her personal time, and it’s considered her favorite of all the Royal
Residences. The book is insanely details - has tons of great images. Each chapter is an
essay about the history of the place by a different author. It’s a great collection and
a great insight into the history of the Castle. The coolest part of the book are the
detailed floor plans. At the back of the book are tons of foldout floor plans and it’s
really cool from an architectural perspective (don’t worry, they don’t tell you where
the Queen sleeps!). Royal Collection Trust $95

London At War: 1939-1945 by Alan Jeffreys
This new book from the Imperial War Museum is a great new look at life in London
during World War II. London was a massive target during the war, and it still bears
the scars of the war today. About the book: This book tells the story of those
momentous years in London’s history through the unparalleled archives of Imperial
War Museums. Personal accounts from letters and diaries are joined here by images
of people and places in the period, maps, and documents, to give a remarkably full
picture of a city at war—and determined to win.” If you’re interested at all in World
War II and London, this is a book worth having. IWM $30

Russia: Art, Royalty and the Romanovs
The British Royal Family has huge connections to the former Russian Royal Family;
the last Tsar was a cousin (through Queen Victoria). A consequence of these close
connections is that the British Royal Family has amassed quite a collection of art
and artifacts from Russia’s Imperial heyday. There’s a new exhibition on at The
Queen’s Gallery at Buckingham Palace that features highlights from this massive
collection. Released in conjunction with this special exhibition, Russia: Art, Royalty
and the Romanovs is the companion book that features photography of every item
on display along with several essays on the collection and the relevant history. It’s
a beautifully put together coffee table book worth adding to any Royal art library.
Royal Collection Trust $95
15

THEN - St Stephen’s Tower
Everyone calls it Big Ben. But that is not its name. When the Houses
of Parliament were constructed in the mid-1800s, it was christened St
Stephen’s Tower. Big Ben is the name of the giant bell inside - one of the
largest ever cast. It has since become a symbol of London, recognizable
all over the world. Now only visually, but audibly as the sound of its bells
ringing has become part of the culture of Britain. When major events
happen, the bells toll. When the New Year is ushered in, the bells toll.
When war ends, the bells toll. They can be heard across London. But as
of this writing, they are silent. This view from Westminster Bridge has not
changed much in the intervening 100 years since this photo was taken.
Except now, and for the next 10-20 years, you will see scaffolding.
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NOW - Elizabeth Tower
The Houses of Parliament have a huge problem. They’re falling down.
They have begun to show their age and require billions of pounds of
renovations to keep them in use. As a symbol of Britain, the money is
being spent, but it will take decades to do the work. They’ve started
with Big Ben. If you travel to London right now or have in the last few
months, you will find this icon of London covered in scaffolding while
they do painstaking restoration on the clock and the Tower, shoring it
up for future generations. They’ve completely dismantled the clock and
are putting it back together again. The Tower is now known at Elizabeth
Tower, named in honor of Queen Elizbeth’s Diamond Jubilee in 2012. The
renovation work on the Tower will be ruining tourist snaps until 2021. The
bongs will return then as well.
17

THE LIFE OF A QUEEN
THE CORONATION OF ELIZABETH II

18

W

hen Princess Elizabeth and Margaret’s
father was unexpectedly crowned
George VI in 1936, after King Edward
VIII’s abdication, Margaret asked if her sister would
now have to be Queen. “Yes, someday,” Lilibet
responded. “Poor you,” Margaret said. Elizabeth’s
Coronation would take place a whole lot sooner
than any of them could have expected, with King
George’s early death from lung cancer at age 56,
just 16 years later when Elizabeth was only 25 years
old.
Elizabeth’s father’s health began to fail as early
as 1948, and soon, the King was very ill. Elizabeth
was taking on more royal responsibilities and was
being prepared for them. In 1947 she was assigned
her own private secretary, Jock Colville, who had
also been a secretary to Neville Chamberlain and
Winston Churchill during World War II. He was
very knowledgeable and the perfect one to school
Elizabeth in not just royal duties but the workings
of the government and her place in it. He also
arranged for her to travel as a way for her to learn
more about the country and Commonwealth.
By 1951 the King’s absence from public life
became widely known, when King George VI was
too unwell to attend the Trooping of the Colour and
Elizabeth had to attend and ride in his stead. The
Trooping of the Colour is the annual celebration
of the monarch’s birthday, celebrated in June (no
matter when the monarch’s birthday actually is,
the same way Americans observe Washington’s or
Lincoln’s birthday on a convenient Monday instead
of their actual birthdays) at Horse Guards Parade,
with about 1000 guards and cavalry on parade and
the monarch riding alongside. It’s a huge event and
something the King would not usually miss, making
his absence remarkable and conspicuous.
This same year also marked, in essence, the
end of Prince Philip’s naval career. He had been
stationed in Malta, yet was called home to attend
to more and more royal duties with Elizabeth. At
just age 30, Philip was sorry to see the end of his
naval career, yet rather accepting of the path ahead:
“I thought I was going to have a career in the Navy,
but it became obvious there was no hope . . . There
was no choice. It just happened. You have to make
compromises. That’s life. I accepted it. I tried to
make the best of it.” For all of Philip’s grumpiness
about royal life, we can appreciate his honesty and
stoic attitude towards his family and his duty. It’s

an attitude he has repeated often and has served him
well throughout his years in the royal family.
Elizabeth and Philip had postponed a
Commonwealth tour because of the King’s ailing
health, but in January 1952 decided to go ahead on
a six-month tour of Australia, New Zealand, and the
Pacific, with a stop in Kenya first. It was in Kenya
while staying at Treetops Hotel, with Elizabeth
enjoying her new-found hobby of photography,
that the King died. On February 6th, Martin
Charteris, Elizabeth’s secretary who was staying at
a different hotel than Elizabeth and Philip, called
Philip’s secretary to tell him that the King had died
in his sleep. Charteris had a plan ready for this
eventuality, traveling with accession papers and
mourning clothes for Elizabeth, and kindly deciding
that Philip was the best one to tell Elizabeth about
her father’s death.
Even at such a young age, Elizabeth took the
news well, sad but not emotional, expressing regret
to her staff and the Commonwealth that their tour
would now be cut short. Her mother told Queen
Mary, her grandmother, “I cannot bear to think
of Lilibet so young to bear such a burden.” She
would begin ruling immediately, even though her
Coronation would not take place for another 16
months, taking the throne at the same age as the first
Queen Elizabeth, as the 40th monarch of England
since William the Conqueror took the throne in
1066.
To bring her new place as sovereign into sharp
focus, meeting her plane returning from Kenya
was Winston Churchill, her first prime minister and
by now an old friend. The next day she traveled
to St. James’s Palace, formerly the London home
of the monarchs and the ceremonial home of the
Accession Council. It was here that she took her
oath in front of the senior advisers, politicians,
and clergy as well as Prince Philip--her first royal
duty as the new sovereign. She told the Accession
Council, “My heart is too full for me to say more
to you today than I shall always work, as my father
did throughout his reign, to advance the happiness
and prosperity of my peoples, spread as they are
the world over. . . . I pray that God will help me to
discharge worthily this heavy task that has been lain
upon me so early in my life.”
The press called it a New Elizabethan Age,
and a young politician by the name of Margaret
Thatcher commented, “if, as many earnestly pray,
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the accession of Elizabeth II can help to remove
the last shreds of prejudice against women aspiring
to the highest places, then a new era for women
will indeed be at hand.” The new Queen Elizabeth
stepped into her role immediately, even calmly,
“Extraordinary thing, I no longer feel anxious or
worried. I don’t know what it is--but I have lost all
my timidity.” About a month later, Elizabeth and
Philip and their two young children Charles and
Anne moved into Buckingham Palace, just down
the street from where they had been living, and
Elizabeth began what would be her daily routine
for rest of her reign. Rising at 7:30 every morning,
having breakfast, being serenaded by a bagpiper
under her window at 9:00 every morning, just as
Victoria had done during her reign, a quick visit
with her children, then off to official business and
her red boxes containing her daily government
papers to review. These red boxes would become
a fixture for the Queen, even on vacation she rarely
missed a day, and it was these official daily briefings
that kept her abreast of everything she would need
to know, causing her long list of Prime Ministers
and advisers to comment on how intelligent she was
and how nothing got past her—she was constantly
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surprising people with her knowledge of the daily
happenings in politics and the Commonwealth.
The Queen Mother, choosing not to be called
the Dowager Queen now that she was widowed,
took on a new role as well. Winston Churchill
urged her not to go into hiding with decades of
mourning as Queen Victoria had on the death of
Prince Albert, advice that the Queen Mother took
to heart, becoming the national grandmother,
living by her motto “The point of human life and
living is to give and to create new goodness all the
time.” She was a constant presence in the palace
and royal life, maintaining her closeness with her
daughter the Queen, knowing that they were really
the only two people alive who knew what it was
like to be them. On their daily phone calls, the
palace operator would connect the Queen Mother
with Queen Elizabeth, saying, “Good morning,
Your Majesty, Her Majesty is on the line for Your
Majesty.” Elizabeth’s grandmother, Queen Mary,
would die in 1953 before the Coronation, the two
Queen Elizabeths were in a tiny club.
The new Queen was incredibly popular, gaining
steam in the lead-up to the Coronation on June
2nd 1953. In her first Christmas broadcast, still

in 1952, she spoke warmly and humbly, “I want
to ask you all, whatever your religion may be, to
pray for me on that day--to pray that God may
give me wisdom and strength to carry out the
solemn promises I shall be making and that I may
faithfully serve Him and you, all the days of my
life.” In the year or so leading up to the Coronation,
Philip took over the task of planning the big event,
a good job for someone who was now without
a job and was a great manager and innovator.
Philip loved new technology, and the biggest new
technology at this time was television. Philip
wanted to televise the Coronation, Elizabeth and
the Archbishop of Canterbury disagreed, thinking
it would cheapen the event. But the people wanted
the event televised, and Elizabeth soon gave in,
well, mostly. The anointing, the most sacred part
of the ceremony, would remain un-televised, taking
place under a canopy; there would also be no closeups, just a bird’ s-eye view of the ceremony. As
far as Elizabeth, also the Head of the Church of
England, was concerned, the anointing sanctified
her before God to serve her people. One of the
Archbishop’s senior chaplains put it this way: “The
real significance of the Coronation for her was the
anointing, not the crowning. She was consecrated,
and that makes her Queen. It is the most solemn
thing that has ever happened in her life. She cannot
abdicate. She is there until death.”
Televising the ceremony turned out to be a great
idea--sales of TVs in Britain spiked in the week
before the Coronation, doubling the number of
people owning a TV, no small feat for a country still
recovering from World War II. Of the 36 million
people in Britain in 1953, 27 million of them
watched the ceremony on TV, including a young
John Major, her future Prime Minister, and a young
Paul McCartney who later said, “It was a thrilling
time. I grew up with the Queen, thinking she was a
babe. She was beautiful and glamorous.” A third of
Americans watched from home, as well.
Elizabeth took her Coronation very seriously,
practicing in the weeks leading up to the event. The
robes alone weighed 36 pounds, she wore those
around the palace along with St. Edward’s Crown,
practicing walking so she could do it without
wobbling. The Archbishop tried to practice, as well,
in rehearsals at Westminster Abbey, although his
help might have been less helpful, tripping down
the stairs as he was showing the Queen’s maids

of honor how to walk up the stairs successfully.
To those voicing their concern about Elizabeth’s
stamina for the three-hour-long ceremony dating
back to the first Coronation in the Abbey in 1066,
she easily replied, “I’ll be alright. I’m as strong
as a horse.” And she was, the Coronation came
off without a hitch, causing her to remark upon
returning to the palace when it was all over, “Oh
that was marvelous. Nothing went wrong!”
The crowds loved it, as well, even in the rain.
The processional route from Buckingham Palace
to Westminster Abbey was lined the night before
with tens of thousands of people waiting to catch a
glimpse of the young Queen. Philip and Elizabeth
were mindful of the post-war austerity and didn’t
want to overdo the event, but there were still
twenty-nine bands and twenty-seven carriages full
of dignitaries from around the world, along with
13,000 soldiers from around the Commonwealth
in the parade. People were ready to celebrate,
and Prince Philip looked dashing in his full dress
uniform with the Queen wearing Queen Victoria’s
diadem (which we know from Harry Potter is a kind
of tiara, this one rather stunning and bejeweled).
Uncle David, Duke of Windsor and the brief King
Edward VIII, was not invited, Churchill saying it
would have been “quite inappropriate for a King
who had abdicated.”
After the ceremony, canons were fired at
Hyde Park and the Tower of London to celebrate,
followed by another processional back to
Buckingham Palace, with Elizabeth now in the
more comfortable Imperial State Crown, where the
Queen and Prince Philip entertained a relatively
small crowd of mostly royal family and friends. It
was at this luncheon that the newest recipe was
served—Coronation Chicken, a cold chicken and
mayonnaise salad now found in every Pret-aManger in Britain. After what we can only imagine
was an incredibly long day for Queen Elizabeth,
now with the official title “Her Majesty Elizabeth
the Second, by the Grace of God, of the United
Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, and
of Her Other Realms and Territories Queen, Head
of the Commonwealth, Defender of the Faith,” she
still had the energy for a short radio broadcast that
evening, telling her people, “Throughout all my life
and with all my heart I shall strive to be worthy of
your trust.” The twenty-five-year-old Queen and
mother of two was well on her way.
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GREAT BRITISH ICONS:
THE HAWKER HURRICANE
By David Goodfellow
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hen a teenage Sydney Camm was
building gliders near his home in
Windsor, he had no idea that his career
as an airplane designer would be instrumental in
winning World War II. He designed the Hawker
Hurricane, a prop-driven monoplane fighter, that
would be the ‘workhorse’ of the Battle of Britain
when the Royal Airforce defeated an attempt by
Hitler to use ‘shock and awe’ to force Britain to
accept a peace settlement. Alongside the betterknown Spitfire, these planes defeated the mighty
Luftwaffe, allowing Britain time to arm, and
to bring America into the war to finally defeat
Germany. The RAF had wanted to stay with the
biplanes they knew and trusted, but Camm and
Hawker Siddeley pushed for their monoplane,
finally beginning production in the closing years
before the outbreak of war. The Hurricane fought in
numerous theatres around the world, from Russia to
Indonesia, before being withdrawn from service in
1947.
Alma Road is a quiet street ending at a railway
arch, a short walk from Windsor Castle and about
a mile from Eton College. When Sydney Camm
was born there in 1893 there were no such things as
airplanes, but when he was ten-years-old the Wright
Brothers made history on the Kill Devil Hills of
North Carolina, and the world changed forever. In
less than 40 years, Camm would be instrumental
in the first major battle fought entirely in the air. A
battle that in less than four months killed 40,000
civilians, and that destroyed over 80% of the 4,500
planes that roared through the sky across Blake’s,
“Green and pleasant land.” The Battle of Britain.
Sydney left school in 1906 to apprentice as
a carpenter, and he seemed set to follow in his
father’s footsteps in that trade. But flight had
captured his imagination, and he began, with the
help of his brothers, to make model gliders, which
they sold surreptitiously to students at Eton. He
and some friends founded the Windsor Model
Aeroplane Club, and in 1912 they successfully built
and launched a man-carrying glider. It was a boxy,
skeletal thing, but it flew.
Plane development occurred very fast, and
those early planes, which were mostly biplanes,
were made of wood, paper, and canvas, so Camm’s
carpentry background was appropriate. In 1914 he
joined Martinsyde, an early plane maker, and soon
became a draughtsman in their design office. The

KEY FACTS
•
•
•
•

Played a key role in the Battle of Britain
Designed by Sydney Camm, built by
Hawker Siddeley
Used in many theatres of WWII
Importance often eclipsed by the more
well-known Spitfire

firm produced numerous planes during WWI, but
after the war was over, they went into liquidation.
Camm spent a brief period with Handasyde Aircraft
Company, formed by ex-employees of Martinsyde,
and helped design an early successful monoplane
while there. Theirs was not the only company
formed after the collapse of a WWI manufacturer,
because when the Sopwith Aviation Company
collapsed, their test pilot, Harry Hawker, and some
other employees, bought the assets and formed H.G.
Hawker Engineering in 1920.
Unlike other firms, Hawker was in a strong
financial position when the Great Depression struck,
and they were able to use that strength to make a
‘fire-sale’ purchase of a rival, the Gloster Aircraft
Company, which continued to operate under its
own name. Then, in 1935, Hawker was acquired
in a merger by Sir John Siddeley, who in two years
would become Baron Kenilworth for his pioneering
work with automobiles. Siddeley was also interested
in airplanes, and his businesses brought enginemaking skills to the merger. The new company was
named Hawker Siddeley Aircraft.
Sydney Camm had moved to H.G. Hawker in
1923, and within two years he had become their
head designer. Planes were still being made of wood
and fabric, but Camm developed a viable system for
metal construction using light-weight, jointed tubes,
avoiding the cost and complexity of earlier attempts
at welding rods together. He incorporated this
metal construction into the Hawker Fury, the Royal
Airforce’s main fighter plane in the early 1930s.
This was the first RAF plane to exceed 200 mph in
level flight and was highly acrobatic, able to pursue
the clumsy, slower-moving bombers of the time.
Camm saw the future in monoplanes, and
in 1933 he designed a monoplane version of the
Fury, but he could not find the right engine for it.
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With a conservative bent, the RAF preferred the
biplanes it understood and already used, but Camm
and Hawker kept pushing their monoplane. The
engine limitation was solved by the development
of the Merlin engine, by Rolls-Royce. The car
company had been making airplane engines
for some time, and their Kestrel engine already
powered the Hawker Fury. But it was too small,
and the company began to privately develop
something much more powerful, dubbed the PV12.
They began with a cooling system that depended
on evaporation, but this proved unreliable, and a
breakthrough came when they switched to liquid
cooling, using ethylene glycol. This chemical was
widely used to manufacture dynamite and had
recently become available in Britain, made in West
Virginia by the predecessor of Union Carbide. The
Merlin engine delivered 1,100 horsepower from
its 12 cylinders – much more powerful than the
Kestrel.
The plane’s design went through several
modifications before it was finally acceptable to
the RAF. A fixed undercarriage was replaced with a
retractable one. The initial version had four machine
guns, one in each wing and two in the fuselage. The
firing of the fuselage guns was timed to match the
rotation of the propeller, so they could fire through
it. During production, this would be increased to
eight guns, all on the wings. With the new engine,
the RAF placed an order in late 1934 for an
“Interceptor Monoplane.” The test version – called
the Hurricane, K5083 – took to the air a year later,
with Hawker’s chief test pilot, Flight Lieutenant
George Bulman, at the controls. The tests were
successful, and the plane was transferred to the
RAF for further testing. Despite teething problems
with the new Merlin engine, the plane performed
well, proving easy to fly, and reaching 315 mph in
level flight. It took just 5.7 minutes to reach 15,000
feet from take-off.
Before official approval was even received
Hawker was looking for a production facility of
sufficient size, and then in June of 1936, the Air
Ministry ordered 600 aircraft. King Edward VIII
came and christened the new plane, “Hurricane’.
The Ministry was not putting all its eggs in one
basket, and it had a second plane, the Submarine
Spitfire, being made by the rival VickersArmstrong. The Spitfire was more advanced, and so
more difficult to make, needing almost 50% more
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hours per plane than the Hurricane to manufacture.
By late 1937 the first production Hurricane was
completed, but it was half-way through 1938 before
the first Spitfire left the factory. By the time the
long-anticipated war broke out, the RAF had 550
Hurricanes ready for battle, and another 3,500 in the
pipeline.
The more advanced Spitfire had caught the
public imagination, and it is often thought to be
the key to Britain’s victory over the Luftwaffe. In
reality, there were almost twice as many Hurricanes
than Spitfires in the air during the battle of Britain
– 709 versus 372. The Spitfire had a better kill-toloss ratio and was faster and more maneuverable,
better able to take on the advanced German
Messerschmitt fighter. Even pilots argued for years
about their relative worth. In the words of Wing
Commander Robert Stanford-Tuck, the Spitfire
was, “A fine thoroughbred racehorse, while the dear
old Hurricane was rather like a heavy workhorse.”
The fact that the planes were superficially similar
in appearance meant that many civilians on the
ground saw the Hurricanes overhead as ‘Spitfires,’
encouraging the myth that surrounds the Spitfire
even today.
From its birth, the Hurricane went through
many changes and modifications. One of the most
significant was the change from fabric to aluminumcovered wings. This began in 1939, and some of
the planes fighting in the Battle of Britain were
still using fabric, but the new metal wings could
be fitted in three hours, so most were replaced at
some point. The metal wings allowed for faster
diving, and they could take greater stresses. The
propeller was changed too – from a rigid wooden
one to a variable-pitch, which made shorter takeoffs possible. The simple, open construction
allowed shells to pass right through the plane
without exploding and was easy to repair, while the
stressed-skin construction of the Spitfire was more
vulnerable.
Twenty-four different versions of the Hurricane
were created, and perhaps the most famous was
the Sea Hurricane. This plane was designed to be
launched from a boat with a catapult device, but
at first with no way available to land again at sea.
Consequently, if there was no land base within
range, the pilot had to ditch the plane in the sea and
escape, a risky operation that cost several pilots
their lives. Pilots did later master the art of landing

on the deck of a ship, and the Sea Hurricane proved
a valuable escort for merchant convoys, scoring
numerous kills.
Hurricanes were manufactured and repaired at
numerous different facilities. Even before the war
began, Hawker had organized production in Canada,
at the Canadian Car and Foundry, Fort William,
Ontario. Almost 1,500 planes were produced there,
out of a final total production of almost 15,000
Hurricanes, in all its many variants.
Although most famous for its role in the Battle
of Britain, the Hurricane fought in many theatres
of the war. Their first combat use was on October
21, 1939, during the Phoney War that followed
the German invasion of Poland on September 1.
They fought over France; during the evacuation of
Dunkirk; in the African campaigns; and against the
Japanese in Indonesia. Almost 3,000 went to the
Soviet Union in a lend-lease program, after Stalin
joined the Allies in 1941. Russian pilots were not
impressed, and most consider the Hurricane an
inferior plane.
The last Hurricane was produced in June 1944,
but they continued in service until 1947, when
they were withdrawn. Sydney Camm continued to
design aircraft for Hawker, including the radical
vertical take-off and landing (VTOL) jet aircraft, the
Harrier. Hawker Siddeley eventually merged with
British Aerospace, today known as BAE Systems.
Camm was knighted in 1953, and he retired as chief
designer at Hawker in 1965, remaining a director.
He was working on a plane that would fly more than
four times the speed of sound, when he died on the
gold course in 1966, aged 73.

•

•

•

•
•
•

Further Research
Film:
•
•

•

Where to see Hawker Hurricanes:

•

•

Hurricane (2018) polish pilots in a
Hurricane squadron in WWII
Dunkirk (2017) and Battle of Britain (1969)
show Hurricanes in flight.

Books:

Sites to Visit
•

Z7015.
The Imperial War Museum, Duxford,
Cambridgeshire, has a Canadian-built
Hurricane Mk XIIa, still flown at air
shows by members of the Historic Aircraft
Collection. Open daily from 10 am to 6 pm.
The Royal Air Force Museum, Grahame
Park Way, London NW9 has a Hurricane IIc
LF738 and a Hurricane I P2617. Open daily
from 10 am to 6 pm.
The Science Museum, Exhibition Rd,
Kensington, London SW7, has a Hurricane
Mk I L1592. Open daily from 10 am to 6
pm.
A full-sized replica of a Hawker Hurricane
is on the Thames Promenade, Alexandria
Gardens, Windsor.
There is a memorial plaque at 10, Alma Rd,
Windsor, where Camm was born.
There is a memorial plaque at Athlone
Square, Ward Royal, Windsor, the location
where Camm and his friends built their
glider in 1912.

The Battle of Britain Memorial Flight
flies the last Hurricane built, PZ865 and
Hurricane LF363, the last aircraft to enter
service with the RAF. Flights occur at
public events, such as the Trooping of the
Colours, and at air shows, between May and
September.
The Shuttleworth Collection, Old Warden
Aerodrome, Bedfordshire, has a Hurricane
Mk I R4118, and a Sea Hurricane, Mk Ib

•

•
•
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Hurricane: Hawker’s Fighter Legend, by
John Dibbs and Tony Holmes, 2017
Hawker Hurricane: Defender of the Skies,
by Steve Philpott, 2018
Hawker Hurricane: An Insight into Owning,
Restoring, Servicing and Flying Britain’s
Classic World War II Fighter (Owners’
Workshop Manual), 2011
Sydney Camm & Hurricane, by John W.
Fozard (Editor), 1991
Sir Sydney Camm: From Biplanes
& ‘hurricanes’ to ‘harriers,’ by John
Chacksfield, 2010

FINDING PEAK HAPPINESS
THROUGH THE HARDKNOTT PASS
By Jonathan Thomas
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I

was sitting in a hay barn on at the end of a hot
July day in the Lake District. Outside the door
was a view of the beautiful Matterdale valley.
Inside was a group of writers, all on a high after
having finished an intensive writer’s workshop.
Sitting across from me was a best-selling author.
All of us were exhausted, enjoying final cups of
tea while we said our goodbyes. After having
been around the famous writer for a few days, the
starstruckness had began to wear off. And I was
brave enough to ask a question.
“If you had one day left in the Lake District,” I
began, “what would you tell someone to do before
they left?”
He was taken aback by the question.
“Not something you ever really think about,
living here because you’re a local,” he responded.
Then he began to think.
After a moment’s pause, he said, “I would visit
the Hardknott Roman Fort. It’s perfectly situated
with incredible views, and it’s a historical and
magical place. And you get the bonus of driving
through the Hardknott Pass.”
“Then that’s what I’m going to do,” I said
confidently.

lying to you. It looks like a relatively straight line
— no big deal. The map is very wrong. If the map
was in three dimensions, you would see how steep
it really is. You really need to look at the Ordnance
Survey map to get an idea of how steep the Pass is.
The name itself has such a romantic sound to it.
The name Hardknott took some linguistic digging.
On the surface, it sounds like what it says on the tin
- a hard place. It comes from the old Norse ‘haror’
meaning a rather difficult and inaccessible place.
The ‘knott’ part of the name has two suspected
origins - knutr meaning knot in Old Norse or knut,
meaning peak in Norwegian. The name literally
means a difficult pass over a peak. The name is not
Roman in origin, obviously, that came later. The
Romans called this place “Mediobogdum.”
While there has always been a route through
these valleys, the paved road itself is a relatively
recent creation. In fact, there was much opposition
all together to the creation of a road through the
Hardknott Pass. According to the Times of London,
in 1934, a public consultation was held on the
construction of roads in the Lake District and one
local vicar argued that there shouldn’t even be a
road over the Hardknott Pass: “He suggested that
the Lake District, because of its small area, unlike
Scotland or Norway, was unsuitable for cutting
up by Trunk Roads, which would destroy its
remoteness, still part of its charm”
I’m happy to report, Canon Wilcox, vicar
of Kirkoswald, that you were wrong and the
Lake District still retains its remoteness. I barely
encountered any people on my journey through
the Hardknott Pass. Though it’s apparent that the
Lake District landscape has now developed almost
entirely to accommodate leisure in all its forms
(though it should be said, it is still very much a
working landscape - especially for farmers).
It has always been on my ‘Britain Bucket List’
to journey through the Hardknott Pass, and this
seemed as good a time as any. It’s not every day that
you get a personal recommendation from a bestselling author.

As a travel writer, I’ve heard of the Hardknott
Pass. I’m also well aware that I should be terrified
of it. It is one of the steepest roads in Britain,
sporting a 30% gradient. Not only that, it’s course
is mostly a single track lane with precipitous drops
along the edges. It is not a road for the faint of
heart.
Over a decade ago, Anglotopia had a columnist,
Lisa Coulson, who lives in Northern England, and
she attempted to drive the Hardknott Pass. She
did it in a manual car. Doing the Pass in a manual
is a right of passage in driving in Britain simply
because shifting gears on the steep gradients is such
a challenge. By the time she’d made it over the
Pass, she was in tears and described it as one of the
scariest experiences of her life.
The Hardknott Pass is one of the oldest routes
in Britain; it was originally laid out by the Romans.
Though they preferred their roads to be straight,
there is nothing straight about the Hardknott Pass.
The Pass is just over a mile in length, but it will
take you quite some time to get through it. When
you look at the Pass on a two-dimensional map, it’s

On my final day in the Lake District, I woke
up early and had breakfast as early as possible. I
wanted to have as much time as possible for my
quest, and I wanted to get going before the roads
got too crowded with my fellow tourists. My car
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was a Toyota Hybrid (not a Prius, a hatchback of
some kind, sorry I don’t know my cars very well).
I didn’t choose this car; it’s the one I ended up with
in the Hertz rental lottery. I did not like the car. It
did not have the comforting sound of mostly diesel
British cars. In fact, it was silent most of the time.
But it did have one advantage for my journey that
day; it had an automatic transmission.
In theory, going over the Hardknott pass won’t
be as challenging without having to think about
shifting the gears. In theory.
I set my route on my phone and mounted it on
the dashboard. I was a good hour drive away from
the start of the Pass, so, for the next hour, I would
get the sublime pleasure of driving through the
Cumbrian countryside on a sunny summer morning.
The sky was clear and deep blue, with barely a wisp
of clouds. Perfect for a morning drive. I tuned my
radio to ClassicFM and began the drive.
My initial route took me south down the A591
and along Thirlmere and then along Grasmere.
This was the Lake District at its most resplendent.
It’s such an interesting landscape to drive through,
and I almost wish I’d been a passenger to I could
fully appreciate all its variety. When driving on
the curvy roads, at 50 miles an hour, one must be
exceptionally mindful. After all, I didn’t buy the
extra car insurance when I rented… (I live on the
edge)
I passed through Grasmere, which I hadn’t been
able to visit on my trip. And I wouldn’t be visiting
then either. I didn’t have time to stop, and it was too
early for anything worth seeing to be open. Don’t
worry; I intend to return simply because Grasmere
is beautiful. The village is a lovely Lake District
village. It’s also home to the finest bookstore in the
Lake District (Sam Read Booksellers) and Dove
Cottage, the home of William Wordsworth.
After passing through Grasmere, my satnav
guided me to the roads to the west of the lake. From
this point on, it would be single-track lanes all the
way through the Pass. As I drove along Grasmere,
I encountered many walkers and cyclists going
about their mornings. The opportunities for walking
around the Lake District are practically infinite. It
felt rather odd to be experiencing this landscape
from inside a comfortable air-conditioned car.
At this point, I began climbing. The car didn’t
struggle, but I occasionally had to apply more gas
than I would expect to in a normal car. Such is the
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experience of driving a Hybrid. The thing loved
it when I went downhill as the breaks recharged
the batteries. But with so much climbing and
the distances involved, it wouldn’t really use the
batteries. And it really confused the computers that
control the car. It would only get more confused as
my day went on.
In addition to dodging hill walkers, I also had
to dodge sheep, which ply the hills of the Lake
District and the roads as well. It’s part and parcel
of travelling through a working landscape like the
Lake District; you just have to be mindful of sheep
as well as walkers. While it’s easy to be annoyed
when you have to stop for a bunch of sheep to
pass, it gives you a moment to stop and enjoy the
landscape. The roads are very narrow up there,
usually buttressed on both side by moss-covered
ancient dry stone walls. Barely enough room for
two cars to pass each other, which means, there is
lots of reversing to get to a spot to let oncoming
traffic pass.
The further I climbed, the more traffic thinned
out. It was beginning to feel like I was alone in
the world in my quest to climb one of the steepest
roads in Britain. The car climbed and climbed. The
landscape was green and lush; all the trees were in
full bloom. I’m sure the Lake District is beautiful
year-round, even in the harsh winters up there, but
it has to be at its most beautiful in the summer when
it’s completely alive. Being there makes me feel
alive.
Even with terrible hay fever, which, thankfully,
being sealed in the car meant I was getting relief
from that.
And then there was a turn, but this one was
special. This turn had a warning.
It warned me of the 30% gradient and that the
road required “Extreme Caution. Narrow route,
severe bend, winter conditions can be dangerous.
Unsuitable for caravans. Please drive slowly.” This
must be it; I was unceremoniously entering the
Hardknott Pass. The road was immediately steeper.
I had that nervous feeling in my stomach. I
was confident I could do the drive, but I was very
excited to be doing it. At first, it didn’t seem so bad.
The climb became more intense, and the
road narrowed, making encountering oncoming
traffic rather more nerve-wracking. The landscape
began to open, and you could clearly see the fells
all around. They were bare, treeless, and harsh.

Map Courtesy of Ordnance Survey - Crown Copyright

Cottages and farms became fewer and fewer.
Very few people live up here and those that do
take a particular form of braveness as they can be
completely cut off in the winter.
But not on a sunny day in July.
I crossed a cattle gate, and there was another
warning sign, the gradient was going to get much
steeper (at this point I’m wondering how much
bloody steeper!). The road actually flattened out for
a bit as I went through a valley, and I wondered if
that was it?
Then I began to climb again, past an abandoned
farmstead. The car began to struggle as I had to
apply more gas on the pedal. And then it all of a
sudden got incredibly steep. And I climbed. And
climbed. And climbed. The climb got so steep that
I couldn’t see over the humps for oncoming traffic.
So, I had to take it slow. Knowing British roads, a
car could magically appear at any time around any
blind corner or bump.
Ahead I could see the road snaking over the
hills. It was going to get steeper.
And then the dry stone wall stopped, and all
that was between me and a precipitous drop down
a mountain valley was a small hump of grass. At
this point, I could only go forward and hug the right
side of the road, ever mindful I could encounter
an approaching car at any second and have to veer
over, hopefully not into the valley below!

Despite the fear, and more signs warning me
of more steep grades, I was in awe. It was an
incredibly beautiful landscape, and the downside
of being such a focused driver was that I couldn’t
pause to enjoy it. Still, there were occasional pulloffs to pull over and let an oncoming car come
that allowed me to stop and enjoy the scenery. It
was incredible. And I’m going to do the unwriterly
thing and just apologize that I’m going to run out of
adjectives to use here.
I let a farm truck pass and then it was just me,
the road and a few sheep and I continued to climb.
I climbed more. The hybrid motor was not
pleased with me. Then I found a stop off and
stopped to take some pictures and take a look at
what I’d just driven through. It was a completely
different perspective, and it was incredible to think
I’d just driven through that! And not messed my
drawers!
After a final climb, I began to descend into the
valley beyond. I’d done it. I’d gone through the
Hardknott Pass. Now, where was the fort?
I drove on and descended more.
And then I came to the base of another valley
and then a turn off with more warnings. Wait a
second.
The sign said Hardknott Pass.
I literally exclaimed for no one to hear, “That
wasn’t it?!”
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Cockwise from Top: Wrynose Pass, Hardknott Pass, Warning Signs, Hardknott Roman Fort

A quick look at the map showed I’d just gone
through the Wrynose Pass, which comes before the
Hardknott Pass. I’d just done the most challenging
and most beautiful drive in my life, and it wasn’t
even the right one!
As I entered the actual Hardknott Pass, the signs
took on a more sinister warning, which made sense.
I can only imagine being up here in the winter and
unable to pass through. It would be terrifying and
dangerous.
I began to climb again. This time it was all the
more steeper. The landscape was barren. I’d only
passed one lonely cottage on the way. There were
only Herdwick sheep, who wandered in the road
like they owned the place, which of course they did.
The hills were surprisingly bare of trees. Despite the
barren feel, it was green all around except where the
grass could not grow.
The etiquette on driving this route is that you’re
supposed to get out of the way of oncoming traffic
coming through the western approach of the Pass.
And I dutifully did this whenever I encountered a
car. Everyone was so very courteous. I always got
a wave of thanks when I pulled aside or reversed to
let someone pass.
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And now the steep gradients really began. The
road twisted and turned and climbed all within a
few feet of each other. There were no stone walls —
just grass verges. Thankfully, so far there weren’t
any steep drops along the side like through the
Wrynose Pass. The car really struggled up the very
steep climb. The turns were sharp; you couldn’t see
much beyond them. So, you had to take it slow. I
can only imagine how terrible this would be in a
manual. The car was doing OK, though it didn’t like
climbing, the transmission kept up. My breathing
deepened. I was exceptionally nervous about being
on such an incline. I’d been on inclines before
driving through the Appalachian mountains, but
nothing this steep before.
There were spots on turns where the road would
widen, allowing you to pull off and then see if
anything was approaching. This was very helpful.
There were also places you could pull off in an
emergency.
And then with one final climb, I was up and
over the Pass. Off in the distance, I could see the
Irish Sea. And the road began to descend quickly.
So instead of climbing a steep incline, I would
descend down a steep incline. I would have to do

it just as slowly and carefully. I came across a lady
doing the climb in a low profile BMW, and she kept
getting stuck and bottoming out trying to make the
sharp turns.
The Esk Valley spreads out before you, and it is,
for lack of a better word, breathtaking. Going over
the Hardknott Pass, for me, was peak happiness.
Nothing could have ruined the moment. Well,
maybe a car accident!
Soon, I could see the Hardknott Roman
Fort ruins and kept them in my sights as I
approached. And now the reward for enduring
such a challenging drive. I pulled off into a car
park, gathered my gear and began to explore the
Roman ruins. As you climb into the ruins, you can
immediately see why the Romans built a fort there.
It was ideally situated to monitor the Hardknott Pass
but also to keep an eye on the sea beyond for enemy
ships.
What struck me, most of all was the wind. The
wind through the valley was continuous, thanks to
the wind tunnel effect of the shape of the valley.
The second thing you notice is the sheep. They are
everywhere, and it is a symphony of sheep bleating.
It’s quite something to have a Roman ruin all to
yourself, with just a few sheep for company. I took
my time exploring the various locations of the
installation, dodging sheep poo. It was massive.
It was no small outpost of the Roman Empire;
this was a true stamp of Roman civilization on the
harsh Northern English landscape. Not much is
left save for the few stone outlines of buildings,
some of which have been built back up with recent
excavations and restorations. But the fort itself was
long ago looted for its stone, which you can find in
the buildings of the surrounding valleys.
It’s easy to imagine yourself as a Roman
Soldier, standing on this spot, probably thinking
it was godforsaken with an unceasing wind. In
the distance, you can see the Irish Sea. This was
literally the western edge of the known Roman
world.
The fort was built between about 120AD and
138AD and was abandoned during the Antonine
advance north into Scotland during the mid-2nd
century. The fort was then reoccupied around 200
and continued in use until the last years of the
4th century when the Romans abandoned Britain
altogether. It’s been a ruin ever since. The National
Trust now owns the land it sits on, and English

Esk Valley

Heritage maintains the fort itself. Though, I’m
sorry to report not maintained very well. Most of
the signage is falling apart, and it’s difficult to tell
what is what. It was a beautiful and magical place
to visit.
As I walked back to my car, I looked back
towards the Hardknott Pass and was chuffed that
I’d managed actually to do it and chuckled a bit at
the scene of other cars slowly making their way
down the road. I’d achieved something I’ve wanted
to do for years. It was a challenge. It was beautiful.
And I certainly wasn’t going back that way. No, my
journey would continue on through the Esk Valley
to a steam railway and the Muncaster Castle, where
I would take a much easier, but circuitous route
along the coast and through Windermere back to my
hotel for my final night in Cumbria.
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By Laurence Brown

All of this hit me as the red dot now pinged above
the Irish Sea. Every now and then, turbulence would
compete for dominance over my innards, only to be
ejected by the adrenaline of having realized that the
Cotswolds—ten days hence—would bear my name.
Moreover, Oxford—a place that I’d somehow never
visited—would soon thereafter be checked off my
to-do list.

After five hours flying over the Atlantic Ocean,
I felt compelled to monitor the flight path of our
American Airlines flight. The red dot, moving at
what seemed to be about one millimeter per second
on the screen (or 500 miles per hour in reality)
indicated that the landmass beneath us was the
Republic of Ireland.
It was at approximately those coordinates that the
plane began to descend, prompting my stomach to
do likewise. Turbulence had a hand in this, for sure,
but it played second fiddle to the real leader of the
band: the excitement of coming home.
In about forty minutes, I’d be putting my feet in a
country I’d not seen for more than a decade. Though
I’d been planning for this trip for the better part of
half a year (or, in some respects, since 2008), it was
only now that the gravity of the occasion really hit
home. I was going to see London—the last English
city in which I had resided—and, in turn, my
eldest brother who lived there. I was going to see
Grimsby—the town of my childhood, my parents,
and my middle brother. I was going to see York—
my favorite city in England, and one to which my
wife had not yet been.
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As the lights of Hounslow came into view and
Heathrow Airport beckoned our plane toward the
runway, I swallowed hard to stave off the mounting
earache that had accompanied our descent toward
the capital. It was clear that the first sound I would
encounter on British soil would be the ringing from
within my eardrum.
The first smell, on the other hand, would be
disinfectant. Emanating from the corridors of
Terminal 3, it was an odor whose existence had long
escaped my nasal collection. It was deeply distinct
from its American equivalents and bore the slightest
hint of my late grandma’s house. Ironically, she
didn’t care much for flying.
After a warm night in the ever-glamorous Premier

Inn (sort of the British equivalent of the Holiday
Inn), we met my brother at London’s Tower Hill,
where—utilizing his expertise—we learned some
tantalizing facts about the Tower of London,
including the following: more people died there in
the 20th century than all other centuries combined.
Oh, and we also indulged in emotional hugging.
Deeply undignified, the whole thing.

Of course, all of those things could be said of our
next destination: the Cotswolds. One of the most
enduring memories of our trip was getting lost in
the countryside adjoining the charming village
of Bourton-on-the-Water. It didn’t matter that we
ended up in a field laden with cow droppings; it
was the journey―over brooks, across daisy fields,
and through wooden gates―that gave worth to
every blister. And after our feet could traverse the
footpaths no longer, the restful village of Stow-onthe-Wold―with its storybook streets and homely
pubs―came as a welcome conclusion to our
Woldian adventures.

Of course, this wholly un-English concept seemed
to follow us around England, as the wife and I
strolled up to my childhood home and embraced
my parents for the first time in a decade. My middle
brother offered a firm “hello.”

From here, it was on to another historic city―that
of Oxford. I should confess that we booked too
short a time period to adequately get to grips with
it. Nonetheless, we crafted what I would readily
identify as enduring memories in two waves.
Firstly, we afforded ourselves a visit to Christ
Church College, whose main dining hall provided
the inspiration for that used in J.K. Rowling’s Harry
Potter saga. Secondly, we became reacquainted
once more with a fellow British-American couple
we had befriended in Indiana, but who now called
Oxford home.

It was oddly pleasant to be back in Grimsby. I’d half
expected the entire four days to be a gloomy affair,
particularly with the looming promise of unwanted
classmate reunions. But said reunions never came.
Much of our experience, in fact, involved counting
all the ways in which my parents had changed and
how my childhood home had done nothing of the
sort. The same old mugs were kept in the same old
cupboards, and the same old wood pigeons provided
the ambiance to the same old back garden.
In fact, despite the political tensions of the past
three years, England imparted upon me a great
sense of familiarity - as if nothing had changed at
all. Of course, there were little flourishes here and
there: contactless payment, new pound coins, and
vaping shops. But the essence of England deviated
little from that of my first twenty-five years.

And just as one cannot do Oxford in a day, nor can
one do England in fourteen. A whirlwind of a trip
came to an end just as I was starting to feel once
more at home. The overwhelming thought that
swirled around my brain as we boarded our British
Airways flight was ”I think we’ll return.” As that
red dot moved gingerly in the direction of O’Hare
International Airport, I made one simple vow: don’t
leave it eleven years next time, Laurence.

This was particularly true of York, which was just as
I remembered it. I suppose this should come as little
surprise, given the city’s commitment to historic
preservation, which was precisely the reason I so
greatly wanted Tarah―my wife―to experience
it. The Roman and Viking landmarks―so evident
within and around the city walls―appealed to her
zest for the history book. So much so, in fact, that
upon leaving, we earmarked York as a potential next
place of residence should we move back to Britain.
From Betty’s Tea Room to Clifford’s Tower, the
entire city remains my favorite in the land; a place
I could amble around for hours; where pear-shaped
buildings are part of the charm; where writers like
myself might easily acquire inspiration.
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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:
MARGARET THATCHER
THE IRON LADY
34

M

argaret Thatcher was the first female
British Prime Minister, from 1979 to
1990 and leader of the Conservative Party
from 1975. She undertook a radical reform of the
British economy and society, dismantling many
of the social programmes introduced after WWII
and introducing neo-liberal economic practises.
She weakened the power of organized labour and
dramatically increased homeownership by selling
social housing. Her policies and political style were
highly divisive, ultimately even in her own party,
which turned against her to retain power when her
popularity declined. The Iron Lady, as she was often
called, increased nationalist sentiments in the UK
and re-established its position as a world power. She
was the most transformative leader in the second
half of the 20th century, and her legacy still affects
British politics and opinion today.
Margaret Hilda Roberts was born on the 13th of
October, 1925, in Grantham, a market town set in
the rolling countryside of Lincolnshire. Her father
Alfred had two successful grocery shops in the
town, and the family lived above one of them. As
was typical at that time for clever children of the
middle-class, Margaret won a scholarship to the
local grammar school and from there won another
scholarship to Somerville College, Oxford. This
was a women’s college founded in the late 19th
century, and Margaret studied chemistry, graduating
with second-class honours in 1947. Besides
science, she had already developed an interest in
politics and was President of the Oxford University
Conservative Association during her final year.
She was strongly influenced by the writings of the
Austrian liberal economist F. A. Hayek, who was
living in Britain at the time. Hayek was an opponent
of government intervention in the economy, at a
time when the socialist Labour Party had just swept
to power in the UK, displacing, among many others,
Margaret’s father from his position as Mayor of
Grantham.
After graduation, and while working as a
chemist, she remained active in Conservative
politics and in 1951, through political connections
she had made at Oxford, she was invited to
become the Conservative Party candidate for the
seat of Dartford, Kent. This was considered to be
a safe Labour seat, and in the ensuing elections,
she did indeed lose to Labour but succeeded in
reducing their majority. At a dinner celebrating

KEY FACTS
•
•
•
•

Born 1925– died 2013
Britain’s first female Prime Minister
Transformed the political landscape
of Britain with her policies of
‘Thatcherism.’
Attracted both strong support and
opposition

her nomination she had met a wealthy, divorced
local businessman ten years her senior, called
Dennis Thatcher, and less than 12 months later
they were married. Dennis funded a career-switch
for Margaret, who took the bar exams, and in 1953
she became a barrister specialized in tax law. In the
same year, she gave birth to twins, who kept her
out of the political arena until 1959 when she won
the safe Conservative seat of Finchley. Her maiden
speech was in support of a bill to make local council
meetings open to the public, and her first opposition
to the official policies of her own party came when
she spoke in favour of the return of birching, the
British version of flogging.
Margaret Thatcher, as she was now, stood out
in her party, and soon left the back-benches for a
more prominent position, being selected at the end
of 1961 by Prime Minister Harold McMillan as a
junior minister. The following year she was selected
by the American Embassy for a place in the Foreign
Leader Program, being described as a potential
future prime minister. She spent six weeks in
America, meeting such prominent people as Nelson
Rockefeller. This trip raised her profile and shortly
after her return she received a coveted Shadow
Cabinet position.
When Edward Heath won the election in 1970,
Thatcher entered his cabinet as Secretary of State
for Education and Science. One of her first actions
was to cut costs by eliminating a program that
gave free milk to school children. This unleashed
a firestorm of attacks by the Labour Party and the
media, almost leading her to leave politics. But she
toughed it out and despite her own grammar school
background played a major part in the conversion
of many of them to more open schooling, called
comprehensive schools. The 1973 oil embargo,
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subsequent inflation and union battles for wage
increases brought about the collapse of the Heath
government and in 1974 Labour returned to power.
The Conservative Party looked for a replacement
leader, and when Thatcher mounted a challenge to
Ted Heath, she defeated him. With the support of
the right-wing of her party, and became leader in
February 1975.
Politically Thatcher was opposed to the welfare
state introduced by Labour in the post WWII period,
and was a tough political opponent, but she lacked
the public appeal needed to win elections, so she
underwent what we would today call a makeover,
receiving voice coaching to remove her harsh
Lincolnshire accent, and changing her hairstyle and
clothing habits. She still retained her tough persona
and when a Soviet Russian newspaper dubbed her
the ‘Iron Lady’, she welcomed the nickname with
pride.
The 1970s were a tough time in the UK, with
very poor economic conditions, a series of major
labour disputes and strikes, and high levels of both
unemployment and inflation. When the Labour
government lost a confidence vote and had to call
an election in 1979, the Conservative Party won
a majority and Thatcher became the UK’s first
female Prime Minister. Much of the success of the
party came from its adoption of some of the antiimmigration rhetoric of its major opponent on the
right, the National Front, which collapsed when
many of its voters switched to Thatcher. Once in
power, she continued her opposition to unchecked
immigration, limiting the number of Vietnamese
boat-people entering the country to less than 10,000
of the 800,000 who fled their country at that time.
On the economic front, the Thatcher
government was the first Western government to
embrace neo-liberal policies, and she lowered direct
taxes to stimulate demand while cutting government
services in education and housing to cope with the
resulting fall in government revenue. She famously
said that there was no such thing as ‘society’, only
a group of individuals. Her approval rating quickly
fell as the cuts took effect and when tax revenue fell
during the recession of the early 1980’s she raised
taxes again, going against her own policies and
meeting strong opposition from many economists.
At this point, the military junta then in power
in Argentina stepped in to help unintentionally.
After a long-standing dispute over the ownership
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of the Falkland Islands the junta misjudged, and
in 1982 seized the islands, thinking that Britain
would not intervene. After some hesitation,
Thatcher responded with the full force of the
British army and navy, quickly defeating Argentina
and raised her status dramatically as a successful
wartime leader. The victory also had an economic
effect, ending the period of ‘slumpflation’ so
that growth with reduced inflation returned,
although manufacturing output had fallen 30%
and unemployment stubbornly remained at over
3 million. With the opposition in disarray, a quick
election was called in 1983, and the Conservatives
were returned to power with an increased majority.
It took five more years, and the huge revenue
gained from the exploitation of the North Sea
gas reserves before the economy fully recovered.
Throughout her term, Thatcher had lower approval
ratings than her party, and in both style and action,
she was consistently divisive. A newly-revived
Labour Party established a strong lead in the polls
and discontent with her leadership grew within her
own party. Towards the end of 1990 the dramatic
resignation of her Deputy Prime Minister, Geoffrey
Howe, was immediately followed by a leadership
challenge from the universally-popular Michael
Heseltine, who polls showed could beat Labour. In
the ensuing leadership ballot, Thatcher won the first
round, but complex rules forced a second ballot,
and when Thatcher found she lacked sufficient
votes to win it she resigned, rather than face direct
defeat. Feeling betrayed, she handed the Queen
her resignation and left the official residence at
10 Downing Street in tears. Two years later the
Conservative won another election under their new
leader John Major.
Thatcher had resigned her seat by the time
of that 1992 election, aged 66, and she retired to
write her memoirs, lecture and act as a highlypaid consultant to international corporations. She
continued to make statements and give interviews
challenging or supporting the various UK and
international policies, and she maintained a hawkish
position in international affairs. In 2003 her husband
Dennis died. The following year she attended the
state funeral of her close friend President Reagan,
and in 2005, she celebrated her 80th birthday in
the company of the Queen and other establishment
figures. However in that same year signs of the
onset of dementia were apparent to her family, and

of unions, the growth of corporate power
and even the housing bubble are all the
direct result of policies introduced by her
and continued in large part in the following
years.

Sites to Visit
•

•
•

There is a grave marker in the
grounds of the Royal Hospital,
Chelsea, where the ashes of her and
Dennis are buried.
There is a bronze statue inside the
Houses of Parliament, Westminster
There are plans for a Margaret
Thatcher Memorial Museum &
Library, but construction has not yet
begun.

Further Research
•
although she continued to attend official functions
at home and abroad - when her health permitted life became more and more difficult for her. In 2012
she moved into a suite at the Ritz Hotel, and after a
stroke, she died on the 8th of April, 2013.

The film The Iron Lady (2011) is
a fictionalized account of her life,
starring Meryl Streep.

Thatcher wrote two volumes of
autobiography:
•

Her Legacy
The many changes introduced by Thatcher
during her time as Prime Minister had two purposes
– to destroy the socialist welfare system (well,
except for the NHS which she said was ‘safe in
their hand’) introduced by the Labour Party after
WWII, and to re-establish Britain as a global
power. Her policies quickly became described
as Thatcherism and even converted much of the
Labour Party, under Tony Blair, to a more moderate
version of the same thing. She was highly divisive
and still, today has trenchant supporters and just as
trenchant opponents. When the news of her death
was released, there was mourning, but also a public
celebration.
The global position of Britain today, its
relationship with the European Union, the decline

The Downing Street Years
(1993) and The Path to Power
(1995). Also available as a single
volume: Margaret Thatcher: The
Autobiography (2013)

Biographies include:
•
•
•

•
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Margaret Thatcher: The Authorized
Biography (2 volumes), by Charles
Moore
Margaret Thatcher: From Grantham
to the Falklands, by Charles Moore
The Iron Lady: Margaret Thatcher,
from Grocer’s Daughter to Prime
Minister, by John Campbell and
David Freeman
Madam Prime Minister: A
Biography of Margaret Thatcher, by
Libby Hughes

THIS ENGLISH LIFE

HOW TO GET INTO ENGLISH PREP SCHOOL, IN 100 EASY STEPS
By Erin Moore

A

t 9 am on a Tuesday, there are 150 carefully
dressed parents assembled in the auditorium
of a sought-after prep school in West London.
The distinctive pong of school lunch wafts from the
cafeteria. We’ve just heard a rousing speech from the
headmistress about the importance of honoring children
as individuals. I’m struggling to stay awake for this
because the individual girl I’m here to honor is 18
months old and kept me awake half the night. Now, it’s
Q&A time. Everyone sits up a bit straighter. A mother
raises her hand and asks about the school’s sibling
policy—will her daughter’s younger sister be given
preference for entry? Yes, she will. And in fact the
year we are applying for, 2014, contains a number of
siblings already. But! Good news: There are four places
left in the class for our girls. Entry will, therefore, be
decided by lottery. A poorly muffled collective moan
rises from the crowd.
In London, as in large cities in the U.S.,
competition for the best school places is fierce. Friends’
horror stories about it contributed to our decision not
to raise children in Manhattan. I grew up a public
school kid—small town, one school, no choice—and
I turned out fine. But my husband and I care a lot
about education, and we have a vast choice of schools.
When our first child was born in London nearly
nine years ago, we knew we’d have to figure out the
system here. We understood that the top-rated “state”
(what Americans describe as public) schools were
oversubscribed, and places were allocated by proximity.
Some friends of ours moved out of their home and into
one a stone’s throw from their desired state school, only
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to wake up one morning to the sound of moving vans:
a family with three children was moving in one door
closer to the school. They sweated it out for months
before they got the good news that their gamble had
worked; their daughter was in.
Since we were renters at the time, with no fixed
address, we started looking around at prep schools
(what Americans would call private schools), and
promptly fell in love. British prep schools are among
the best in the world, and their trappings are irresistible
to the Anglophile: smart uniforms, gracious old
buildings, playing fields, school songs and pretty
accents. Their brochures rival those of American
colleges for clichéd images of green lawns, healthy
students and red bricks. All of them tout their students’
high marks on secondary school exams; yet funnily
enough, none will admit to being an educational
“hothouse”—domain of pushy parents and their
pressurized young.
We started looking at schools for Anne when she
was just 18 months old—a bit late. Truly ambitious
parents give birth, then turn immediately to the school
applications in their hospital bags. Bleary-eyed fathers
make the rounds of the top prep schools with papers in
hand the next morning. The closer to September a child
is born, the better his or her chances. After November,
some schools have already reached capacity. You may
apply only for your newborn to join a waiting list: a
rite of passage if ever there was. Some schools work
by lottery. Some assess prospective pupils at age 3,
judging them on social skills and abilities like writing
their names or stringing a certain number of beads in
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under a minute. Some go by parent interviews alone.
Some processes are occult and seem to be based on the
Head of School’s instinctive liking for a certain child
or family. It probably helps to be rich or famous. Yet
other schools appear to prefer serious and academic
types. Each school is different, and as a parent, one has
no choice but to learn their idiosyncrasies and decide
whether or not to play along.
It all starts (and sometimes ends) with a tour.
Prospective parents are invited for a speech from the
Head of School, a tour by current students, and a cup of
tea and a chat with teachers in a throng of other hopeful
applicants. This almost always takes place during a
school day so that you can peer into classrooms, sniff
the cafeteria, and get a sense of the community you’d
be joining and its values. Many, though not all, prep
schools are single-sex. I visited 12 schools when we
were applying for our daughter, and only two were coed. All but one required a uniform.
I understood right away that just because a school
has a stellar reputation and a lot of happy pupils,
doesn’t mean it is a good fit. At one school, girls were
required to curtsey to every adult they encountered. At
another, the Head name-dropped an actor, a politician,
and a fashion designer in the first five minutes of
her speech. It was clear they weren’t looking for us!
Visiting an English class, I heard a 5-year-old girl,
asked to use “dismayed” in a sentence, say, “I was
dismayed when my pony trod on my foot.” In another
English class, a boy of about eleven complained that
he had done his homework, “But my cleaner threw it
away.”
The student tours varied, some given by
astonishingly polished 9-year-olds with impeccable
manners that outshone those of the parents in their
charge. Others looked at the ground, monosyllabic and
inaudible. We were treated to concerts, and glimpses
of playing fields so lovely they resembled Royal Parks.
Some schools instead had grubby airshaft playgrounds
and buses to take the children to the nearest green
space, sometimes up to half an hour away.
The school uniforms were memorable. Some were
old-fashioned (think little Lord Fauntleroy knickers
and colors last in fashion in 1950). Some were painful
to look at (jackets with vertical stripes, like Michael
Keaton wore in Beetlejuice, or droopy pleated skirts
which seemingly suited no one). You can’t rule out
a school based on its uniform—those I described
are from some of London’s finest schools—but it is
impossible not to have an opinion. My daughter’s
school requires a straw boater hat with a green
ribbon—try convincing an eight-year-old to balance
that on her Head, or worse, keeping track of it on the

205 bus. (You won’t want to risk losing it, as they cost
35 pounds to replace.)
It is hard to know, when a child is only two or
three, what sort of school to choose. A school with an
excellent music program makes sense if we think she
will be musical like her dad. If she takes after me, her
talents will lie elsewhere. We might choose a school
based on a wonderful rapport with the Head, only for
her to retire. Finally, after all the tours and applications,
I had to trust that our child would thrive at a school
where her parents felt comfortable. When I visited a
school and felt no eagerness to leave, when I had good
conversations with the other parents and felt inspired by
the teachers, when I wanted to settle in and read in the
library, I knew we had found the one. Anne got in, and
we ordered her green plaid uniforms, which she pointed
out were the same pattern as her father’s old L.L. Bean
bathrobe, but no matter.
Anne’s school is all-girls, with a welcoming sibling
policy, so it made abundant sense shortly after we
chose it when we found out we were expecting her
baby brother! And so the process began all over again.
This time, we were initiated. We had our applications
ready early. Henry ignored his August due date and was
born in September. He’ll be the oldest child in his class,
whereas his sister (born in late August) is the youngest.
Being older helps, because so much is expected of
four-year-olds entering Reception (the equivalent of
kindergarten). He will have to wear a blazer and tie,
shake hands with the Head at the door, and spend seven
hours each day learning to read, write and add—skills
I’m sure I didn’t learn until age five or six, at least.
This past winter, Henry had to attend assessments,
which are a combination play date and interview. Each
was going to be a little different, and I wasn’t sure how
to prepare him. I made certain he was fed, rested, clean
and combed and gave him the same pep talk he’d had
on his first day of nursery school: “We are going to go
and meet some interesting new people now. Let’s make
friends with everyone!”
When Henry’s acceptance letter came, for the
school we wanted most for him, I jumped up and down.
Not just because I was proud of him, but because I
never have to get another child into prep school. Now,
all I have to do is make sense of a uniform list as long
as a novella, and come September, make friends with
everyone.
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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Great Events in British History
OPERATION CHASTISE: THE DAMBUSTERS RAID

Aftermath of the Raids
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F

ew airborne missions in the history of the
Second World War have taken on such an
iconic status as that of Operation Chastise,
otherwise known as the Dambusters Raid. On the
night of 16 May 1943, Royal Air Force Squadron
617 launched a surprise attack on a number of
strategic German sites, featuring the pioneering use
of new ‘bouncing bombs’, codenamed ‘Upkeeps’.
This surprise attack successfully targeted German
industrial sites with a high degree of precision,
resulting in the breaching of two major dams in
the Ruhr industrial valley, and severely damaging
a third. The raid caused extensive damage to
German infrastructure, power and water supplies,
and resulted in a very high civilian death toll. Only
half of the squadron survived the mission, which
was immortalised in the 1955 epic war film The
Dambusters. Although the significance of the raid
in the overall war effort is debated, it is clear that
Operation Chastise functioned as a significant
blow to German morale in this critical stage of
the Second World War. The raids live on in the
collective British memory as a shining example of
British ingenuity and daring-do.

KEY DATES
•
•
•
•

March 1942 - Wallis designs the new
‘bouncing bomb’ to target German dams
26 February 1943 - Operation Chastise
is given the go-ahead; testing begins
29 April 1943 - Final tests of the new
bouncing bombs
16 May 1943 - Operation Chastise is
launched

damage to breach the concrete dam, but the planes
also needed an extremely accurate targeting system,
flown with sufficient dexterity in order to avoid
detection. Such a raid had never been attempted
before, and to all intents and purposes, in the early
1940s, it seemed to be impossible.
A number of wartime engineers were set
the task of creating new technology that would
facilitate the mission. Barnes Wallis, an engineer
at Vickers, applied himself and developed an
innovative and intelligent solution to the problem.
The initial idea was to construct a 10-tonne bomb
that could be dropped from around 40,000 feet in
the air. This bomb would have the capacity to cause
serious damage to the dam wall but was likely to
have limited success on account of the torpedo nets
that were intended to prevent such attacks. Wallis
needed to find a way to circumvent the torpedo nets
and to land the bombs at the base of the dam wall.
In order to achieve this, he devised an ingenious
solution. The bomb he designed was drum-shaped
and small and was designed to spin backwards. This
meant that it could be dropped from a low altitude
on to the water, where the spinning momentum
would lead it to bounce along the surface, in much
the same way as a spinning stone bounces off the
surface of a lake. In this way, the bomb could avoid
the torpedo nets altogether and be detonated once
it landed next to the dam by means of a hydrostatic
fuse.
Wallis’s designs were initially met with ridicule,
and Sir Arthur Harris, Chief of Bomber Command,
is said to have referred to them as ‘tripe’ and the
‘maddest proposition’. However, Wallis persevered
with his tests. The second challenge was to find
a vessel suitable for carrying the bombs to their

Building the Bouncing Bomb
During the early 1940s, at the height of
the Second World War, Allied policymakers
had identified a number of strategic sites in the
German heartlands that were thought to provide
opportunities to limit the capacity of the Germans
to operate potentially. In particular, the heavily
industrialised Ruhr Valley was singled out as an
important target. The valley contained a number of
important dams that provided crucial hydroelectric
power and ensured a clean supply of water for
civilians, military personnel, and for industrial use
in steel making. If these dams could be breached,
it was suggested, it would strike a keen blow to the
German war effort.
However, devising a way to attack these
important and well-defended sites was no easy
feat. The targeted dams, particularly the Mohne,
were well defended by German flak (anti-aircraft
guns), and the mission would require a surprise
attack, capable of dropping a significant load on
the site with hitherto unprecedented accuracy. The
bombs needed to be large enough to cause sufficient
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that this would be destroyed, due to the steep hills
surrounding the reservoir, which would make
the approach more difficult. The days leading up
to the raid were tense and uncertain, as the final
preparations for the mission were made. At midday
on 16 May, the crews were finally briefed on the
substance of the plan and given their orders for the
raid. Operation Chastise would take place that very
night.

KEY FIGURES
•
•
•

Barnes Wallis - Inventor of the
‘bouncing bombs’ used in Operation
Chastise
Sir Arthur Harris - Chief of Bomber
Command
Guy Gibson - Wing Commander of
No.617 Squadron

Operation Chastise: The Launch

destination. The planes needed to be capable of
carrying a four-tonne bomb, modified to allow for
the spinning mechanism to be fitted, and needed to
be flown extremely low to the ground in order to
ensure that they hit the water at the correct angle. A
series of trials were carried out in late 1942, first on
a scaled prototype and later on a full-sized prototype
on Chesil Beach in January of 1943. Following this,
it was decided that a modified version of the Arvo
Lancaster bomber would be sufficient to carry the
bombs, thus considerably accelerating the process
of development. Finally, on 26 February 1943, the
mission was given the go-ahead.

Planning and Preparations
The operation was assigned to a new
squadron taken from No. 5 Group RAF, led by
Wing Commander Guy Gibson. Gibson was an
experienced and capable flyer and was given the
task of putting together the dedicated 617 Squadron
and running tests with the new bombs and modified
planes. Gibson was the only one to be given full
information about the details of the raid, and he
began to intensively drill his crews in order to give
the mission the best possible chance of success. The
squadron consisted of personnel from the Royal Air
Force, in addition to those from the Royal Canadian
Air Force, the Royal Australian Air Force and the
Royal New Zealand Air Force.
The key targets for the mission were identified
as the Mohne Dam and the Sorpe Dam, both
upstream from the Ruhr industrial complex. The
Eder Dam, on the nearby Eder River, was chosen
as a secondary target, but there were limited hopes
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From 9.28pm on 16 May, 19 Lancaster bombers,
carrying 133 crew, departed Lincolnshire in waves,
organised into two main groups and taking different
routes into enemy territory. The bombers flew low
in order to avoid radar detection and this created
problems from the very outset. One fighter, flying
too low, actually struck the sea, and lost the bomb
in the water. Another ran into electricity pylons and
crashed; others were shot down by anti-aircraft fire
as they hit the Dutch coast.
Gibson headed the first formation, bound for
the Mohne Dam. One by one, the bombers went in
and dropped their payload, but it took five attempts
before the dam was breached. The planes with the
remaining bombs then went on to attack the Eder,
which was also successfully breached just half an
hour later. Repeated bombardment of the Sorpe
yielded limited results: the dam was damaged but
remained intact.
The last bomber arrived back at base at 6.15am
on 17 May. Of the 133 crewmen who had set out
as part of Operation Chastise, 53 were killed, and
three were captured, becoming prisoners of war.
However, the operation had been a surprising
success. The breaching of the Mohne and Eder
Dams had caused a huge flood to surge down the
valley, destroying factories, military infrastructure
and putting a major hydroelectric power station out
of commission. In addition to this, the operation
killed approximately 1600 people, most of whom
were factory workers and foreign prisoners of war.
The surprise hit on German infrastructure was a
huge blow to morale, and created a corresponding
surge of hope among the British and Allied forces.

Opposite Top: Bouncing Bomb Test, Bottom: Lancaster Bomber
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Aftermath of the raids

Legacy

tracts of arable land and livestock, leaving the area
impossible to cultivate for almost a decade after the
raid. Operation Chastise was lauded in Britain as an
enormous strategic and military victory.
However, with the benefit of hindsight, it
appears that the raid did not have as decisive an
impact in the war that has been assumed. Although
the Ruhr Valley suffered a huge shock, in practical
terms, water and electricity output was restored
to their pre-raid levels within six weeks of the
operation. Although the loss of life had been
considerable, the fact that the majority of these
casualties were foreign workers and prisoners of
war meant that the effect of the deaths was muted in
German society. Although the raid was a profound
shock and temporarily damaged domestic morale,
its impact was relatively short-lived. Significantly,
the British failed to target the site again during the
reconstruction effort, when it would have been at its
most vulnerable, and so any strategic impact on the
overall German war effort was fairly limited.
Perhaps the most significant implication of
Operation Chastise was its boost to Allied (and
especially British) morale. The British, who
had been subjected to the incessant onslaught of

The impact of Operation Chastise as part of the
overall war effort has been the subject of extensive
debate, even from the moment the last planes flew
back on 17 May 1943. Privately, Arthur Harris
continued to disparage the entire mission and
believed it to have no strategic worth. However,
publicly, the raid was immediately announced
as a major victory and was said to have caused
catastrophic damage to the German war effort. In
particular, the flood based by the breaching of the
Mohne Dam had an extremely significant effect on
local infrastructure, washing away roads, bridges
and railway lines within a 50-mile radius. In
addition to this, the dam’s principal utility, which
was the production of hydroelectric power, was
destroyed, meaning that factories and households
across the region were left without power for
weeks after the mission. Coal production across
Germany dropped significantly in the month
following the raid, which appears to have been
a direct consequence of the damage done in the
Ruhr Valley. In addition to this, local agriculture
was devastated; the flood washed away significant
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German bombs throughout the Blitz, had scored a
huge victory with just a handful of daring airmen.
The operation showcased British ingenuity, bravery
and tactical superiority, which raised the hopes that
were beginning to fade after four long years of war.
It is for this reason that the Dambusters raid has
endured in British memory: it provided a real sense
of victory at a time when it was most needed in
British society.

Sites to Visit
•

•

•

The Dambusters Memorial, Woodhall Spa,
England. This memorial is near to RAF
Coningsby in Lincolnshire and is the site
from which the Dambusters Raid was
launched. Annual events to commemorate
the raid and other Second World War battles
are held around the site.
RAF Coningsby, Lincolnshire, England.
The fighter base at Coningsby is host to an
excellent exhibition on the Battle of Britain,
and has a number of British fighter planes on
display, including Spitfires, Hurricanes, and
an Avro Lancaster used in the Dambusters
Raid.
RAF Museum, London, England. This
excellent, comprehensive London museum
contains a range of exhibits pertaining to
the role of the Air Force in wars throughout
the 20th and 21st centuries, particularly the
Second World War.

Further Research
•

Film, Literature and TV
•

•

•

The Dambusters, a 1955 epic war film based
on the events of Operation Chastise. One of
the most successful and iconic World War II
films ever made, the Dambusters recreates
the events of Operation Chastise, focusing
on the lives of those who fought and died
during the raid.
Dambusters Declassified. 2010 TV movie
taking a fresh look at the Dambusters raid,
by the actor/pilot Martin Shaw, focusing on
newly declassified information and sources.

•
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Max Arthur, Dambusters: A Landmark Oral
History, (Virgin: 2009). This fascinating
history of the raid, introduced in a foreword
by Stephen Fry, places the voices of those
who took part in the operation at the
forefront, offering a unique and visceral
insight into the events.
Chris Ward, Dambusters: The Forging
of a Legend: 617 Squadron, (Casemate
Publishers, 2009). This book offers a good
introduction to the 617 Squadron and the
events of Operation Chastise, including
a useful discussion of its aftermath and
significance as part of the war effort.
John Sweetman, The Dambusters Raid:
The Most Audacious Bombing Raid of the
Second World War (Cassell, 1999). This
classic history of the raid offers a detailed
and fresh look at the genesis of Operation
Chastise, the events of the raid, and the
implications for British military history.

RICHARD II
THE TRAGIC BOY KING
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R

ichard II succeeded to the English throne
at the age of ten and by the age of fourteen
was playing a major role in English politics,
particularly the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381. But his
reign was blighted by the ambitions of his powerful
uncles, most notably John of Gaunt who constantly
threatened Richard with rebellion. More interested
in art and culture than war and aggression, Richard
sought to bring an end to the Hundred Year’s
War and created an atmosphere of refinement and
decadence to the royal court. Thought to have been
a tyrannical king during his later reign, Richard
was unpopular with the masses, and when Henry
of Bolingbroke [John of Gaunt’s son] captured
Richard, had him deposed and later probably
murdered him, he was met with little resistance
from Richard’s former subjects.
Richard was the son of Edward the Prince of
Wales known as the Black Prince and his wife
Joan, the 4th Countess of Kent and was born at the
Archbishop’s Palace in Bordeaux, Aquitaine on the
January 6th 1367.
At nine years old, Richard’s father, The Black
Prince, died leaving Richard the titles Prince of
Wales and Duke of Cornwall. Richard had an
older brother, Edward of Angoulême, who died at
five years old making Richard first in line to the
English throne. A year later Richard’s grandfather,
King Edward III, died leaving him the title King of
England.
At first Richard II submitted to the government
of a regency council but in 1381, aged fourteen,
he intervened in the increasingly violent Peasant’s
Revolt. Richard personally came to an amicable
agreement with the leaders of the revolt that
successfully ended the uprising, but when his
council took over, rescinded the pardons and had
the leaders hanged, Richards reputation suffered a
drop it never fully recovered from.
While the rule of his grandfather Edward III
was marked by almost constant military aggression
and wars overseas, Richard II had little interest in
expanding his kingdom abroad through violence.
Instead, the reign of Richard II was notable for
Richard’s constant struggle to defend his throne
against his three powerful uncles, the dukes of
Lancaster, York and Gloucester. John of Gaunt, the
duke of Lancaster, constantly schemed to take the
throne from Richard and passed on his ambitions to
his son Henry of Bolingbroke.

KEY FACTS
•
•
•

•

Richard II was born on January 6th
1367 in Bordeaux.
On June 16th 1377 Richard became the
King of England, Wales and Ireland
aged ten.
Richard II was married twice, once in
January 1382 to Anne of Bohemia and
for a second time in September 1396
to Isabella of Valois who was just nine
years old at the time of their union.
Richard II abdicated his throne on
September 29th 1399 and was deposed
by Parliament on the same day. He died
at Pontefract either by self-starvation or
murder.

Richard was married to Anne of Bohemia,
daughter of Holy Roman Emperor Charles IV and
sister of King Wenceslaus IV of Bohemia for clear
political reasons, in order to foster a relationship
with a strong central European ally against France.
Their marriage turned out to be a success both
politically and personally as they appeared to be
completely devoted to each other throughout their
twelve years of marriage although their union did
not provide Richard with an heir.
Known to be an autocratic leader, Richard
amassed a household of over 10,000 people and
used allies within Parliament to support his absolute
rule over the kingdom. Known as an aesthete with
a refined interest in culture and the arts, Richard
cultivated a refined atmosphere at his court and
believed strongly in the royal prerogative which
basically meant in simple terms that he could do no
wrong.
But Parliament, supported by Richard’s unhappy
and powerful uncles and led by the influential
Earls of Warwick, Derby, Arundel and Nottingham
and the Duke of Gloucester, continued to pressure
the King to cooperate with them. Eventually, this
pressure turned to violence, and the unruly lords
took up arms and drove some of Richard’s allies,
officials in the royal household, into exile. In 1387
control of government was taken over by this group
of aristocrats who called themselves the Lords
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Appellant. In response, Richard launched a coup d’
état in 1388 and resumed a personal government,
gradually diplomatically partnering with the
opposition.
In 1394 Queen Anne died suddenly from the
plague and due either to grief or the lack of the
Queens modifying influence Richard became ever
more despotic and extravagant, leading to renewed
revolt from his enemies in Parliament. Richard
was re-married in September 1396 to Isabella of
Valois, daughter of King Charles VI of France, who
was just shy of seven years old at their wedding.
This union further stabilized the truce in place with
France which up to this point had been a 28-year
pause in the Hundred Years War. Richard insisted
on referring to himself as the King of France and
refused to give back ownership of Calais.
In order to placate his uncle, John of Gaunt,
Richard legitimized John’s four illegitimate
children. John had been engaged in an affair with
Katherine Swynford for many years, throughout
both of his marriages and their children were almost
as old as John’s heir, Henry of Bolingbroke. This
simple act, presumably poorly thought-out by the
King, came to govern the succession of the English
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throne in the coming years. All of John’s children,
now legitimized by the King, enjoyed huge gains
in prestige and wealth and John was temporarily
pacified.
Three lords now stood in the way of Richard’s
almost complete domination, the Duke of
Gloucester, the Earl of Arundel and the Earl of
Warwick. Arundel was the first to be arrested
and promptly executed, Warwick was taken next
heavily fined and exiled and finally, Gloucester
was sent to Calais where he died in suspicious
circumstances in prison [supposedly instigated by
Thomas de Mowbray]. The killing was not over
yet. The influential Earl of Derby, John of Gaunt’s
son and heir, accused Thomas de Mowbray, the
Duke of Norfolk of treason, an accusation Richard
decided to settle by means of a joust to the death.
The battleground was set in Coventry in front of a
crowd of thousands of people but just as the deed
was about to be done Richard cancelled the joust
and banished both Dukes out of England and out of
his sight.
Soon after John of Gaunt died but with Henry,
formerly the Earl of Derby, in exile, Richard refused
to give him his due inheritance. Henry responded

by landing in Yorkshire to ‘claim his father’s duchy’
and while he was at it the throne of England as
well. Henry captured King Richard and brought
him to the Tower of London where he forced him to
abdicate his throne on September 29th 1399 before
a mixed committee of officials and peers.
The next day at a meeting of Parliament in
Westminster Hall, Henry is said to have risen
from his place on the duke’s bench and cried out
‘I challenge this kingdom and crown’. In London,
Henry’s claim was met with great acclaim and his
place on the throne secured, but as always there
were those who did not agree with his claim and,
due to a complicated genealogy, opposed him as
a usurper. Henry dealt with this opposition in the
same was Richard would have, provoking his
enemies to reveal themselves and having them
killed. The constant threat of a swell in support of
Richard led to his [alleged] murder in Pontefract
Castle on February 14th 1400. Henry V later had his
body buried in Westminster Abbey.

Legacy Today

John of Guant

Richard II’s legacy has been shaped so
significantly by Shakespeare’s play based on
his life that it’s difficult to know what we would
think of the King if this play had never been
written. Ultimately it was Richard’s inability
or unwillingness to work in conjunction with
Parliament and his unwavering belief in the royal
prerogative that led to his downfall. Although an
unsuccessful king overall, Richard showed promise
as a young king and his role in suppressing the
Peasant’s Revolt of 1381 has not been forgotten.

Further Research
•
•
•
•
•

Film & TV
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

•

Richard II (1997)
The Wars of the Roses (1989) TV series
The Tragedy of King Richard II (1970) TV
An Age of Kings (1960) TV series
Richard of Bordeaux (1955) TV
Richard II (1954) TV
The Tragedy of King Richard II (1950) TV

Dodd, Gwilym (ed.) (2000). The Reign of
Richard II
Bennett, Michael J. (1999). Richard II and
the Revolution of 1399
Gillespie, James; Goodman, Anthony (eds.)
(1998). Richard II: The Art of Kingship
Saul, Nigel (1997). Richard II
Goodman, Anthony (1992). John of
Gaunt: The Exercise of Princely Power in
Fourteenth-Century Europe
Steel, Anthony (1941). Richard II.
Cambridge: Cambridge University Press.

Locations to Visit
•

•
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Richard was born at the Archbishop’s Palace
in Bordeaux, died in Pontefract Castle in
Yorkshire and is buried in Westminster
Abbey.
Richard surrendered to Henry of
Bolingbroke at Flint Castle in Wales. The
remains of the castle are open to the public.

CADGWITH: A PHOTO ESSAY
EXPLORING A PERFECT CORNISH SEASIDE VILLAGE
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Until we visited this lovely Cornish
seaside village, I had never heard of it.
Our hosts who were showing us around
Cornwall we’re quick to inform us that
this village was quite famous with most
Britons. It is known as a ‘typical’ seaside
Cornish village, and scenes of its boats
in the harbour adorn calendars all over
Britain. Like Gold Hill, it’s an iconic scene.
Cadgwith is almost a secret place.
Normal traffic isn’t allowed, you have to
park at a car park and then walk down
a footpath to get into the village. Along
the way, you’ll spot beautiful thatched
cottages, battered by the sea over the
centuries. The village is compact, and you
can see it all in an afternoon. There isn’t
much to actually do other than wander
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around and admire the beauty of the
place. We peaked into an old Cornish tin
church, which had a quiet beauty about
it. And that’s what I would ascribe to the
entire place - it has a quiet beauty to it,
only interrupted by the sound of the sea
lapping on the cliffs beyond.
Maritime history is strong here, and
you can even see it in the stones of the
cottages. Do make a visit, if you can. If
you cannot, Enjoy the photos in this
photo essay to give you a sense of the
place. I’m also happy to report that a
picture of the boats in the harbour will
indeed make it into the 2019 Anglotopia
Calendar. How could it not? Come along
and wander around lovely Cadgwith with
us!
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LIVING LARGE IN LINCOLNSHIRE
TEMPLE BRUER AND THE KNIGHTS TEMPLAR
By Eric Bryan
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T

he Knights Templar, those mysterious
soldier-monks famed for protecting the
ancient pilgrim routes and shrines to and
from Jerusalem during the Crusades, once lived
large in the rolling green hills of Lincolnshire. A
Western Christian military order active from circa
1119 to 1314, the Order of the Poor Fellow-Soldiers
of Christ and of the Temple of Solomon received
Catholic endorsement in 1129.
The Templar order was created after the First
Crusade (1096-99) when Jerusalem was captured
by Western forces. At its height, the order may have
consisted of as many as 20,000 members comprised
of three ranks or classes: armored knights, squires
or serving sergeants, and chaplains. The Templars
left their mark across the landscape of England both
in place names and architecture: Most locations
with “Temple” in their names denote a former
Templar possession, and Templar churches were
characteristically circular. The remaining round
churches in Cambridge and the Temple, London, are
examples.
The Templars financed their enterprises with
the income created from preceptories or estates
which they owned throughout Europe. The order
held several such preceptories in Lincolnshire.
These were Willoughton, Horkstow, Great Limber,
Gainsborough, and Bottesford in Lindsey; and
Aslackby, Eagle, South Witham, and Temple
Bruer in Kesteven. There was also Byard’s Leap,
which was a part of the Temple Bruer estate. Great
Limber, East Mere, and Elsham also have Templar
connections, and some theorize that there was a
Templar estate in Grimsby.
Solomon’s Temple on the Heath
At a spot six miles northwest of Sleaford, on
land bequeathed by William of Ashby, Temple
Bruer was founded on Lincoln Heath between 1150
and 1160. Not only were the Templars able to farm
the heathlands here (Bruer or bruyère derives from
the Norman-French word for heath), but the open
space made an ideal military training ground. Due
to its placement and growth in importance, Temple
Bruer became the Templar’s headquarters for its
mid-Lincolnshire estates.
Temple Bruer’s more than 4000-acre estate
featured a large, round church with other buildings
huddled around it. The whole affair was surrounded
by a defensive wall with a gatehouse. Outside
the wall may have been a village, but there is a

controversy about its existence: In their 1971 book,
Deserted Mediaeval Villages: Studies, Beresford
and Hurst listed Bruer as a DMV (deserted
medieval village), but it’s debated whether or not
Bruer existed independently of the church grounds
as a village.
Temple Bruer made the adaptation from arable
farming to sheep farming, and led the industry
breeding Lincolnshire Longwool sheep, vastly
enriching Lincolnshire. Temple Bruer also thrived
due to the conferring of a Wednesday market, and
because of the tax- and tithe-free way of life they
enjoyed under Pope Innocent II’s papal bull, Omne
Datum Optimum:
Throughout Europe, all Templar preceptories
were allowed to function almost as small,
independent states, free of the laws and taxes of
their host countries. This enabled estates such as
Temple Bruer to flourish and amass great wealth.
The bull also allowed the Templars to cross
with impunity the borders of any country which
recognized the order and to receive all spoils from
conquests of Muslim forces or lands.
So successful was Temple Bruer that it evolved
into the richest Templar preceptory in England
next to The Temple in London. (One source calls
Willoughton the wealthiest, and records a £177
[annual?] income for Temple Bruer.) The estates
at Eagle and South Witham, and an establishment
at East Mere, all were drawn under Temple Bruer
control.
Byard’s Leap, south of the former Bruer estate,
with its expansive stretches of level heathland
became the Templar’s tournament grounds. Rather
than jousting competitions, the events held here
were war games, with sizeable forces engaged in
simulated battles.
An 1185 survey of Templar preceptories listed
Bruer in its own separate section, noting 37 tenants
living in 34 crofts. In 1306, Edward I granted Bruer
a royal license to “make and crenelate a certain
great and strong gate”—shortly before the order
came under major fire from the King of France and
Pope Clement V.
From Riches to Rags
As the era of the Crusades passed, the Templars
went into banking. They loaned money to kings,
their wealth growing to legendary proportions. By
the early 14th century, their riches were a source of
resentment, especially to King Philip IV of France.
61

The Templar-indebted Philip spearheaded an
effort to investigate and persecute members of the
order. He pressed the Church to begin proceedings
against the Templars. This campaign led to scores
of French Templars being arrested, tortured, and
accused of heresy and other crimes.
Philip pressured Pope Clement into creating
a papal bull, issued on 22nd November 1307,
ordering all Christian European rulers to arrest the
Templars and confiscate their holdings. Philip used
the forced confessions—many of which the accused
afterward recanted—to create a scandal and to
prosecute members of the order. He denied some
of them the ability to defend themselves at trial and
had dozens of them burned at the stake in 1310.
England responded to the papal bull and Philip’s
pressuring in a less zealous manner. On 10th
January 1308, knights sent by Edward II—probably
accompanied by the Sheriff of Lincolnshire—
arrived at Temple Bruer and arrested the Templars,
including William de la More, Preceptor of Bruer
and Grand Prior of England.
Most of the possibly trumped-up charges failed
to stick. Across England, relatively few members of
the order were actually taken into custody. Of these,
many were reconciled with the Church, and some
were allowed to make a sort of sideways move and
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join the Order of the Knights Hospitaller.
Because of the massive debts various kings
and rulers owed to the Templars, the order was
suppressed by Pope Clement V in 1312. Under
another of Clement’s papal bulls, the ownership of
the Temple Bruer site was transferred to the Knights
Hospitallers, who administered the property until
the 1530s. King Philip executed the rest of the
Templar principals in 1314, some of them again by
incineration.
Antiquary John Leland visited Bruer in 1538 or
1539, and recorded that “there be great and vaste
Buildinges, but rude at this Place . . .” Tradition has
it that during the Civil War, Cromwell shelled the
remaining structures with artillery fire.
Temple Bruer as a church was dissolved in or
by 1541 (English Heritage gives 1538 as the year
of dissolving; Heritage Lincolnshire offers an
approximate year of 1540), during Henry VIII’s
Dissolution of the Monasteries.
Ruins and Excavations
Temple Bruer is one of the only Templar sites
in England with any standing remains. Though the
circular temple, surrounding buildings, and wall
have vanished (the foundation of the round Church
is now beneath the parking lot), the ruin at Bruer
consists of a square, three-story southeast tower

with a spiral staircase. The tower was constructed
of Lincolnshire oolitic limestone and was partially
restored in the early 20th century and again in 1961.
Another tower formerly stood at the north side of
the chancel.
The interior walls of the Temple Bruer tower
feature inscriptions and graffiti, some of which
may be contemporaneous with the Templars. Select
examples of these writings are cryptographs and
still await decoding.
In 1832 and 1833 Dr. G Oliver, Vicar of
Scopwick and amateur archaeologist surveyed the
grounds. His digs supposedly detected evidence of
live burials, the sacrifice of infants, subterranean
vaults littered with burnt human bones and a tunnel
running for miles to Wellingore.
The Temple Bruer site was excavated again in
1907 by WH St John Hope. The second dig reported
no evidence of underground vaults but did discover
two stairways descending to a crypt. Hope’s
project also served to provide the ground plan of
the Church, which has since become the basis for
artists’ reconstructions of the building.
However, Hope’s excavation, the members of
which included the High Sheriff of Lincolnshire,
may have been largely intended to disprove Dr.
Oliver’s findings. The bias against Dr. Oliver is

clear in Hope’s report of the dig. In one example,
asserting he had dispensed handily with Dr. Oliver’s
claims of underground passageways, Hope wrote,
“From henceforth it is to be hoped we shall hear no
more of them.”
Hope also cited Oliver’s supposed horror of
the Templar order, declaring that such feelings
influenced Oliver’s deductions and caused him to
take leaps of fancy. Though in the Hope-versusOliver controversy further conclusions may only
be reached via a modern, precise and delicate
archaeological investigation, the fact remains that
Hope, for whatever motives, did seem suspiciously
overanxious to discredit Dr. Oliver.
Samuel Buck did an engraving of the Temple
Bruer ruins in 1726 which reveals remains of some
of the structure which the existing tower attached
to. Buck captioned his engraving, “The North View
of Temple Bruer in the Middle of the Great Heath
on the South Side of the City of Lincoln.” The port
of Boston is indicated in the background.
If you visit Temple Bruer, bringing along a
copy of Buck’s engraving can help you envision
the layout of the Church as you contemplate the
Templar’s tower in this peaceful and still corner of
Lincolnshire farmland.
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NEW (TO ME) BRITISH SLANG WORDS
Editor’s Note:The following is a list of words that
are new to me, they are not new British slang
words per se.They are words that I have come
across that I find interesting and that didn’t make
it into the last edition of our British slang dictionary.
They will be added eventually! You can read them
here first!

something that you either love or you hate (like
Marmite).
Smooth, No Bits - I encountered this
traveling in Britain and found it amusing. It’s
what they call orange juice with no pulp.
Klaxon - A loud electric horn often used as
a warning signal. It is often used to denote big
news announcements.

Sloane Ranger - Also known as a Sloanie
is a stereotypical young upper-middle or
upper-class person who pursues a distinctive
fashionable lifestyle, named after Sloane Square
where these wealthy people lived. Derogatory.

Hothouse - A heated greenhouse.
Jumble Sale - The British equivalent to a
rummage sale (also a car boot sale).

Hustings - An event where election
campaigners meet party members and make
their case to be elected.

Swot - To study a subject intensively, as for an
examination; to cram.

PMT - Pre-Menstrual Tension - What the
British call PMS.

Jump Leads - Jumper cables.

The Daily Mail Test - Making a decision
based on whether or not it can be spun into a
negative story by the British tabloid The Daily
Mail.

Jobseeker - Someone who is on
unemployment but searching for a job. They are
not ‘unemployed,’ they are jobseekers.
Sally Army - Short slang term for the
Salvation Army.

Saturday Girl - A female employee that
generally only works on weekends, usually a
student or young person.

Wazz - To urinate - have a wazz.

Pay and Display - A parking lot where
you have to pay in advance and display a paid
parking ticket on your dashboard.

Shambles - A disaster.
Chin Wag - To have a chat or conversation
with another person.

Click and Collect - Ordering online and
then picking it up in the store - usually, it’s
ready for you, or it’s kept in a locker.

Chivvy - To nag someone to do something
(usually that they don’t want to do).

Jerry Can - A gas can.

Bloody Nora - An alternative to ‘bloody hell.’
- An exclamation or interjection of surprise or
incredulity.

Marmitey - An adjective to describe
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