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A note on pronouns





The leading characters in this book are the reviewer and the reader: otherwise referred to as ‘he’ and ‘you’.


It is unfortunately the case that English newspapers are still inclined to appoint men as their main theatre critics. But my choice of the male pronoun is dictated solely by grammatical convenience, and does not imply approval for this state of affairs.


I do have something to imply in addressing the reader as ‘you’. Critics are commonly spoken of as if they were a race apart – like numismatists, taxonomists or hangmen. This is not the case. Everyone, certainly every theatre-goer, is to some extent a critic. Some speak their opinions, some publish them; some pass through criticism and create material for the rest of us to criticize. The better we do it, the greater our chance of turning a transient pleasure into a permanent possession. So ‘you’ are anybody who happens to be reading this.
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Claims

























Chapter 1


Uses





Theatre as it exists in the west is a mixed form, invoking a spectrum of metaphors from the temple to the brothel. Subtract the temple, and the same is true of newspapers. Both involve high-pressure concentration on an immediate issue which will be displaced by another requiring the same burst of short-term commitment. Both depend on a capacity for willed self-hypnosis, and only succeed when they manage to infect the public with their own sense of the urgent importance of some event which will probably be forgotten tomorrow. The comparison can be pushed too far, especially by journalists who find it flattering to see their work as a department of show business. What arts page writers have to remember is that they are there to hold the mirror up to the theatre – its leg shows and rude jokes no less than its poetry and political debate – just as the theatre holds the mirror up to nature.


The reviewer is often called a parasite. I prefer the more downright word, thief. Shakespeare, in Timon of Athens, described the whole cycle of nature in terms of theft; and the same applies to the creative cycle by which the author steals from life, the theatre steals from the writer making his work its own, and finally – if he is up to it – the critic steals from the theatre. He has, however, some humdrum tasks to fulfil before he can lay claim to the goods. He has, first of all, to make himself useful.


The newspaper reviewer plies his trade thanks to several interested parties, each of which would like to monopolize his services. The parties in question are his newspaper, his readers, theatrical managements and theatre artists. Between these, the writer makes his own choice of priorities.


Overnight reviewing is on the decline in Britain, in spite of the new technology which, in theory, ought to speed everything up. But even with 24-hour deadlines and the proliferation of magazine articles (at the expense of reportage), the dailies are still highly competitive when it comes to news: and theatre comes under this heading. Whatever the absurdity of beating the opposition to it with the announcement that Mrs Othello was murdered last night, reviewers owe their existence to the fact that editors regard theatre openings as news. Or rather, as garbled news. Journalistically speaking, notices are a hybrid form, merging the usually segregated categories of fact and comment; a procedure not always appreciated by sub-editors into whose hands the copy (known in the trade as a ‘joy’) falls at dead of night. Reviewers soon learn to write to length, knowing that if they overwrite, it is their opinions that will be cut, while all the plottery will be left intact. To confirm this, you need only consult the headlines, which is where sub-editors join in the theft game, often to the despairing rage of the reviewer.


Like everyone else, the headline writer wants to shine. The readiest means of doing so in the few words at his disposal is by punning; and occasionally he will hit on a pun that really does the job. ‘All That Blisters’ ran one line for Louise Page’s Golden Girls, capturing the play’s subject and its view on female athletics in three words. As a cub headline writer, I once aimed for a similar triumph with the trouvaille ‘Christmas Quacker’ for a December opening of Ibsen’s The Wild Duck, only to have it snatched away by the writer, an incorrigible punster, who incorporated it in his copy. At that time I made lists of ideal headlines in hope that their number would eventually come up; but in vain. The prison mutiny drama that would have supplied my pretext for ‘The Taming of the Screw’ never arrived, and I finally threw the line away on a DIY television documentary. Bernard Levin told the sad truth in an article called ‘Why the best headlines never fit’ (although that headline happened to fit perfectly). After seeing his best ideas torpedoed by a change in type size or by losing half his space to a rogue rubberware advertisement, the headline writer is apt to give up his pursuit of the journalistic haiku and go instead for fact: so that Beckett’s Happy Days filters through to the reader as ‘One-Sided Dialogue for Half-Buried Wife’. Thumping value judgements, enabling the hard-pressed sub to boil an event down to a triumph or a disaster, are also popular.


In this respect, headline writers are at one with theatrical managements who often prefer the sub’s handiwork to the reviewer’s to decorate the front of their buildings. They too are looking for a selling headline; and even a frank declaration of disaster (which at least arouses curiosity) is more to the point than two paragraphs of intricately fence-sitting argument. Just as the reviewer would be out of a job unless his editor regarded criticism as news, so would his flow of Press tickets dry up if the managements did not regard it as free advertisement. Lionel Bart spoke for them when he said that all a critic has to do is choose between two statements: ‘It’s a good show, go see it; it’s a dodgy show, don’t go see it.’ Everything else is padding.


Reviewers may recoil from this affront to their literary dignity, but the fact is that – posterity aside – their only unarguably useful role is that of the tipster. It may be the bottom rung, but it has got to be there. There must come a moment in every notice when you steel yourself to delivering a verdict which automatically, thanks to the black magic of print, acquires a certain market value. There is no gainsaying this process; and it saves a lot of trouble to go along with it and compress your opinion into a single quotable judgement for managements to surround with fairy lights. Otherwise, you leave yourself open to selective quotation, with all its scope for aggravating misrepresentation.


Some managements are extremely scrupulous in this department. Others are not; and excel in extracting golden opinions from the stoniest critical terrain. Wonderful things can be achieved by the discreet use of three full stops, and by cutting troublesome little words like ‘not’. Sometimes the reviewer does the job for them by showing off his gift for irony, always the most dangerous vein for a journalist to adopt. Readers are notoriously blind to it, and it is child’s play for managements to turn it to their advantage; as the young Tynan found when he sought to demolish a William Douglas Home comedy with a cackle of ironic superlatives, only to find his notice plastered up outside the Cambridge Theatre as a gushing recommendation.


Artists, like managements, see notices as advertisements with the particular value of coming from a supposedly impartial source. Unlike managements, their amour propre is also involved. Actors feel snubbed if they are ignored (the mere act of naming, without any accompanying comment, is important), and personally wounded if their work is found wanting. In the old phrase, what they want is ‘constructive criticism’, which, to the cynic, is another term for ‘praise’. From the artist’s viewpoint, it reflects the fact that they respect the printed word whatever their opinion of the writer. After some years in the job, inundated with invitations and greeted wherever they go by smiling Press representatives, reviewers are apt to forget that managements value their comments mainly because they are published. Managers transfer provincial productions to the West End at the behest of oracular notices written by people whose personal advice they would never dream of trusting; and who frequently go on to rubbish the production when it does arrive in St Martin’s Lane.


Most British reviewers are honest within their own limits, and quite often they hit the nail on the head. But what use is this to the artists? In some cases even an accurate compliment can have a destructive effect: as was the case when one reviewer likened the partnership of John Gielgud and Ralph Richardson in David Storey’s Home to a violin and cello duet; after which the partners strove so hard to live up to this comparison that verbal sense vanished under the musical phrasing. I have never known an actor reject praise, however misplaced. But when it comes to detailed comment, the professional response varies between derisive indifference and wary attention. Glenda Jackson emphatically denies that reviews have ever given her a single insight. John Sessions quotes instances of notices that have nailed specific weaknesses and helped him to improve a performance.


The transatlantic critic Eric Bentley summed up the usefulness of Press comment by saying that it serves to keep up the morale of the profession. I would rephrase that by saying that it completes the circle of public attention; and that there is something incomplete about a work, written, rehearsed and opened to the theatre-going public until its existence also extends to the reading public. The need for attention is a human appetite almost as basic as the need for food. So is the appetite for judgement. And no members of the human race feel these appetites quite as keenly as performing artists.


It is often objected that the act of criticism distorts the critic’s perception. While the rest of the audience surrender themselves to the event in hope of having a good time, the critic sits on his hands thinking only of what he can make of it afterwards. He is the spectre at the feast. He is Burns’s ‘chiel amang us takin’ notes’. He brings the smell of espionage and the police court into the house of pleasure. Fountains dry up in his presence. There is some solid truth behind these accusations, and therein lies the critic’s justification. If he were at one with the surrounding company, his particular role would disappear. Perhaps the disappearance of a police spy is no matter for regret. But, if we are playing the game of critical aliases, let me suggest a positive alternative that fits him at least as well as all the pariah images. I am thinking of the little boy in ‘The Emperor’s New Clothes’ – an observer in full possession of his own eyes, and who believes what he sees rather than what he has been told to see: whether this happens to be a naked emperor, or a hero better clad than advance publicity has led the crowd to expect.


In either case, his function is to break the circle of self-hypnosis between the stage and the auditorium. Actors must have faith in what they are doing if anyone else is to believe in it. Spectators, if only because they have risked their time and money, have a vested interest in confirming that these have been well spent. Reviewers, whatever their déformation professionelle, are immune from these forms of perceptual disorder; and the New Yorker cartoon of one maniacal grinner in a horror-stricken audience is a tribute to the obstinate tribe who have held on to their aisle seats by knowing their own minds.


It is true that artists and public can get along without the intercession of a third party; and that the only means by which any show achieves a long life is through word of mouth. All an unfair notice can do is to administer a dose of poison or a blood transfusion, whose effect soon wears off, possibly having killed a healthy show, but never much prolonging the existence of a sick one. Such is the ineffectuality of notices that get it wrong. Notices that get it right (taking that phrase on trust for the moment) generate a vitality which is its own justification. The theatre would certainly survive without them, but with seriously impoverishing effect – if only for the reason that they ventilate theatrical debate beyond the play-going community, and strengthen the life inside it. It is a matter of satisfaction to artists and public alike when a reviewer really hits the nail on the head: publicly articulating opinions that have been privately drifting around in a half-formed state. Charles Marowitz defines great criticism by its ‘quality of imminence: the tacit assumption that behind the inadequate, the extraordinary is raging to get out.’1 The man who can do this is obviously pulling his weight, whether he is accurately appreciating the performance of an old actor whom people have been taking for granted, or welcoming a new talent that might have gone unnoticed. Either way, the artist is being affirmed, and the reader/spectator is having his experience enriched.


The same goes for negative comment, when it uncovers some moribund element in the theatrical fabric. Shaw is the classic example of the critic as demolition expert. He set the pattern for others who cast a cold eye over the institutional stage for signs of sclerosis: long-revered temples devoured by white ants, ready to collapse into a heap of dust at the first breath of fresh air. In succession, the post-war verse drama movement, the theatre of the absurd, and the politicized ‘public drama’ of the 1970s have fallen deserved victim to critical demolition.


That, of course, is an antiseptic way of putting it. It is not only institutions and fashions that go under, but people as well. Christopher Fry may have been overvalued for his decorative verse comedies in the 1950s, but he had a heavy price to pay for it. Not only did The Lady’s Not for Burning and The Dark is Light Enough vanish from the repertory, but for years afterwards he suffered critical abuse for the reputation that had been thrust on him. Particularly cruel was the case of William Inge, who had the bad luck to make his name as a psychological realist at the tail end of American realist boom. Inge, an honest writer who stuck to what he knew, made a disproportionately big killing with Come Back Little Sheba (1950) and two other plays: then, with The Dark at the Top of the Stairs (1957), the bubble burst. It was pricked by Robert Brustein in a Harper’s Magazine article called ‘The men-taming women of William Inge’2 which took the Broadway award-winner apart, so as to expose him as a shallow sentimentalist continually recycling a meagre stock of material.


A classic example of a hungry young critic tearing into an over-acclaimed artist, the piece had enough truth in it to hit the target. What Brustein was really aiming at, though, was the whole Broadway repertory that had grown up to service the requirements of American Method acting, and which he saw as lamentably insular and formula-bound, in contrast to the post-war European avant-garde. Inge was only the scapegoat for Tennessee Williams, Paddy Chayefsky, Robert Anderson and Arthur Miller. But where they survived, Inge did not; and his subsequent career consisted of a string of critically dismissed flops ending in suicide. The wheel came full circle for Brustein some years later when he directed his wife Norma in the part of Mme Arkadina in a 1979 production of The Seagull. Her performance was severely criticized in the New York Times, after which – in his book Making Scenes3 – Brustein linked The Times review with her subsequent fatal heart attack.


That is the brutal face of criticism; which gratifies the same appetite that once attracted crowds to public whippings and executions. It is an ugly thing, and there is no point in denying that writers and readers of criticism often enter into a complicity of Schadenfreude. But, while admitting all those murky emotions, there remains a crucial distinction between punishment for punishment’s sake, and the single, justly merited axe-blow. If you agree that the theatre is always accumulating dead wood, you have to come out from behind the metaphor and acknowledge that the wood consists of flesh and blood. Shaw did a useful ground-clearing job, however he may have wounded Pinero and Sydney Grundy.


When a reviewer does succeed in finding the right words for something that has been vaguely hovering in the public mind, he creates satisfaction all round. In the well-worn phrase, readers experience a shock of recognition, whether at the debunking of a hallowed institution or the accurate pinning-down of a supporting performance. Even opponents of the reviewing trade acknowledge this. If we always got it right, there would be no complaints. But, sad to say, we have our off-days, when we compare Ibsen to an open drain, and wring our hands over Olivier’s verse-speaking. For this reason, one latterday victim, Arnold Wesker, proposed to reform matters by inviting reviewers to attend rehearsals, so that when the show opened they would no longer be dependent on the fallible impressions of a single night, but would be able to speak responsibly from their inside knowledge of the artists’ intentions. There are several drawbacks to this scheme (not least the impossibility of attending rehearsals for several shows opening in the same week), but the crucial one – from the newspaper reader’s viewpoint – is that it would turn the reviewer into a PR man with no mind of his own; a consequence which Wesker, who regards criticism as an irritating barrier between himself and the public, would no doubt gladly embrace.


The practice of sitting in on rehearsals has become widespread since the 1970s, in tandem with the development of ‘director’s theatre’ – some directors welcoming the chance of playing to select observers and having their casual utterances preserved in tape-recorded casebooks; and some, like Giorgio Strehler, even opening their rehearsals to the general public. Anyone who has followed a production through from the first reading to the opening night will know how this experience changes perception of the work. As an observer, you become the company’s mascot. You make friends. You sympathize with their difficulties. You admire their skills, their energy, their good humour and their readiness to include you in the party. Also they are probably better-looking than you are. They may say nothing to influence your opinion, but after a couple of weeks with these lovely people it is unthinkable to return to your solitary room and dismiss their efforts in a crisp 500 words. Having made the journey with them, you are only conscious of what they have achieved; and you want what they want – unconditional approval. In short, they have included you in the circle of hypnosis.


You can see the effect this has on critics who do conceive a personal loyalty to artists or institutions; as George Jean Nathan did to Eugene O’Neill, or the latterday guard-dogs who form the Samuel Beckett Protection Society. They may be a source of reliable information, but their judgement is worthless. Small-town reviewers are placed in this situation whether they choose it or not; the most notorious example being Dublin, where everyone knows everyone else, and any opinion you express is liable to be challenged by the recipient as soon as you walk into the nearest bar. If a reviewer is to have any use at all, he must be left alone to make his own mistakes.


Whether his judgement is worth anything, of course, remains an open question. He may succeed in remaining stainlessly uncompromised by personal loyalties, but he has no way of holding aloof from the prevailing assumptions of his time and place, which have blighted criticism down the years from the eighteenth century’s faith in neo-classic rules and moral purpose to the modern habit of awarding marks for ‘important themes’ irrespective of the playwright’s ability to handle them. What does it mean, to ‘get it right’? From the readers’ viewpoint it may mean confirming them in their own blinkered prejudices and dropping like a ton of bricks on an uncomfortable author (like Ibsen or Edward Bond) who is shortly to change the theatrical landscape.


The simplest way of getting it right is to stick to the theatrical mechanics and never acknowledge that plays have any wider purpose than as a means of pleasantly passing away the hours between dinner and bedtime – as Duke Theseus defines the art of drama in A Midsummer Night’s Dream. The hardened old philistine reviewer would have been in his element in Theseus’s court; as he always is at times when the theatre is coasting along with a repertory of perishable novelties, and there is general agreement on what a play ought to be. Such was the state of affairs in London in the early 1950s, when the West End resembled a select grocery shop, and customers resorted to the entertainment kiosks of St Martin’s Lane as if inspecting the shelves of Fortnum and Mason, where the latest Gingold revue or Hugh and Margaret Williams confection would be displayed like Scotch salmon or jars of Oxford Marmalade. In the theatre, though, you can never be sure that the safe old product will taste as good as it did last time, which is where reviewers come in useful as experienced samplers of brand names. After a few years on that diet, you develop a good idea of how light comedies and thrillers ought to work, and your remarks on the introduction of a long-lost American cousin to sort things out in the last act, or the need for a second corpse to keep the customers awake in the second, will command respect. Long-serving reviewers can safely lay claim to being shrewd judges of the second-rate.


They can make no such claim in times of artistic upheaval such as the late 1950s, with young writers exploding around them, some never to be heard of again, some destined to reshape the theatrical terrain. In the midst of an earthquake, the critic is no better a guide than anyone else; perhaps worse, as his professional amour propre is at stake, and he is liable to stick to the paths he knows rather than open his mind to the unknown whose routes have yet to be mapped. The biggest blot on the history of criticism is its persistent blindness to fresh experience. Modern English reviewers, it is true, have taken warning from this, and heeded the wise words of Schnozzle Durante: ‘They said Beethoven was mad.’ We are not going to fall into the trap with Clement Scott and Alfred Kerr, and write off a new Ibsen or Brecht. But we have not heeded Durante’s punchline: ‘They said my Uncle Louis was mad; he was mad.’ Such is our fear of repeating our forerunners’ mistakes that many an avant-garde folly has been tolerantly received on the off-chance that its author might be a genius in heavy disguise. If today’s critics are less arrogant than their predecessors it is partly because our morale has taken a beating. We are certainly no less conditioned by the tramline orthodoxies of our time.


That is a flat-footed truism; but it defines the ground on which the critic can honour his calling. If he were in possession of an Olympian breadth of vision, there would be no merit in informing the benighted Elizabethan public that there was a rather interesting boy looking after the horses at the Globe. It becomes exciting, even courageous, when a man as myopically limited as the next apprehends the arrival of a momentous new talent and cracks the shell of habitual perception in his effort to describe it. The excitement is that he shares the same starting point with the reader, who accompanies him from the known to the unknown. The courage lies in the fact that if his readers decline the trip, he will be left out on a limb, championing a gorgeously attired emperor whom the sniggering crowd persist in viewing as a naked imposter. When he does take a lone stand and succeeds in making the crowd see what he has seen, the gesture is remembered. Examples that immediately come to mind are Harold Hobson’s notice of Pinter’s The Birthday Party (The Sunday Times, 25 May 1958), Ronald Bryden’s of Tom Stoppard’s Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are Dead (The Observer, 28 August 1966), and Cordelia Oliver’s of Peter Nichols’s A Day in the Death of Joe Egg (The Guardian (northern edn), May 1967): all of which bestowed unqualified acclaim on a writer who was either unknown or derided.


So far I have been arguing the critic’s uses to managements, artists, and people who may buy tickets for the show. There is another reader, though, with whom the critic is on firm ground, even though he buys no newspapers and sends no letters of appreciation. This, of course, is the future reader whose knowledge of what it was like on the first night of Brook’s King Lear or Olivier’s Oedipus depends almost exclusively on what the reviewers made of it. Hitherto they were his only source, apart from such actors’ memoirs and Pepysian gossip as happens to have survived. Now performances can be preserved; and there are examples, like that of the Royal Court, of theatres collecting filmed archives of their most important work. But even if this practice could be systematically extended to the entire profession (a remote possibility even in the trigger-happy video age), it still would not supplant the man with the pen and reporter’s notebook.


You have only to hear the squeakily preserved voice of Ellen Terry, or see the remaining footage of Johnson Forbes Robertson’s Hamlet, a dignified middle-aged gentleman picking his way along a boulder-strewn seashore with the anxiety of one who has missed his bus to the office, to realize that mechanical reproduction can never capture the perceptions of the contemporary spectator. Experience Ellen Terry through Shaw, and you feel that you too have seen her. Or – now that the heroic generation of the 1930s are at last making their exit – experience Gielgud and Olivier through Tynan: who, when asked to define his role, said it was ‘to give permanence to something impermanent’.


That is a critic talking, so you might expect him to say that kind of thing. But the same claim comes from sources who have no interest in promoting the reviewing trade. From Brecht, for example, who said of critics: ‘What they say about my plays doesn’t matter, my plays will survive the critics, but what they say about my productions matters very much because what they write is all that posterity will know of the subject.’4 When he said that, Brecht was established in his post-war career at the Berliner Ensemble where his rehearsals swarmed with international observers, and photographers captured every move and grouping in pictures which were assembled into the Ensemble’s Modellbücher from which subsequent directors have tried to clone the original show. Even with that apparatus at his disposal, Brecht still relied on the hit-or-miss response of reviewers to transmit his work to the future.


Theoretically, therefore, the critic is a divided man, writing simultaneously for today’s theatre-goer and tomorrow’s theatre historian. But in practice, whether you are hammering out an overnight piece in a hour or spending two leisurely days on the job, it is impossible to split yourself in two. As in writing of any other kind, you say what you have to say as clearly as possible and then shut up. Brecht’s solution is that we should describe more and judge less. That, of course, is where his self-interest comes in. He may have aimed his Verfremdung theory at the critically detached spectator, but the rules changed when the spectator had access to print. Provided he served as an efficient reporter of Brecht’s productions, Brecht could forgive him for not having a mind of his own.


His suggestion, even so, is very appealing, if only for the reason that it supplies a means of addressing the present and future reader simultaneously. The views of eighteenth-century critics on Shakespeare are of interest only for what they tell us about the eighteenth century; but what they have to say about Mrs Siddons’s Lady Macbeth or Garrick’s Richard III only gains in interest with the passage of time. What most infuriates you when reading these old notices is their habit of wasting space over moral generalization when they might have been describing what the performers did and how the performance was staged.


I have been writing long enough to have seen some productions that have passed into legend; and when I look up my cuttings, say for Joan Littlewood’s 1959 production of Brendan Behan’s The Quare Fellow or Gérard Philipe’s performance as Musset’s Lorenzaccio, I experience the same fury at my own failure to describe exactly what was going on. It is true that opinions occupy less space than description; and as reviewers continue plying their trade on an ever-shrinking island, from the columns enjoyed by the Edwardians down to the abbreviated paragraphs of today, descriptive detail has been insidiously squeezed out. Under the sub-editorial guillotine, the first victim is ‘colour’, then opinion, and finally – if there is anything left to cut – plot. But, as their space has diminished, reviewers have found a means of cheating the sub by merging these categories. Thus, instead of outlining a plot, then stating an opinion and backing it up with illustrative detail, the detail is made to carry the comment: a process that simultaneously makes the notice harder to cut and harder to disagree with. The discipline of compression makes for focused and muscular writing; you are in control of the material rather than being dragged along in its wake. There are gains as well as losses in the restriction of space.


When critics set out to describe the uses of their trade, they are apt to wind up with the pious claim that ultimately they practise it for themselves: and that if it is of no use to them it will be of no use to anybody else. Advertising men are apt to say exactly the same thing. And no doubt if this series ran to a volume on hanging, the author would make out a case for public execution as an act of self-expression. Everybody wants to think well of his own occupation. Falling into line with that rule, I have two things to say in favour of the personal expression claim. Some people (who may or may not go on to make a living out of it) do begin writing criticism from a sense of personal need, like art students copying masterpieces. It is not enough simply to experience the work passively – you want to do something about it; to test yourself out against it so as to make it more your own. This primary impulse, I think, always springs from admiration and love of the observed object. Detraction comes later, when you are addressing an audience.


Second, for working reviewers, the nightly task does bring some personal rewards: renewing your self-confidence in being able to turn out a satisfactorily shaped piece to a deadline; sometimes discovering new thoughts in the process, or paying back some of the pleasure you have received. The actor’s prayer, ‘Oh God, let me be barely adequate’, is also that of the critic facing his blank sheet of paper. What he produces may be on the aesthetic level of a trick by a performing dog; but it is, none the less, a trick. And it is certainly psychologically useful to the performer. To sit through five shows a week and produce nothing would be unendurable. That is the full extent of my claim for criticism’s usefulness to the writer. He is a professional, in the sense that defines professionalism as never having enough time. And in the sense of the old actor who once told me that if you are enjoying yourself on the stage, that means that something is wrong. If there is any doubt about that, or if reviewers sometimes show signs of getting above themselves, it is time to remember their origins.
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Chapter 2


Origins





Make the climb from Holyrood House to Arthur’s Seat, look down on Edinburgh, and one of the most remarkable sights you get is that of a building that stands out amid the Presbyterian spires like a Babylonian ziggurat. This is not a temple to the Golden Calf; but the work of a former Lord Provost who had risen from humble origins and made sure he would never forget it by rebuilding his parental cottage on the roof of his mansion.
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