

            

                        [image: Cover]

            




	



[image: image]



 





	

	

		 


 


 


 


 


 


 


This book is dedicated to my best friend and love.


Kathleen Mary Sloan


1946–2015




	

		

About the author






[image: images]




	







Richard Sloan has at least twenty-two doctors in his family. He was a medical student first at University College London, and then the London Hospital Medical College. After qualifying as a doctor, he obtained a PhD for three years’ work on human temperature regulation as a lecturer in Physiology. He co-invented the Zero Gradient Aural Thermometer which was manufactured and sold worldwide for a few years. He became a general practitioner in Cheltenham, Gloucestershire, and then at Tieve Tara, Airedale, Castleford from 1978 until 2005. He was a GP educator and progressed in that parallel career to become an Associate Director of Postgraduate General Practice Education for Yorkshire. He was nominated FRCGP in 2002 and awarded an MBE for Services to Medicine and Healthcare in West Yorkshire in 2011. He is a trustee of the charity Spectrum People and vice chair of a local community group, The Airedale Neighbourhood Management Board. He has lived alone for the past nine years and has no children. One of his friends describes him as a polymath. It is possibly because of this that he has developed many friendships, some of which are long standing.
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Preface


I have published two previous books, Tieve Tara and The English Doctor, each of which had a strong theme throughout. In 2021, I decided to write a third book, with no theme whatsoever. It would be a collection of essays and reflections about diverse areas of my thoughts and experiences. I would be free to write about anything whatsoever. This freedom would be in addition to the freedom experienced by self-publishing.


When my friend, Professor Stephen Shalet visited me, I joked that I could even write a chapter on professors! We laughed. A week later, I was writing a chapter on professors. I know several professors. Some of them are my friends.


The chapters published in this book are not in the order they were written. When I got to the chapter on social class, I realised that the theme throughout was friendship. I wrote the chapter on friendship last.


One problem I come across is that when I tell someone that the book is about friendship, I am often asked, “Am I in it?” He or she usually is. Of course, I worry that I will upset someone by forgetting to give them a mention in the book. I seriously regretted not mentioning Norman Batty in the book Tieve Tara. I have made amends in this book. I apologise if there is a friendship omission in this book.


There have been many articles and books published about friendship. One of the earliest was by the philosopher Aristotle (384 to 322 BC). Here are a couple of quotes from his work:


“To be friends … [the parties] must feel goodwill for each other, that is, wish each other good, and be aware of each other’s goodwill.”





“Wishing to be friends is quick work, but friendship is a slow ripening fruit.”


Emily Katz, Assistant Professor of Ancient Greek Philosophy, Michigan State University, paraphrased Aristotle:


“Friends who are … parted are not actively friendly yet have the disposition to be so. For separation does not destroy friendship absolutely, though it prevents its active exercise. If, however, the absence be prolonged, it seems to cause the friendly feeling itself to be forgotten.”


Alexander Hurst wrote (The Guardian, December 2023) an article discussing the difference between male, female, and mixed sex friendships: “too often, male, friendships, end up, being emotionally stunted, stuck in banter, alone, with too much left unacknowledged, such as how much we really mean to each other”.


After the loss of a partner, it is rare to see two men going on holiday together, compared with two women. Single men are the lonelier group than single women. Are mixed sex friendships always platonic? Can a dog be a friend? What is a Facebook friend? Do friendships always have to be face-to-face? Is Aristotle right that friendships must be two-way. Many more questions have come to me by writing this book, and I hope the book stimulates questions for those who read it.


This book is not an academic description of friendship. It is a collection of my thoughts and experiences that have the thread of friendship throughout in my opinion. The reader might find other threads that I have not mentioned.




	

		

CHAPTER 1




Bridging the divide: Friendships across class boundaries


This chapter is about my thoughts about social class. I started writing it on 20 May 2022. You will see why the date of writing this introduction is important as you read on.


I will reflect as honestly as I can how I see myself in the social class system of the United Kingdom. I start from a point where I believe I am middle class brought up by middle-class parents. It will be interesting to see if this opinion is as strong or stronger at the end of this chapter. I am worried that I might upset friends or relations by making negative comments about the classes. I feel that I, like many general practitioners, had long-standing professional relationships with people of social classes other than my own. In addition, I had a 37-year very happy marriage to Kath, my late wife, who was brought up by working-class parents.


On the evening of 19 May 2022, I attended a Mass at Saint Joseph’s Catholic Church, Castleford, as part of the launch of a local Union of Catholic Mothers. It was my late wife’s church, and I was invited by Kathryn Waugh, a friend of Kath. When I walked into the church, I noticed that Yvonne Crewe was there with her sister. I sat behind her. Yvonne was the Wakefield Metropolitan District Councillor of our Airedale and Ferry Fryston ward for sixteen years. I first met her in about 2008 and asked her advice about my doing some voluntary work. She suggested I join her on a body called the Airedale Neighbourhood Management Board.


Her husband, Phil, had died three weeks prior to the Mass after a short illness. I had been to her house and left a card and some sweets. I did not go in. I wrote a poem on the card to Yvonne. This is the poem:


Do not stand at my grave and weep.


I am not there I do not sleep.


I am a thousand winds that blow.


I am the diamond glints on snow.


I am the sunlight on ripened grain.


I am the gentle autumn rain.


When you awaken in the morning’s hush


I am the swift uplifting rush


Of quiet birds in circled flight.


I am the soft stars that shine at night.


Do not stand by my grave and cry.


I am not there I did not die.


Mary Elizabeth Frye


Yvonne and Phil worked hard, very often together, for the Labour Party, our community, and the Wakefield district. They were a very kind couple.


After the Mass we retired to another room and had a cup of tea and some snacks. It was then I had the loveliest long conversation with Yvonne. We talked about Phil, of course. We compared our backgrounds. Yvonne described herself as working class and told me about her childhood and background in the Labour Party, some of which I already knew. I responded by saying “I am thoroughly middle class.” She replied, “No. You are one of us.” That was very nice thing to say to me and I felt it was not just Yvonne being polite. She really meant it. This was a very significant thing for me. When I got home, I felt quite emotional. You can maybe see why I started writing this chapter the very next morning.


The next evening Yvonne was taken ill at our constituency Labour Party meeting. She had visual symptoms and was rushed to Pinderfields Hospital, Wakefield. A brain haemorrhage was diagnosed. We were told that it was unlikely she would survive.


Phil’s funeral went ahead on the morning of 31 May at the Holy Cross church in Airedale. There was someone from the family with Cllr. Kathryn Scott and they sat with Yvonne as she was dying. I got to the church very early because I knew it would be packed. When I looked at the order of service it included the poem. I was amazed. Their son, Jonathan, later confirmed to me that Yvonne had requested the poem to be read by the Rev. Tracy Ibbotson, the C of E parish priest. (Phil was not a Catholic.) There was a beautiful eulogy delivered by Yvette Cooper, our MP. She and her husband, Ed Balls, were friends of the Crewe family. Yvonne told me after the Mass mentioned above, of the many acts of kindness and friendship from them over the years. She told me that during Phil’s final illness Yvette and Ed turned up with fish and chips and Ed did the washing up.


On the evening of Phil’s funeral, I came back home from a choir rehearsal. I opened my emails and there was one from Mike Dixon, chair of the Airedale Neighbourhood Management Board. He informed me that Yvonne had died that afternoon. The afternoon of her husband’s funeral.
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Yvonne and me, 2019. Photo – Cllr. David Jones


A few days later, I was overwhelmed and honoured that their son, Jonathan, asked me to read Psalm 23 and another reading from the Bible at his mother’s funeral. The main reading was by Kathryn Waugh. The Mass took place in Saint Joseph’s Church, Castleford, where I had last spoken to Yvonne and where the funeral of my wife Kath took place in 2015. It was a packed church and, again, Yvette gave a wonderful eulogy during which she shed a tear. In the congregation there were people from the Castleford rugby league club (the Tigers), from Unite, the union of Yvonne, people from the political world as well as locals.


May Yvonne and Phil rest in peace.


My mother, Gerda, was brought up in a very privileged family in Berlin. Her father was a wealthy businessman/lawyer and lived in a magnificent house in the centre of Berlin. Below is a photograph of one of the downstairs rooms.
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Drawing room in Berlin house, early 1930s


My mother and her two brothers had an English governess called Miss Henderson. The siblings could speak English better than German as they were growing up. My mother qualified as a doctor just before she had to get out of Berlin because of her Jewish background. She married my father, a general practitioner working in Airedale, Castleford. She became not only his married partner but also his GP medical partner. The bulk of her parents’ furniture and artworks from the German house was destroyed in the Second World War. I have a dream of finding some priceless painting that was stolen by the Nazis! My mother was keen on riding and owned a horse. Her parents owned a racehorse called Battlecruiser. She was a young woman in the 1920s. I am sure she had a whale of a time in Berlin when she was a late teenager and beyond. So what class was my mother? I would label her as German old money upper class. Her uncle Ernst became a professor of biochemistry at Cambridge University after he left Germany. Her cousin Gerhard was a professor of political science at Québec University and an expert on Outer Mongolia. His father bought an island north of Germany at one point. My mother told me that I should think of my grandfather as the German equivalent of Lord Arnold Goodman, who was a leading London lawyer and advisor to Harold Wilson.


My father was a doctor and his father a headmaster of a junior school in Northern Ireland.


Did my mother become middle class when she married my father and worked in Castleford? I think so. She was brought up upper class and then lived a middle-class life after she married my father. They lived in the house where I live now. This house is a five-bedroomed property with the surgery semi-detached. It has a large double garage and a relatively large garden and is situated with six other houses on a private driveway. When I was a child, we had a gardener, housekeeper and a man who washed the cars. My parents owned another house about 1 ½ miles away where Mr. and Mrs. Firth lived rent and rates free. Mr. Firth was employed by my father to make a valiant attempt to collect the money owed for medical services provided before the NHS. I use the word ‘valiant’ because everyone was so poor in the late twenties and the thirties. They could not afford to pay and were often let off owing anything. After the NHS was founded, after Mr. Firth had died, Mrs. Firth took messages and visit requests. In the early 1960s my parents bought a third house to accommodate a new partner until he settled down and bought a property.


I regard myself as a part-time only child. I was an only child of my mother. My father had three children from his first marriage. My half-brother and two half-sisters showed nothing but kindness and love towards me the whole of their lives. Indeed, my half-brother, Frank, used to tell me off if I called him a half-brother. He banned my using the word “half”. Frank lived with us for a short time, and he was with us on one summer holiday in Bavaria. He joined the merchant navy and was on very long voyages at first. He often spent some of his leave with us and showered me with presents.


There was no class barrier created between my family and the working-class people who lived in council houses virtually next door. The Ward family were an example of how our classes integrated as friends.
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From left to right – top, my mother, Muriel Ward, Fred Ward
 Then Harold Ward, me, George Goodenough, Frank Ward,
 Elizabeth then Michael Dunn on his mother, Geraldine Dunn’s knee


Geraldine was my half-sister. Frank Ward, and one of his neighbours, Norman Wilson, were my best friends for years. I still see Frank occasionally and I am sure we regard one another as old friends. This integration when I was a child set me up for a life of friendly relationships and friendships regardless of class, creed, or race. 


One of my heroes over the past few years has been Sir Michael Marmot. He is an expert on health inequalities. I was fortunate to hear him at a lunchtime lecture in January 2016 at my alma mater, University College London. I took this photograph of him.
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Sir Michael Marmot, 19 Jan 2016


He chaired an independent of government committee which undertook a strategic review of health inequalities in England post-2010. The report was entitled “Fair Society, Healthy Lives” and is known as the Marmot Review. Here are some quotes from that review:


“What a child achieves during early years puts down a foundation for the whole of their lives.”


(Early years includes preschool and from 0 to 3)


“Educational outcomes are affected by income, parental education, parental support and parent/child relationships.”


“The social position of parents accounts for a large proportion of the difference in education attainment between higher and lower achievements.”


Our house was one of love, happiness and learning for me in my very early years. The environment provided by my parents both in my early and later life at home was such that I would have to rebel and work very hard to not get on in life. I think I was spoiled by my parents, and it was great! They were quietly keen on my education which was a journey towards university education. I never felt pressurised. My early years (before I went to school, mentioned above) were filled with playing with toys, helping me to read and write at home, bedtime stories, wonderful holidays, happy Christmases, parties, lots of friends. 
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Playing my first gramophone with my mother
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First letter written aged 6 (just). (Envelope written by mother)
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Me and my trumpet


I went to the Airedale Primary Mixed School, Castleford, an infants’ school. It was about a mile away from our house. My mother took me there and back by car. Not many of my neighbours were taken to school by car in those days. When I drive past now, as the school is finishing for the day, the traffic jams are huge. There have been comments that some of the parents are lazy and should be walking their children to school to prevent obesity.


I was in Mrs. Abbott’s class.
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Infants’ school report


I am not sure how old I was when I moved from the Airedale school to the fee-paying junior school of Queen Elizabeth Grammar School, Wakefield (QEGS). The report was from my last year in the infants. One of my best friends now was in that class with me. That friend, Rosslynne Wheeldon, had to stay on for an extra year because the girls’ equivalent school to QEGS, Wakefield Girls’ High School, did not accept pupils until they were older. I write more about Rosslynne in Chapter 8. Rosslynne’s parents owned a successful grocers’ shop attached to a large house and garden. Most children at that school were from working-class backgrounds but not exclusively. My parents encouraged me to make friends with working-class boys and girls (boys mainly) both from school and from the neighbouring council houses. This has been a huge influence on my being very comfortable, all my adult life, with both working-class and middle-class people. The only friendship that persisted from those days in the infant school was the one with Rosslynne. However, when I came back to work in Airedale in 1978, a significant number of my childhood friends became patients. There is still that bond of friendship between us.


I was at QEGS junior school for three or four years and was in my eleventh year when I moved to the senior school.


QEGS was a direct grant grammar school. These were selective secondary schools and one had to pass the eleven-plus as well as an entrance examination to be admitted to the senior school. There was a relatively small fee my parents paid. Like public (private) schools, it was a member of the Headmasters’ Conference. The school had a few boarding pupils. It became a fully private school in about 1975. These schools were middle-class institutions (Wikipedia). I am sure it gave us a much better education than local grammar schools and a big advantage for getting into elite universities such as Oxford and Cambridge. My headmaster, Ernest Baggaley, was the first headmaster since the foundation of the school in 1591 not to go to Oxford or Cambridge! He obtained a Geography degree at London University. The main sport at the school was rugby union, which I hated, but I was allowed to play tennis and golf when I got to the sixth form. No football! No rugby league!


Mr. Baggaley wanted as many sixth-formers as possible to apply for a place at an Oxbridge university. This would mean staying on for a third year at school. Three of us applied to London medical schools behind his back. I was offered a place to start my medical studies at University College London (UCL). My first choice was the London Hospital Medical College, but I was turned down at interview. In the middle of my interview for UCL, the interviewer, Dr. (later Professor) Prakash Datta (see Chapter 2), suddenly exclaimed something like: “What the hell is this?” as he was looking at my application form. I thought I had written something terribly wrong. However, he told me that his surprise was because he knew my headmaster, Mr. Baggaley. I think he may have been taught by him. That is the only thing I remember about that interview, and I have a feeling it is the main reason I was accepted.


Whilst at UCL, I did an extension of my medical studies to undertake a BSc in Anatomy. The head of department was the world-famous Professor J. Z. Young. The BSc was a research degree and there were twelve of us working closely with JZ, as he was known. After that course the twelve of us would move onto clinical studies at the University College Hospital (UCH). However, JZ told us that UCH was like a “boring vicarage”. (I don’t think it was at all.) He said he had contacts such that he could get any of the BSc students into any clinical medical school in the country. One of us went to Oxford and I was accepted by the London Hospital Medical College after a very short interview.


Why do I mention these interviews? It is because progress in a career or life in general is often because of whom you know rather than what you know. I knew Mr. Baggaley and J. Z. Young.


Most of my close school friends ended up in good professional jobs. An actuary, doctors, a professor, etc. My middle-class upbringing, therefore, gave me great advantages from my school that fed into a good career. It was often the case that one or both parents of my friends at school had professional or senior management jobs. In the 1950s and early 1960s it was relatively rare for a mother to have such a job. Examples of jobs of the fathers of some my closest secondary school friends are (in brackets, the Christian names of my friends): borough water engineer (Peter), coal mine manager (Paul), teacher and vicar (Kevin), headmaster (Colin).


Just before I started university, my parents bought me a car, a Hillman Imp. During my six years at medical school, they bought me two more cars, both Triumph Spitfires. They were all brand new. A Triumph Spitfire in those days cost the equivalent of about £9000 in today’s money. My parents’ double garage at home was large enough such that I could park my car between theirs.
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The garage, 2022


Grants to universities were means-tested, so my parents topped up the £50 a term minimum grant for me to the level of other students’ grants. They occasionally gave me some extra. I never had to have a holiday job. I never had a student loan. I was never expected to pay any money back my parents. How fortunate is that compared to today and the student loans situation?


When I started at UCL, I felt there was a significant number of fellow students much posher than I. Certainly, there were some posh accents. I assumed they were from a higher class than I. There were several with double-barrelled names. At the same time, there was a small minority of the year from working-class backgrounds. In the first eighteen months of being a student I lost weight and was quite anxious about the learning. I assumed the posh accents and the confidence of these students meant they were academically better than I. When I looked at the first exam results of those with double-barrelled surnames, I had a confidence boost. I got better marks than them. I am reminded of Harry Enfield’s Tim Nice-But-Dim character.


I undertook my clinical medical studies at the London Hospital Medical College. After three years I qualified as a doctor and then undertook a year of house officer jobs, first at Mile End Hospital (part of The London and just down the road) and then back at The London working in casualty (known as The Receiving Room). After I registered as a doctor, I became a lecturer in physiology at the college. This was a teaching and research post, which I held for three years. I was therefore working in jobs related to the London Hospital Medical College for seven years.


The culture and my experience at the London Hospital was, I realise now, very different from that of University College London. UCL has a fantastic reputation for high-quality research. Researchers there have won one to four Nobel Prizes for science each decade from 1900 until now. While I was there, our Physiology professor, Andrew Huxley, won the Nobel Prize for Medicine, and I am proud that I was in his tutorial class for a term. The lectures at UCL were open to all students and there were lots of extracurricular groups one could join. At one point I had a go at indoor target shooting. There were also debates and I remember one where one of the debaters was David Frost. UCL was a left-wing organisation and sometimes called “the Godless University” compared with King’s College London, which was a Christian organisation. The university was situated next door to the University of London Union and there were events going on there that one could attend. The relationship between teachers and students was a friendly one, which contrasted with some of the medical consultants who taught us later. The Professor of Anatomy, J. Z. Young, mentioned above, was at one time the Vice-President of the Royal Society, the most prodigious scientific organisation in the UK. He gave one of the Reith Lectures for the BBC in the early 1950s. There was a friendly and mutual respect between him and his students. He taught me a lot about mutual respect between people whatever their skills, intelligence, knowledge, seniority, or class.


The London Hospital and its college were much smaller than UCL. I cannot remember any fellow student at The London who came from a working-class background. My friend, Colin Teasdale, like me, undertook the extra eighteen months to complete a BSc in Anatomy at The London. He told me there was a PhD student in that department whose father was a dustbin man, aka refuse collector. This background was regarded as remarkable.


As well as searching the internet, I have used two reference books for this chapter:


“The Class Ceiling. Why it pays to be privileged.” Friedman and Laurison. Bristol University Press. 2019. (1). This is an in-depth book discussing a research study which includes many interviews of people from diverse backgrounds and employed in differing working environments.


And “Social class in the 21st Century”. Mike Savage et al. Pelican Books. 2015. (2)


I will use the numbers in brackets as reference labels. I would like to consider some evidence about privilege and elitism.


From (1):


“…professions of medicine, law architecture and journalism contain particularly high concentration of people from privileged backgrounds. In contrast, technical professions such as engineering and IT contain a higher than average (among these top jobs) percentage of the upwardly socially mobile.”


“Microclass reproduction is the tendency of children to follow directly in their parents’ occupational footsteps.”


“People with parents who are doctors are a somewhat staggering 24 times more likely to be doctors than those whose parents did any other type of work.”


From (2):


Findings from the BBC’s Great British Class Survey were published in 2013. It was the largest survey of social class ever conducted in Britain. Part of this was the development of a class calculator which is on the internet today (2022). I answered the questions to the best of my ability. The first attempt resulted in my being labelled “technical”. I thought that was not correct. I then completed the questions more carefully, possibly subconsciously swinging the answers towards a class more to my liking. Then I was labelled as in “the elite”, which I don’t necessarily agree with or possibly don’t like. Or am I rather angling to be labelled middle class? Do readers who know me think I am middle class or what? After I completed this chapter, I knew I am middle class. I am probably thought of as letting the side down by having working-class friends.


I became a doctor. Both my parents were doctors. On my father’s side of the family there were well over twenty doctors. I am an example of the microclass reproduction mentioned above.


My mother read widely and was a cultured woman. She took me and my father to the ballet at the Leeds Grand Theatre. I remember going to a performance of Handel’s Messiah by the Castleford Choral Union. My father was a patron of that choir. I was about 10 years old and was rather bored until the conductor, Elsie Travis, accidentally threw her baton over her left shoulder, and it landed in the audience. My mother’s father knew the famous German tenor, Richard Tauber. He performed at the Leeds Grand Theatre on one occasion, and my father was thrilled when my mother took him backstage to meet Tauber. My mother exposed me to cultural experiences.


My school in Wakefield introduced us to singing as well as lessons on classical music. The lessons were taken by the organist at Wakefield Cathedral, Dr. P. G. Saunders. He was the organist from 1945 to 1970. He explained the structure of pieces of classical music slowly and in detail. He played these on a gramophone. For example, he taught us the differences between the four movements of a symphony. The first symphony he played to us was Beethoven’s Eighth. I love it to this day. The other piece of music I remember and love now is Schubert’s Trout Quintet. I got into popular music to an extent in the sixties when I was at university. One could not help liking the Beatles, the Rolling Stones and, later, Queen. I now have a broad taste in music, which includes fado, Spanish tango, Gilbert and Sullivan, Janis Joplin, George Formby, Mozart, and many other classical composers. A friend, Pam Heseltine, tipped me off that one could buy the complete works of Mozart on CDs for a reasonable price. I think there are over 100 discs. I did buy them.
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Complete works of Mozart on CDs


The sixth form in my school had an amazing and possibly unique curriculum where one third of the lessons were on art, music, German for scientists, etc. The other two thirds were devoted to the A-level subjects required for university entrance. However, we were encouraged to take a general studies A-level as well as the three other A-levels. I did very well in general studies when it was the mock exam but mucked up the real thing and only got a D. When it came to applying for a university place, the senior English master prepared a reading list for the holiday periods. In those days, in the early 1960s, one was expected to discuss what one had read out of school at the interview. There was a broad, cultural education going on throughout my time in the senior school.


When I got to university, I went to classical concerts in the Festival and Albert Halls. I usually went with friends. Gerda and Henry Tintner were both GPs in Roehampton and were long-standing close friends of my parents. They were very generous and sometimes bought two tickets for a Sunday concert at the Albert Hall. One ticket was for me and the other for their au pair girl. I particularly enjoyed those concerts! I also went to theatre productions. I went with friends, including Grahame Smith, to a Harold Pinter play. I found it difficult. However, as with most of these cultural experiences of my youth, age matured my approach to things that were difficult. I eventually admired Harold Pinter and Chekhov greatly. I persist in trying to like difficult cultural experiences. This has partly resulted in my having a very broad taste in the arts. I have an interest in all these things, but not necessarily a great knowledge.


So, what are my general conclusions about all this? Education is the crux. A middle-class background with cultured and relatively wealthy parents were catalysts to my fulfilled life. I cannot emphasise enough what value it was to my life, having a university education. It is serving me well now when I live alone.


“A large body of epidemiologic data show that diet quality follows a socio-economic gradient. Whereas higher quality diets are associated with greater affluence, energy-dense diets that are nutrient-poor are preferentially consumed by people of lower socio-economic income and of more limited economic means.”


Does social class predict diet quality? Nicole Darmon, Adam Drewnowski.


The American Journal of Clinical Nutrition, Volume 87, Issue 5, May 2008, Pages 1107–1117.


I have discussed diet and obesity with my working-class patients when I was a general practitioner. I have observed patients preparing meals in their homes. I have heard about the diet situation of many of the children in this deprived area of Airedale, Castleford, since I have been a member of a community group for the past fifteen years. They are arriving at school hungry. The Airedale food bank is overwhelmed. Volunteers are providing lunch for children in the school holidays. What a terrible situation.


I mainly discussed diet with diabetics and obese patients, and really did not know much about the general diet of my patients. Often, in patients’ homes, there was bacon, gently frying in the kitchen. I rarely saw a bowl of fruit. Lots of bread. Since my childhood, there were always about four or five fish and chip shops in Airedale, which has a population of about 16,000. As time went on, the fish and chip shops survived, and more and more takeaways opened. Here they are:


Sizzlers Vs Pronto Pizza


Orient Delight


I Love Paradise Pizza Ltd.


Krunchy Chicken


Triangle Café


Taj Mahal


Golden Sun


The Kitchen


Cas Vegas


There are four fish and chip shops.


I rarely use a fish and chip shop now. In the 1980s I used one where I knew I would get a huge portion of chips served by a patient. I could never finish them. The last time I went to a fish and chip shop in Airedale was before the pandemic started. I had never seen such a huge portion of chips. I was chatting to the server and asked what time they closed. It was just a bit of small talk. She replied “Why? Are you coming back for a second helping?”


I mention these portions because it is generally accepted that obesity is more significant in lower classes compared with the privileged classes. I have observed that in some pubs in the area where I live, very large portions are served, particularly the main course. I found that my patients did not take much notice of dietary advice from the NHS, and I nearly gave up on it. It is usual to start listening to dietary advice only after suffering one of the medical consequences of obesity rather than trying to prevent these. On the other hand, I have two middle-class friends who seem to totally ignore the dietary advice one should follow with insulin-dependent diabetes.


Education has a huge role to play in the approach of people to dietary intake. My mother taught me to try to like a large variety of different foods, and I believed this worked as I can honestly say it is difficult for me to think of anything now I could not eat. If initially I am not keen on something I try it again and, often, grow to like it. A bit like the difficult art and music I mentioned above.


It is worth my pointing out that I am overweight and have been so almost continuously since I was a child. I was only slim during one period of my life, and that was after I started as a medical student. My father died around about that time. Now, I drink rather too much wine in the evenings! Merlot.


I have been married twice. The first time was to Felicity for seven years. She was from a middle-class background. The second time was to Kathleen for thirty-six years (Kath died after a short illness in February 2015). She was from a working-class background. So, there is another illustration of parental class and its influence on their children that I have personally experienced at close quarters. 


Felicity’s father, Bill, was the deputy water engineer for Liverpool, a senior position. Felicity’s parents lived in a nice area of Liverpool and a relatively large house. Her father was a freemason and her mother, Pat, a Soroptimist. When I first met Pat, I thought she said she was a chiropodist! I had never heard of a Soroptimist at that time. 


Kath’s father, Charlie, was a railway engine driver and an active trades unionist. Kath’s parents lived in a small house in the village of Woodford Halse in Northamptonshire. I met her father when we went out as students. He died in the period between then and when Kath and I met again in the second half of the 1970s. Her mother, Hilda, who was a secretary, was also involved with the union. Hilda was very keen on Kath having a university education, which did not go down well with some people in her village. Going to university was regarded by some working-class people as “la di da” and a waste of time when one could be earning.


Because of the difference in the length of those two marriages, it is difficult to make comparisons. The first wedding was formal, with the groom, best man and more men wearing top hat and tails. By the way, I am the nineth cousin twice removed of Fred Astaire!


“I’m putting on my top hat,


Tying up my white tie,


Brushing off my tails.” 


Written by Irving Berlin for the 1935 film “Top Hat” and performed by Cousin Fred.




[image: image]





Me (right) and my best man (Robin Harrod) at Felicity’s and my wedding


The reception was at Liverpool Airport.


The second wedding was at Banbury Registry Office, followed by a reception at Whately Hall in Banbury.
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Kath (right) and I at our wedding, with her maid of honour, Gill Kavanagh


Felicity qualified as a doctor at Saint Mary’s Hospital in London. She became a general practitioner in Cheltenham. She remarried and had two children. We contact one another occasionally. Her sister, Penny, also lives in Cheltenham. We exchange Christmas cards and I have visited them once not so many years ago. It was lovely to meet her and her husband, Andrew, once again.


Kath obtained a degree in Spanish and Portuguese at King’s College London. She was the lady vice-president of King’s. This was an elected post, and the main work was organising and contributing to social events. She worked for several years in London in the surveying world. Her last job in London was in a small company, which was, in essence, an employment agency for surveyors.


After the breakdown of the first marriage, Felicity remained in Cheltenham. Kath and I moved up to Airedale, Castleford, and set up the general practice there. Kath and I were not blessed with children, and she had two main jobs. One was the deputy manager of Nostell Priory Enterprises, which was owned by Rowland Denys Guy Winn, 4th Baron Oswald. Nostell Priory is a stately home. It is now owned and managed by the National Trust. The objectives of the enterprises company involved putting on huge events, weddings, and much more. Lord St. Oswald died in 1984 and Kath returned to our medical practice as Practice Manager. Kath really got on with him and could not work there with anyone else as her employer.


Kath took part in what I regarded as serious academic studies. One was a University of Leeds course on renaissance art. We owned a house in Umbria which we visited regularly. There was a written examination at the end. Another was a two-year part-time course run by the Wine and Spirits Education Trust. She obtained a level three advanced certificate in Wines and Spirits, with Distinction. I did not realise until now that this was a qualification not only for wine enthusiasts but also for professionals working in the wine industry. We bought two wine coolers, one for white wine and one for red. Kath stocked them with some great bottles. She was very keen on classical music. We attended operas and concerts both at home and abroad. Kath was a cultured and well educated, well-read woman. However, she had a bit of a chip on her shoulder about her working-class background, which I thought was ridiculous. It was easy for me to think that. I did not have any worries about my class. Some of the middle-class people we met seemed to us to be showing off their wealth and possessions. It did not bother them or me, but it bothered her. Some middle-class people who were brought up working class are the worst at showing off. This group also have a habit of being rude to waiters and waitresses. One can see part of the character of a person by observing how he or she behaves with those serving at table.
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