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Introduction


WILL I ALWAYS FEEL too embarrassed to say I am English? I was born in the world. I was born in Europe. I was born in Britain. I was born in England. All these statements are true. But if you ask me my country of origin, it is England.


My great-grandmother was Scottish. I have a kilt. And yet when I wore it to a formal dinner a few months ago, a lady with a pronounced Scottish accent, having enquired about my ancestry, declared that I had no right to wear tartan. ‘Far too long ago,’ she snorted, and turned on her heel and left before she could see my blushes. I haven’t had the courage to wear it since. So perhaps I must settle for being British and leave national pride to the Scots, the Irish and the Welsh. The pure-breeds.


But what, then, would happen to England? It won’t just disappear. It has to exist as a name for the bits that don’t belong to Scotland, Ireland and Wales. So as it’s here, I might as well own up to being part of it.


And there you have it, the classic English trait – the ability to apologise even when we have not done anything wrong. We are as good at that as we are at queuing, watching Wimbledon in the rain and having nice gardens.


So this little book is a celebration of some of the things that are English. Things that we can be proud of, rather than apologise for. You will find that there are lots of things that are not in it. There’s not much about football, but then I don’t see why eleven men I don’t know should dictate my mood of a weekend. There is even less about The Bill or East Enders. I don’t like them much. But there is a bit about The Archers. And about how to make the perfect cup of tea, and scones and jam and clotted cream, and nursery rhymes, and Gilbert and Sullivan, and Alan Bennett and Alfred Wainwright. I like them.


I suppose my England is shot through with nostalgia, and sentimentality, with authors like Jane Austen and Charles Dickens, Laurie Lee and Beatrix Potter. There are bits about love and about childhood, about food and about the Royal Family.


I do have a ridiculous love of this country, having seen most of it over the years – from the cliffs of Cornwall to the Yorkshire Dales, from the Essex marshes to the Norfolk Broads, from the Fens and the Black Country to the Lincolnshire Wolds and the windswept beaches of Northumberland.


There are snippets of this and that which will give anyone coming to this country for the first time an idea of the sort of place we live in; the sort of people we are. Or were. Our history is, after all, a part of what we are today – more than those things that have only just happened and which might fade into oblivion in a few years’ time. You could accuse England, Our England of being a bit old-fashioned in its outlook; but then so am I. It must be something to do with being English. So I’m sorry.


Alan Titchmarsh







This Scepter’d Isle
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This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise,
This fortress built by Nature for herself
Against infection and the hand of war,
This happy breed of men, this little world,
This precious stone set in the silver sea,
Which serves it in the office of a wall
Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Against the envy of less happier lands,
This blessèd plot, this earth, this realm, this England.


Richard II, Act II, Scene 1,
William Shakespeare (1564–1616)



The Kings and Queens of England



AWIT ONCE REMARKED that in a few years’ time there will only be five royal families left: hearts, clubs, diamonds, spades and Windsor. He may well be right. But the Windsors (a family name adopted by King George V to pacify a country who found his German Saxe-Coburg-Gotha roots unsettling in times of national strife) are only the last in a long line of English kings and queens – though few of them were born here.
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House of Wessex






	802–39

	Egbert





	839–58

	Aethelwulf (son of Egbert)





	858–60

	Aethelbald (first son of Aethelwulf)





	860–65

	Aethelberht (second son of Aethelwulf)





	865–71

	Aethelred I (third son of Aethelwulf)





	871–99

	Alfred, the Great (fourth son of Aethelwulf)





	899–924

	Edward, the Elder (son of Alfred)





	924–39

	Athelstan (first son of Edward the Elder)





	939–46

	Edmund I, the Magnificent (second son of Edward the Elder)





	946–55

	Eadred (third son of Edward the Elder)





	955–59

	Eadwig, the Fair (first son of Edmund)





	959–75

	Edgar, the Peaceable (second son of Edmund)





	975–78

	Edward, the Martyr (first son of Edgar)




	978–1013 and 1014–16




	 

	Ethelred II, the Unready (second son of Edgar)





	1016

	Edmund II, Ironside (222 days; son of Ethelred II)







Danish Kings





	1013–14

	Sweyn, Forkbeard





	1016–35

	Canute (son of Sweyn Forkbeard)





	1035–40

	Harold I, Harefoot (first son of Canute)





	1040–42

	Harthacanute (second son of Canute)








House of Wessex (restored)






	1042–66

	Edward, the Confessor (son of Ethelred II)





	1066

	Harold II (283 days; Harold Godwinson, son of Godwin, Earl of Wessex)







Norman Kings





	1066–87

	William I, the Conqueror (son of Robert I, the Magnificent, Duke of Normandy)





	1087–1100

	William II, Rufus (son of William I)





	1100–35

	Henry I, Beauclerc (son of William II)





	1135–54

	Stephen (nephew of Henry I)







Plantagenet Kings




	HOUSE OF ANGEVIN




	1154–89

	Henry II, Curtmantle (grandson of Henry I)





	1189–99

	Richard I, the Lionheart (third son of Henry II)





	1199–1216

	John, Lackland (fifth son of Henry II)





	1216–72

	Henry III (son of John)





	1272–1307

	Edward I, Longshanks (son of Henry III)





	1307–27

	Edward II (son of Edward I)





	1327–77

	Edward III (son of Edward II)





	1377–99

	Richard II (son of the Black Prince, grandson of Edward III)








HOUSE OF LANCASTER






	1399–1413

	Henry IV, Bolingbroke (son of John of Gaunt, grandson of Edward III)





	1413–22

	Henry V (son of Henry IV)




	1422–61 and 1470–71




	 

	Henry VI (son of Henry V)







HOUSE OF YORK





	1461–70 and 1471–83




	 

	Edward IV (eldest surviving son of Richard, Duke of York)





	1483

	Edward V (two months; eldest son of Edward IV)





	1483–85

	Richard III, Crookback (youngest son of Richard, Duke of York)







House of Tudor





	1485–1509

	Henry VII (son of Edmund Tudor and Margaret Beaufort, great-great-granddaughter of Edward III)





	1509–47

	Henry VIII (second son of Henry VII)





	1547–53

	Edward VI (Henry’s son by Jane Seymour)





	1553

	Lady Jane Grey (nine days; daughter of Henry Grey, Duke of Suffolk)





	1553–58

	Mary I (Henry’s daughter by Catherine of Aragon)





	1558–1603

	Elizabeth I (Henry’s daughter by Anne Boleyn)








House of Stuart






	1603–25

	James I (James VI of Scotland; great-great-grandson of Henry VII)





	1625–49

	Charles I (second son of James)







Commonwealth





	1649–58

	Oliver Cromwell, Lord Protector





	1658–59

	Richard Cromwell







House of Stuart (restored)





	1660–85

	Charles II (eldest son of Charles I)





	1685–88

	James II (brother of Charles II)







House of Orange and Stuart





	1689–94

	William (grandson of Charles I) and Mary II (daughter of James II)





	1694–1702

	William III (after Mary’s death)







House of Stuart





	1702–14

	Anne (sister of Mary)







House of Hanover





	1714–27

	George I (great-grandson of James I)





	
1727–60


	George II (son of George I)





	1760–1820

	George III (grandson of George II)





	1820–30

	George IV (son of George III; Prince Regent from 1811)





	1830–37

	William IV (brother of George IV)





	1837–1901

	Victoria (niece of William IV)







House of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha





	1901–10

	Edward VII (eldest son of Victoria and Prince Albert)







House of Windsor





	1910–36

	George V (second son of Edward VII)





	1936–52

	George VI (second son of George V on abdication of his elder brother, who would have been Edward VIII had he been crowned)





	1952–

	Elizabeth II (elder daughter of George VI)







I was taught a kind of theoretic republicanism which was prepared to tolerate a monarch so long as he recognised that he was an employee of the people and subject to dismissal if he proved unsatisfactory. My grandfather, who was no respecter of persons, used to explain this point of view to Queen Victoria, and she was not altogether sympathetic.


Portraits From Memory (1956),
Bertrand Russell (1872–1970)


The lion and the unicorn
Were fighting for the crown;
The lion beat the unicorn
All about the town.
Some gave them white bread,
And some gave them brown;
Some gave them plum cake,
And sent them out of town.


‘The Lion and the Unicorn’ (date unknown),
Anon.



Tea With the Queen



MANY PEOPLE DREAM of having tea with the Queen. But in order to stand the slightest chance of sipping from Her Majesty’s finest bone china, you will need to introduce yourself first. And the only way to do that is to write her a letter. But bear in mind that there is an etiquette that must be observed when addressing our monarch. Take notice and you will avoid coming to grief. Or going to the Tower.


Begin the letter with ‘Madam’ or ‘May it please Your Majesty’, and end it with ‘I have the honour to remain, Madam, Your Majesty’s humble and obedient servant’.


In the unlikely event that your letter succeeds in persuading the Queen to invite you to Buckingham Palace, you should address her as ‘Your Majesty’ the first time you speak to her, and subsequently as ‘Ma’am’. Courtiers will tell you that the word should rhyme with ‘jam’ not ‘farm’, and try not to use it in every sentence or it becomes monotonous and rather sycophantic. When you first enter the room, men should bow (just from the neck, not from the waist) and women should execute a bob curtsy (put one leg behind the other and bend slightly at the knees, gently bowing the head at the same time. There is no need to hold your skirt out). It’s a good idea to practice on a friend beforehand to avoid falling over. That said, the Queen has indicated that this is no longer essential protocol, but it’s a nice touch all the same and shows that you care about these things.


And then Unity Hall and Ingrid Seward have helpful advice on how proceedings might unfold:


The Royal Family and their guests still change for tea; the women take off their tweeds and put on something like a pretty silk dress, and the men, after tramping the fields all day, change into a pair of flannel trousers and a favourite cashmere pullover. The room in which they eat tea is worth dressing up for. Everyone is surrounded by the Queen’s Fabergé collection: cases and cases of it, and worth a Queen’s ransom.


When Sandringham is full, there are usually fourteen for tea; the Queen sits at one end of the table, her lady-in-waiting at the other. There is no formal seating arrangement, so by arriving well in time it’s possible to stake a claim on the seat next to Her Majesty.


She is very much in charge at teatime. In front of her is a silver kettle with an ivory handle, which sits on a stand with a paraffin burner beneath. The kettle itself tips forward to pour, and it looks like a rather dangerous arrangement. The contraption is supposed to be balanced, and as they have been using the same kettle since Queen Victoria’s days and there is no family history of anyone being scalded, presumably it must be safer than it looks. In front of the Queen is a silver salver holding a Victorian silver teapot and a china milk jug and sugar bowl. Placed by these is a very long, thin piece of silver that looks like a fine trumpet. Her Majesty blows through this delicately when she wants to extinguish the burner.


She has two tea caddies at her elbow, one containing her own royal blend, and the other, Indian tea. The Queen’s special blend is a mixture of China and Indian tea. Made by Twining’s, it is packed in a square tin, and is not exclusive to the Royal Family. Anyone can buy it from Fortnum and Mason’s.


With all the implements of the afternoon ritual set in place, the Queen herself warms the teapot – considered an absolute necessity to produce a really good cuppa. When she decides the pot is nicely warmed she pours the water she used for the job into a small basin that holds the tea-strainer. A hovering page then empties this. She spoons the tea into the pot with a silver spoon, and adds boiling water from her silver kettle. It is doubtful if the Queen has ever seen a teabag, and she would probably not know what to do with it if she did.


On the Queen’s right are six cups. She serves only the top end of her table; her lady-in-waiting is going through the same tea-making ritual at the other end, with the same sort of silver kettle, and will serve those nearest to her. If there are more than usual for tea, extra cups are placed on a small side table at the Queen’s elbow. She pours and then passes the cups down the table, serving herself last. For some reason the men always get large breakfast cups, while the ladies are given little ones. Prince Philip never pours – it is considered woman’s work. Sugar bowls containing lump sugar with silver tongs are ranged along the length of the table, and there is, of course, a choice of milk or lemon.


The teapot empty, the page comes in with an ordinary electric kettle full of boiling water. This modern but necessary accoutrement is kept outside, out of sight, and the page boils it as needed and replenishes the water in the Queen’s silver kettle. It never seems to strike anyone as a rum way of doing things.


The Queen loves muffins, so on her left she has a shiny chrome double-sided toaster into which she pops them from a pile on a plate, handed to her by her page. In the old days they used to toast them by the fire, but not any more. Even so, it’s fair to say that toasting the muffins is the only cooking the Queen ever does.


By Royal Invitation (1988),
Unity Hall and Ingrid Seward
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The National Anthem



ALL RIGHT, SO BEING ASKED to tea with the Queen is unlikely, but there is every chance that at some point in your life you will be expected to sing the national anthem. It has six verses. Usually only the first verse is sung, and very occasionally the first and third verses. The last line is sometimes sung as ‘God save the Queen’, rather than ‘our Queen’. The second verse is omitted due to its rather jingoistic tones, and the rest … well, there is seldom time to keep Her Majesty waiting that long. Scouts and Guides are likely to know both the first and third verses. It is surprising how many younger members of the Royal Family do not.


1. God save our gracious Queen,
Long live our noble Queen,
God save the Queen!
Send her victorious,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign over us,
God save our Queen!


2. O Lord our God arise,
Scatter her enemies
And make them fall;
Confound their politics,
Frustrate their knavish tricks,
On thee our hopes we fix,
God save us all!


3. Thy choicest gifts in store
On her be pleased to pour;
Long may she reign;
May she defend our laws,
And ever give us cause
To sing with heart and voice,
God save our Queen!


4. Not in this land alone,
But be God’s mercies known
From shore to shore!
Lord make the nations see,
That men should brothers be,
And form one family,
The wide world o’er.


5. From every latent foe,
From the assassin’s blow,
God save the Queen!
O’er her thine arm extend,
For Britain’s sake defend
Our mother, prince and friend,
God save the Queen!


6. Lord Grant that Marshal Wade*
May by thy mighty aid
Victory bring.
May he sedition hush,
And like a torrent rush,
Rebellious Scots to crush.
God save the Queen!



Titles



AND IF YOU NEVER GET to meet the Queen, maybe you will at least get to meet a duke, or a knight, or an earl, or a baronet. But even they are not always treated with the respect that befits their station in life; take Sir Thomas Ingilby.


The English love titles. If you can’t be an earl or viscount, ‘community advisory officer’ or ‘customer services officer’ seems to carry almost as much cachet. There is no doubt that our understanding of contemporary hierarchy is far better than our grasp of the hereditary system that we grew up with. I once hired a car at Jersey airport under a completely assumed name – by mistake. The girl behind the desk greeted me and then asked me to hand over my driving licence. I duly complied. She painstakingly wrote down the relevant details, then handed me the keys to an almost new Ford Escort. It wasn’t until I checked the paperwork a day or two later that I realised I was driving around Jersey under the pseudonym Mr Sid Bart, a considerable but ingenious abbreviation of Sir Thomas Ingilby, Bt.


The Americans tend to go the other way. No matter how carefully or how many times I introduce myself, I always seem to end up being introduced to third parties as ‘Lord Inglesby’. The Duke of Richmond and Gordon, then resident at Goodwood, recalls sitting down at an official banquet in the United States. The place to his right remained mysteriously vacant throughout the first course. It wasn’t until he leaned across to read the place card and thus discover who hadn’t turned up that he realised that his hosts had been expecting him to bring a friend. On his place card was written, ‘the Duke of Richmond’. On the neighbouring place card it simply said, ‘Gordon’.


Yorkshire’s Great Houses (2003),
Sir Thomas Ingilby



The Orders of Chivalry and Ceremonial Offices



ORIGINALLY RESERVED FOR THE MONARCH and members of his family and his immediate aristocratic supporters, the orders of chivalry have been democratised over the last hundred years or so. The honours list is scrutinised by a committee of privy counsellors before being submitted to the sovereign. The most important orders are:


Order of the Garter


Instituted by King Edward III in 1348 and limited to the sovereign and twenty-four Knights Companion. Traditionally in the gift of the sovereign. The distinctive features are the Star, the Garter and the blue diagonal ribbon. The chapel of the order is at Windsor.


Order of the Thistle


Revived by King James VII in 1687 and re-founded by Queen Anne in 1703. It was originally established in the fifteenth century and is restricted to the sovereign and sixteen Scottish knights. The sash is a green ribbon.



Order of the Bath



Established by King George I in 1725. It has a civilian and a military division with three ranks in each class.


Order of Merit


Established by King Edward VII in 1902 and limited to twenty-four members. It is usually conferred upon those who have given exceptional service in their chosen field – especially in the arts and literature.


Order of the Companions of Honour


Established in 1917 by King George V and sometimes regarded as a junior class of the Order of Merit. Conferred upon men and women for services of national importance. Limited to the sovereign and sixty-five members, not including foreigners, who are admitted only as honorary members.


Order of St Michael and St George


Established in 1818, this order is reserved mainly for diplomats.


Royal Victorian Order


Founded by Queen Victoria in 1896 for members of the royal household and others who have given exceptional service.



Order of the British Empire



Established in 1917. There are five grades: Knight (or Dame) Grand Cross, Knight (or Dame) Commander, Commander, Officer and Member.


Lord Lieutenant


The representative of the Crown for each county in the United Kingdom. The Lord Lieutenant may be a peer or a commoner, male or female. Originally appointed as part of the reorganisation of local government in the reign of King Henry VIII to take over the military duties of the sheriff and control the military forces of the Crown. The Forces Act of 1871 transferred those powers back to the Crown. Today’s Lord Lieutenant will be a distinguished person in the county and responsible for royal visits. A Lord Lieutenant will have one Vice Lord Lieutenant and a number of Deputy Lieutenants depending upon the size of the county. Lord Lieutenants are also responsible for recommending people for appointment as Justices of the Peace. The retiring age is seventy-five. Lord Lieutenants wear a military-style navy-blue uniform with a scarlet stripe down the trousers and a scarlet band round the hat. They may also carry a sword. The Deputy Lieutenants may be similarly attired but with a maroon sash rather than a sash of maroon and silver. Female Lord Lieutenants have no formal uniform.



High Sheriffs



The office has existed since before the Norman Conquest – at which time the holder was the official, or reeve, who looked after the royal demesne in the shire; hence ‘shire-reeve’ or ‘sheriff’. Today the office is of only ceremonial importance, though the Sheriff is also called upon to act as the returning officer in the event of a general election and to announce the accession of a new sovereign. It is also his job to appoint an Under-Sheriff, who is responsible for enforcing certain High Court orders. The Sheriff of each county is selected each year by the sovereign, who ‘pricks’ the name of each successful nominee upon the roll of parchment presented to her by the Clerk of the Privy Council. For this the sovereign uses a bodkin – a tradition that dates back to Elizabeth I. The appointment lasts for one year, and the High Sheriff is likely to be called upon to officiate at everything from official ceremonies, dinners and royal visits to the presentation of prizes at school speech days, as well as looking after visiting members of the judiciary. The uniform consists of a black velvet jacket and knee breeches, silk hose, lace jabeau and cuffs, buckled shoes, a sword and a fore-and-aft hat which is carried rather than worn.







England and St George
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Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more;
Or close the wall up with our English dead!
In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man
As modest stillness and humility:
But when the blast of war blows in our ears,
Then imitate the action of the tiger;
Stiffen the sinews, conjure up the blood,
Disguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage;
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect;
Let it pry through the portage of the head
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it
As fearfully as doth a gallèd rock
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,
Swilled with the wild and wasteful ocean.
Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide,
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit
To his full height. On, on, you noblest English,
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof!
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,
Have in these parts from morn till even fought,
And sheathed their swords for lack of argument:
Dishonour not your mothers; now attest
That those whom you called father did beget you.
Be copy now to men of grosser blood,
And teach them how to war. And you, good yeomen,
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here
The mettle of your pasture; let us swear
That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not;
For there is none of you so mean and base,
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot:
Follow your spirit, and upon this charge
Cry, ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint George!’
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