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      The great crime which the moneyed classes and promoters of industry committed in the palmy Victorian days was the condemning
         of the workers to ugliness, ugliness, ugliness: meanness and formless and ugly surroundings, ugly ideals, ugly religion, ugly
         hope, ugly love, ugly clothes, ugly furniture, ugly homes, ugly relationship between workers and employers. The human soul
         needs actual beauty more than bread.
     

      
      D. H. Lawrence, Nottingham and the Mining Countryside

      
      

         ‘Johnny Todd’1

         Johnny Todd he took a notion

         For to cross the ocean wide.

         And he left his true love weeping

         Waiting on the Liverpool side.

         For a week she wept full sorely,

         Tore her hair and wrung her hands

         Till she met with another sailor

         Walking on the Liverpool sands.

         O fair maid why are you weeping

         For your Johnny gone to sea?

         If you will marry me tomorrow

         I will kind and constant be.

I will buy you sheets and blankets,

         I will buy you a wedding ring.

         And I’ll buy you a silver cradle

         For to rock your baby in.

         Johnny Todd came home from sailing,

         Sailing o’er the ocean wide,

         There he found that his fair and false one

         Was another sailor’s bride.

         So, all you lads who go a-sailing

         For to fight the foreign foe.

         Never leave your love behind like Johnny,

         Marry her before you go!

      



   



      
      
      PREFACE

   Jung’s Dream
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      Mathew Street . . . the Grapes . . . the Cavern . . . the Beatles . . . the Liverpool School of Language, Music, Dream and
         Pun, and alongside it a statue of the psychiatrist Carl Jung, set in the wall and inscribed: ‘Liverpool is the pool of life.’
     

      
      The centre of Liverpool rocks. Forty or fifty years ago it rocked for the world, the universe even. Since then the Cavern
         has been knocked down, Peter O’Halligan’s School of Dreams has transmuted into an Irish pub, and the statue of Carl Jung has
         been nicked. But the centre of Liverpool has not stopped rocking, there is another Jung in place, and in the nearby Grapes,
         famed as the pre-pub for Cavern all-nighters since the early sixties, you’ll still find someone who was ‘on the inside’, who
         was once a personal friend of the fab four, who drank with them and who has written a book about them, which he is prepared to sign for you if you part with £13.
     

      
      In my case, the on-hand guru was Sam Leach, self-styled ‘original promoter of the Beatles’, whose book, The Rocking City, laid out in piles on a table by the bar, describes him as ‘almost certainly’ the one who got Brian Epstein to the Cavern
         in the first place, and quotes John Lennon as saying that he was once ‘the pulse of Merseyside’. As I pulled out £15 from
         my pocket and Leach relieved me of it, his apology that he had no change faded into the distance as the Christmas barmaid
         leant generously over the bar towards me and asked what I would like.
     

      
      The night unravelled far too well to worry about the £2 that the distraction cost me, and anyway I should have been prepared,
         for one of my first interviewees, Sonia Strong, had said before I had even sat down, ‘Have you noticed the girls? They are
         absolutely gorgeous. They all look like they’ve come out of magazines.’ The writer John Cowper Powys, who died in the year
         the Beatles broke upon the world, wrote of his periodic visits to the city as ‘among the happiest of my life . . . I lived
         in an atmosphere of complete freedom as far as sex was concerned . . . these wonderful Liverpool girls. One girl, the daughter
         of a seafaring family, had limbs so slippery-smooth as to be hardly human.’ An earlier writer, Edgar Wallace, simply sighed
         and said, ‘Liverpool, what a place to commit adultery.’ I have lost count of the number of people I met who came to Liverpool
         and stayed because they found love. Love is in the Liverpool soul, something to do with the prevalence of seafaring men perhaps.
         Absence makes the heart grow stronger, every night is a homecoming, love is in the air, and at the risk of quarrying a fourth cliché, and with due respect to the habitués of Brassey Street (and the Beatles), money
         can’t buy it – unless you’re a footballer of course.
     

      
      Liverpool rocks. By the end of the evening I felt I must have arrived at the Grapes along psychic tramlines, so right did
         everything feel without and within. Had I perhaps become attached to the famed ley line into Mathew Street, which thanks to
         Grapes regulars I now knew all about, that conduit of psychic energy first detected by cultural mythologist, ‘post-punk’ and
         ‘British house’ pioneer, art world subversive and general anarchic influence, Bill Drummond?
     

      
      Drummond didn’t arrive in Liverpool until after May 1965, when beat poet Allen Ginsberg famously placed it at ‘the centre
         of consciousness of the human universe’, but he knew what Ginsberg meant, which was why Drummond argued for the ley line passing
         along Mathew Street, via the bust of Jung.
     

      
      Carl Jung was the first to show man how to unlock the unconscious, which he did by exercising a talent for illustration. He
         expressed what was going on in his own unconscious in mandala, the imagery of Hindu and Buddhist art. The illustrations came
         first, automatically, irrepressibly. Only later did he understand their meaning. He would draw a new one every day. At first
         he wasn’t aware why he was drawing them, let alone what he was supposed to understand from them, but gradually he became able
         to interpret them. Really, his whole theory of psychology, which is daily being ratified in modern neuroscience, stemmed from
         this process.
     

      
      It was in 1927, during this intense period of Jung’s inner life, fourteen years after he first plunged down into the dark depths of his unconscious, and eleven years after drawing his
         first mandala, that Liverpool first found its way to his surface consciousness.
     

      
      

         I found myself in a dirty, sooty city. It was night, and winter, and dark, and raining. I was in Liverpool. With a number
            of Swiss – say half a dozen – I walked through the dark streets. I had the feeling that we were coming from the harbour, and
            that the real city was up above, on the cliffs. We climbed up there. It reminded me of Basel, where the market is down below
            and then you go up through the Tottengasschen (‘Alley of the Dead’), which leads to a plateau above and so to the Petersplatz
            and the Peterskirche. When we reached the plateau, we found a broad square dimly illuminated by street lights, into which
            many streets converged.1

      



      
      Millions have found their way from the Mersey into Liverpool in this way, this city that has been open to the world since
         the eighteenth century. Originally, there were two streets leading from the river up into town, Chapel Street and Water Street.
         Jung clearly disembarked at the bottom of Chapel Street, his reference to the ‘alley of the dead’ perfect because it was in
         this street that bubonic plague first broke out in 1558.
     

      
      To get to ‘the plateau above’ he would have had to turn right off Chapel Street and walk across what is today Exchange Flags
         and High Street into Castle Street, thence into the ‘broad square’ he described, which corresponds to present-day Derby Square,
         the highest point of the city. This was where Liverpool Castle once stood, built on a specially constructed plateau. The castle offered a third way down to the river, but more especially it overlooked the Pool
         to the south, the original tidal inlet where boats moored, long before the docks were built. Again, Jung accurately confirms
         the Pool as the focal point of life in the city, which it was in the old days, and which is as remarkable as the rest of his
         description, because he never was in Liverpool.
     

      
      All who write about Liverpool mention Jung, and you can’t be in the city for long before his name comes up. Fewer have actually
         read what he wrote, or realise that he never came to Liverpool, not in this life. It was a dream, which he experienced at a particularly low point. When, at last, his dream vision departed from real, topographical Liverpool,
         it proceeded to a level hugely meaningful for him.
     

      
      In his dream, the Pool is round and located not to the south of the square but in its centre. In the centre of the Pool is
         a small island. In the centre of the island is a magnolia tree.
     

      
      

         While everything round about was obscured by rain, fog, smoke, and dimly lit darkness, the little island blazed with sunlight.
            On it stood a single tree, a magnolia, in a shower of reddish blossoms. It was as though the tree stood in the sunlight and
            were at the same time the source of light. My companions commented on the abominable weather and obviously did not see the
            tree. They spoke of another Swiss who was living in Liverpool, and expressed surprise that he should have settled here. I
            was carried away by the beauty of the flowering tree and the sunlit island, and thought, ‘I know very well why he has settled
            here.’ Then I awoke.
        

      



      
      
      What we have is an image of the perfect mandala, a succession of concentric shapes, including two unbroken circles, the common
         centre – ‘the source’. It represents man at peace with himself, inner harmony, wholeness, the masculine and feminine in balance,
         with thoughts, sensations, feelings, intuition functioning perfectly.
     

      
      

         The dream represents my situation at the time. I can still see the greyish-yellow raincoats, glistening with the wetness of
            the rain. Everything was extremely unpleasant, black and opaque – just as I felt then. But I had a vision of unearthly beauty,
            and that was why I was able to live at all. Liverpool is the ‘pool of life’. The ‘liver’, according to an old view, is the
            seat of life – that which ‘makes to live’.
        

      



      
      Jung awoke from the dream with the feeling that he knew precisely why the Swiss had chosen to settle here in Liverpool, and
         delivered for all ages his assessment of the spirit of the city, which was in the depths of depression, as he was in 1927,
         but gearing itself up for a moment of catharsis that would rock the world.
     

      
      The reason why Liverpool, and not Bradford or Manchester, is a locus in this way, is that Liverpool is well acquainted with the shadow of its unconscious and, in a remarkable way not dissimilar
         to Jung, has redeemed and transformed it through its art.
     

      
      Powys and Wallace and others, including Liverpool’s own artists, notably the sculptor Arthur Dooley, and millions of non-artists
         too, have been struck by its feminine side – by the beauty certainly, but by the toughness as much as the softness, and the
         maternal qualities, which have brought its children through. The result is that Liverpudlians are a ‘true’ people, they are their environment in a way many city dwellers are not, with strong roots embedded in the past. Love there may be, but it
         is on their terms.
     

      
      True people are thin on the ground in post-modern Britain. Over the past fifty years the authorities have done their damnedest
         to rub them out of Liverpool, first by uprooting the people and scattering them to the four winds on the edge of town, which
         has created the savage face of the city most often reflected in the media, and then, most recently, by dizzying them with
         the idea that style – the clothes you wear, the car you drive, the food you eat, and the way you organise your life visually
         – is all that you really are.
     

      
      It is an idea hard to resist as you wander through the spectacular 42-acre ‘Paradise Found’ development in Liverpool One,
         where retail is the relentless focus: 1.6 million square feet of ‘designer’ shops, thirty new buildings, two major department
         stores, a park, two hotels, a bus station, a cinema, over 600 housing units, 3,000 parking spaces, all made possible by a
         massive injection of £920 million from the Duke of Westminster’s Grosvenor Estates. But the most impressive aspect of the
         city’s ‘European Capital of Culture in 2008’ celebration – by far – was not ‘Consumer Liverpool’, it was, in the widest sense
         of the word, its art.
     

      




      
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      The Pool of Life

      [image: image]

      
      No contemporary map of Liverpool exists earlier than the eighteenth century, and there’s no record at all of any settlement
         before the thirteenth. This is difficult to credit, given the city’s subsequent reputation as a revolving door for the world’s
         peoples, and, in particular, its proximity to Ireland, a nation of travellers and settlers like no other.
     

      
      In the fifth and sixth centuries of the first millennium AD, holy travellers poured out of Ireland and founded communities
         up and down the coast of Britain, in Cornwall in particular. How could they have missed Liverpool, with Dublin but an inspirational
         breath away?
     

      
      If they did come to Liverpool, what would they have done? Generally, the modus operandi of these missionaries was to set up ascetic cells close to water, before their often far less holy followers rooted down,
         their settlements growing into villages, towns and sometimes even cities.
     

      
      The sixth-century founder of Glasgow, for instance, was an Irish traveller, St Kentigern, or Mungo as he was also known, with
         a shade more ‘Sauchiehall’ street cred. He founded a cell, a place of worship, which grew into a monastery on the banks of
         the Molendinar, a river that flowed into the Clyde. Eventually superseded by Glasgow Cathedral, the Irish cell was the original
         beating heart of what became the mediaeval town.
     

      
      Had such a holy Irish visitation come to Liverpool in the same era, one would expect to find a similar cell close to the Mersey,
         and sure enough Liverpool’s first map does show a place of worship, the Chapel of St Mary del Key, on the banks of the river
         at the west end of Chapel Street. Did this chapel supersede an earlier monastic cell perhaps? Certainly the site on which
         the chapel was built lies at the heart of old Liverpool. All the surveys agree that Chapel Street was one of the original
         streets of the city, and eventually St Mary’s was superseded by the Church of Our Lady and St Nicholas,1 its name aptly embracing those of the chapel and the patron saint of sailors.
     

      
      A lack of evidence that Liverpool had any sort of life earlier than the thirteenth century has had the frustrating consequence
         of making the Wirral, on the opposite side of the Mersey, look the cool place to be in those far-off days. For there is plenty
         of evidence that people did settle in the Wirral, and by preference, initially turning up their noses at the frog-inundated marshlands that became the more famous Liverpool some while later.
     

      
      It is frustrating because there has long been rivalry between Liverpool and the Wirral. ‘Strange people over here, very quiet
         and very English,’ wrote Pat O’Mara, born in Bridgewater Street, Liverpool, in 1901. ‘The Mersey separated us. It was an effective
         separation.’ It is part of Scouseology that the Wirral is alien and distinct. ‘If I had my way I’d brick the f***ing Mersey
         tunnels up’ and not let them in, was the prize-winning anti-Wirral tirade that spawned a play in Liverpool only a handful
         of years ago.2 The Wirral includes Caldy, where Premiership footballers and, as I write, Rafa Benitez live, and Heswall, where Paul McCartney’s
         brother Mike has dwelt to my certain knowledge these past thirty years. Mavis O’Flaherty, an Irish matriarch from Toxteth,
         told me that the Wirral is the place where ‘people, if they have got a little bit of money, go over and buy a house’.
     

      
      ‘But it’s not all posh,’ I exclaim. Birkenhead’s not posh by any means. A strong working-class tradition emanated from Cammell
         Laird’s internationally known shipyard there, and Port Sunlight, brainchild of the soap-manufacturing Lever brothers. Even
         today, land at the east end of the Great Float (originally 110 acres of water and more than four miles of quays) has been
         developed into the Twelve Quays, from where cargo and people are transported between Merseyside and Ireland, in preference
         to Liverpool. Ferries can save an hour on an Irish Sea crossing from here.
     

      
      Nevertheless, the Wirral did seem posh to working-class Liverpudlians in the last century, because, like Mavis, all they saw of it were the beaches at New Brighton, Egremont or Seacombe, once or twice a year:
     

      
      

         When we were growing up, we would go over on the ferry for a day out, go on the sand. So you’ve got New Brighton, Hoylake,
            West Kirby, which is still lovely. I was there last week, walking along the prom . . .
        

      



      
      Here was a real beach and the open sea, light and a vast area of water meeting the sky. It must have been mind-boggling to
         a girl brought up in the dark, closed-in, sooty working-class streets of Liverpool.
     

      
      The Wirral also has Birkenhead Park, which, more than a century ago, according to George Bradshaw, author of the famous Victorian
         guide Bradshaw’s Railway Companion, was ‘owned to be one of the finest in England’.3 It was designed by Sir Joseph Paxton, and so inspired landscape designer Frederick Law Olmsted that he used it as a model
         in his design for Central Park in New York City.
     

      
      When I ferried across the Mersey recently, plugged in to the compulsory Gerry Marsden loop, I fell into conversation with
         a woman who was taking her grandchild out for the day, just as she had taken her daughter, and she herself had been taken
         seventy years earlier. ‘When my daughter was four,’ she said, ‘I used to take her on the ferry to play on the little beaches
         on the other side – they have all gone now. My brother-in-law used to work on the Mersey dredgers – he’s in America now –
         and his grandson is coming over for a couple of days in August. I shall take him on the ferry – my sister would like that.’
         Times have changed, but habits have not. ‘When you go to the Cavern,’ the lady said as we parted, ‘remember Cilla Black. I’m her husband’s [Bobby Willis’s] cousin – that’s my claim to
         fame.’
     

      
      Today, the beef about the Wirral among city-proud Liverpudlians has to do with disloyalty. Dinah Dossor, an artist of the
         sixties, said: ‘Very early on I realised that most of the people I knew worked in Liverpool and paid their rates to the Wirral,
         which is not on . . .’
     

      
      Phil Key, sometime Arts Editor of the Liverpool Daily Post and a resident on ‘the other side’, is unrepentant:
     

      
      

         I’ve lived there for thirty years. Used to come in to work in Liverpool about nine o’clock in the morning and didn’t leave
            until about midnight. So I spent most of my time in Liverpool, but it was just nice to get away from it for a few hours, put
            my head down and get back in the morning.
        

         To me [the Wirral] is a part of Liverpool to a large extent anyway. I remember some sports writer on the Liverpool Echo telling me once, ‘I’ve been all over the world, Phil, and I’ve worked everywhere, but the Wirral is the best place to work
            and live.’ I suppose that’s true. You’ve got the city on the doorstep and you’ve got the open country. It’s quite handy to
            be able to nip across the Dee into North Wales, and you’ve got the Mersey on the other side, so it’s a nice little mixture
            of everything. People say it’s posh, but it’s not all that posh. On the Dee side, where I am, I suppose it’s a little bit
            posher, but Parkgate [Neston] used to be a bigger port than Liverpool. That’s where Handel sailed from to Ireland to do the
            first performance of the Messiah. You can check that. They always say he put the finishing touches to it in Parkgate.
        

      



      
      
      Bounded on its east side by the Mersey and on the west by the River Dee, the Wirral was, it seems, first choice at the very
         start. Evidence of habitation, including flint arrowheads found on Hilbre, one of three islands at the mouth of the Dee,4 goes back to Neolithic times (4,000 to 2,000 BC), and the Wirral’s strategic importance ensured continuous interest after
         the Romans built a city of some significance at nearby Chester. Subsequently, in the first millennium, Benedictine monks of
         St Werburgh in Chester settled a cell on Hilbre, and in 1150 founded a Priory at Birkenhead.
     

      
      The priors of Birkenhead were forever sailing to and fro across the Mersey, doing deals with traders on the north bank of
         the river and no doubt spreading the Word over a glass of monastic mead. It seems likely that Liverpool’s first ecclesiastical
         monument, the Chapel of St Mary del Key, was indeed of monastic origin in this era. St Mary’s Tower, which survives in the
         grounds of Birkenhead Priory today, was originally part of Birkenhead’s first parish church, and it is very likely that St
         Mary’s del Key was a sister foundation, a parish outpost, as was the way.
     

      
      The Birkenhead band of brothers were not the only monks to explore the Liverpool side. We know that another ecclesiastical
         expedition, from the Abbey of Saint Peter and Saint Paul in Shrewsbury (also Benedictine and sixty or so miles to the south),5 made a particular impression on a settlement of proto-Scousers at Walton,6 just to the north of what became Liverpool city centre. Walton is one of the oldest areas of settlement on Merseyside, its
         name, like that of Wales to the south, calling to mind the 5th century Saxon name for the Celtic inhabitants of Britain, the ‘Walas’ or ‘Wealas’. Walton may have once been known as ‘Walas-town’. In 1200 it was gifted to
         Richard de Meath by King John, the principal promoter of the east bank of the Mersey over the Wirral, and the man on whose
         shoulders rests the burden of Liverpool’s entry upon the world in 1207.
     

      
      Liverpool did not officially become a city until 1880, but King John created the basis of it almost seven hundred years earlier.
         History’s reason for his interest is that he needed a base for the English troops he was sending to Ireland, but he set up
         more than a garrison town and already had recreational interests in the area, so who knows what in that context may have expedited
         his plans. His royal deer park at Toxteth, just to the south of the eventual site for the new town, raises our interest in
         a place that would be an interesting element in the Liverpool mix for a millennium.
     

      
      George Lund, born in Liverpool in 1948, has looked into how Toxteth got its name. ‘The first settler was a Viking man called
         Tokey, and “teth” means “settlement”, or “landing place”. Well, they couldn’t call it Tokeyteth, so they substituted an “x”
         and called it Toxteth.’
     

      
      The earliest Viking raids occurred in the 790s, and the invading Normans of 1066 were themselves descended from Vikings, so
         the Viking influence remained even after the death in 939 of Athelstane, grandson of Alfred the Great, who is generally credited
         with driving the Viking hordes out of Lancashire. A sense of the significance of the Vikings in the evolution of Liverpool
         is demonstrated today, as I write, in a DNA research programme being carried out by Professor Stephen Harding of Nottingham
         University. Viking descendants still in the area are being genetically identified and summoned for lucky girls to interview.
     

      
      Toxteth was a busy enough place to merit mention in the Domesday survey of 1086, but in spite of the access to Ireland which
         its vicinity to the Mersey afforded, it found no favour with King John as a nucleus of the new Liverpool. As a result it was
         more than five hundred years before a township was established and the Chapel of Toxteth in Park Road (now Liverpool’s oldest
         building) was built.
     

      
      Toxteth nevertheless has an amazing history. Urbanisation of the royal deer park continued in line with Liverpool’s growth
         through the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. Georgian mansions sprang up in the Canning area at the behest of wealthy
         merchants, and in time commodious Victorian houses appeared on the Granby side of Prince’s Road. Later, after the glory days
         of Liverpool commerce were over, these dwellings and other smaller ones in the so-called Welsh streets, south towards the
         Dingle,7 were given over to a huge working-class, mixed-race community, which would find its expression in the 1950s and sixties in
         a unique ‘Liverpool 8’ culture and become the envy of urban youth across the country, with clubs such as the Ibo, the Federation,
         the Crew Club, the Sierra Leone, the Nigerian, the Yoruba, Gladrays, the Silver Sands and the Somali, as well as trail-blazing
         black organisations including Young Panthers, Liverpool Black Organisation, Liverpool Black Sisters and L8 Action Group. Toxteth,
         at its zenith, marked out Liverpool-born black people as being at the very forefront of change on a world scale, a fact that
         so troubled the then recklessly conservative Establishment that they brought the whole scene to a violent close, triggering the infamous riots of 1981.
     

      
      Another interesting location, which King John might conceivably have considered as his headquarters, was West Derby to the
         east of Liverpool city centre. Here, on Castle Field, Castle Lane, close to Croxteth Park, stood the principal seat of power
         in the region from the first millennium until the focus passed to Liverpool. The Pipe Rolls of 1213 records a garrison at
         West Derby Castle of 140 foot soldiers, 10 knights and 10 crossbow men. In 1232 it was taken by the Ferrers family, who held
         sway in the area and became the first Earls of Derby, Liverpool’s aristocracy. William II de Ferrers, the 4th Earl, was a
         particular favourite of King John.
     

      
      It is a surprise to outsiders to find West Derby in Merseyside, rather than, say, in Derbyshire, but the Hundred of West Derby
         was the administrative name of an area that stretched throughout West Lancashire and reached back into the mists of time.
         The Ferrers provided the Earls of Derby from 1139 until the 6th Earl forfeited his property toward the end of the reign of
         King John’s son, Henry III. Two centuries later the Earldom was revived when it was awarded to local man Thomas Stanley after
         he picked up the crown of the slain Richard III at the Battle of Bosworth Field, dusted it down and placed it on Henry Tudor’s
         head.
     

      
      The Stanleys seem to have had something of an eye for the main chance. Thomas’s grandfather, Sir John, and his brother, William,
         had more than a few scrapes with the law as young men. There was a charge of forced entry in 1369 and a little problem of
         murder seven years later, after which John was declared an outlaw. Thomas Clotton, his victim, was a Wirral man, and a pardon was forthcoming after some heroics
         by his assailant in the French wars, but it seems that the debt owed to Clotton’s family didn’t just go away. In Manchester
         University’s John Rylands Library there is a ‘quitclaim’ by Alice, ‘widow of Thomas de Clotton’, to William de Stanley dated
         as late as 1410. By then, however, John was well away, having married the fabulously wealthy Isabel de Lathom, whose family’s
         lands in south-west Lancashire encompassed the administrative and judicial centre of the county.8 Marriage to Isabel in 1385 brought with it Knowsley Park, where the Stanleys still live as the Earls of Derby today.
     

      
      Perhaps West Derby Castle was never a realistic option for what King John had in mind. Certainly, the politics of the time
         concerned conflict between the landed aristocracy (the likes of the Ferrers) and the new merchant class, the rise of which
         the King’s plans would encourage. In any case, John seems to have wanted to start afresh and with that in mind his eventual
         choice of location was in many ways ideal. He commandeered a spit of land south of Walton, north of Toxteth, and west of West
         Derby at a relatively narrow point of the Mersey estuary, where there was an adjacent inlet or pool, which formed a natural
         harbour.
     

      
      Thereafter, the Liver Pool (‘the seat of life – that which makes to live’)9 was well set to be the fount of almost everything.
     

      
      As far back as we care to go, a mile-long pan of water enlivened the back of what is now Canning Dock. Fed on its west side
         by the ocean-driven Mersey tide, and inland by rivers of divers sources cascading in opposing directions down the low and irregular range of hills on which the future city would be built, the hiatus at ebb tide in the Pool was
         such that, eventually, a pair of enormous gates would have to be erected to be opened for an hour or two at high tide in order
         to let ships out and in.
     

      
      Strip away the miles of dockland, the shell of the western boundary of this part of Liverpool, and imagine for a moment the
         shoreline as it was in 1207. No Canning or Albert Docks, no Mann Island, Pier Head, or Royal Liver, Cunard or Port of Liverpool
         Buildings, no Museum of Liverpool. Envisage only the river, a long strand or beach of mud and sand, and a crush of creaking,
         groaning sailing ships rocking in their berths in the Pool of Life.
     

      
      Now, look farther eastwards, past all this. Vaporise Chavasse Park, Canning Place and the bus station. Fly up Common Shore
         and Frog Lane, or Paradise Street and Whitechapel as they are now, dismiss Williamson Square as a mere phantasm, and imagine
         a body of water stretching uninhibited into the distance past the Rat and Parrot, Nandos, the Marriot Hotel, Yates’s famous
         landmark, and that’s the Royal Court up there, isn’t it? No more. It is hard to imagine, but the Pool extended to the entrance
         of the Mersey Tunnel at least.
     

      
      For all its tidal problems on entry, the Pool, around 130 metres at its widest point, was a natural harbour. King John saw
         that at once. Even when, five hundred years later, they turned it into a wet dock – the first anywhere in the world – it could
         offer sanctuary to a hundred ships.
     

      
      The king made it the focus of his plans for the new town, marking out four streets to the north of it in the shape of a cross. Today we can recognise the two running north to south towards the Pool as High Street, earlier named Joggler
         Street, and Castle Street, which also probably had an earlier name, as Liverpool Castle was itself a while coming. Intersecting
         these east to west were Dale Street and Water Street. Water Street was originally named Bonk Street – not fun-loving King
         John’s little joke. ‘Bonk’ meant ‘Bank’ in those days, so historians tell us, and certainly Bonk Street did find its way to
         the river. On the ridge where these four streets met, a stone cross, known as High Cross, was erected, and the new town’s
         stocks.
     

      
      King John also authorised a weekly market and an annual fair to be held on Castle Street, which enticed traders to gather
         from far and wide. In a wise move likely to identify the place as belonging to the people, two stone pillars were erected,
         demarcating a place of sanctuary. If you stood between these pillars, you were safe from arrest. The position of one of them
         is still visible on the north-west side of the street.
     

      
      The land around and about was then carved out into ‘burgages’, on which houses might be built, and in 1229 members of the
         new mercantile class, which all this activity was fast creating, were given leave to form a Merchant’s Guild, the elected
         boss of which, the so-called Reeve, became Liverpool’s first official headman.
     

      
      Suddenly, from almost nothing, Liverpool was a community of around a thousand souls, which included not only traders, but
         fishermen, farmers, blacksmiths, builders, carpenters and millers. A mill was erected southeast of the Pool, beside one of
         its feeding rivers.
     

      
      This was an incredible fast-track happening in Liverpool’s pre-industrial dawn, and people from the Wirral couldn’t get across to the new town fast enough. They instituted
         a regular ferry service in the very year of the Royal Charter, 1207, no doubt vying for position in the court of the English
         king, as he set Liverpool on the road to transformation from ‘a cluster of mud hovels into an opulent city where ships sail
         every ocean and whose trade has spread to every land’.10 
     

      
      As the town established itself, the Wirral seems not to have kept pace, at least up to the mid-eighteenth century. Particularly,
         Hilbre and Wallasey to the north were desperate regions. Inhabitants turned to smuggling and wrecking. Boats were lured onto
         the rocks, and cargo destined for trade with the growing town was removed. It was said that there was ‘scarcely a house in
         North Wirral that could not provide a guest with a good stiff glass of brandy or Hollands’.11 Stories are legion. The trade centred on a sixteenth-century public house known variously as the Half-way House, the White
         House, Seabank Nook and Mother Redcap’s after its characterful licensee, said to be ‘a comely, fresh-coloured Cheshire-spoken
         woman . . . a great favourite with the sailor men’. Located on the promenade in Wallasey, between Caithness and Lincoln Drives,
         and tucked safely away behind the natural barrier of another tidal pool (since filled in), Mother Redcap’s was built with
         three-foot thick walls and a massive iron-studded door, which, if opened forcibly, triggered a trapdoor that consigned any
         unsuspecting revenue man to a deep cellar below, something hopefully adapted since its transformation into the old people’s
         home it became.
     

      
      
      Historians complain that Liverpool, meanwhile, had been dragging its feet, and should not have taken so long to capitalise
         on the fortuitous start it had been given. But these are post-industrial historians writing. Why should the Liverpudlians
         of the day have been so finely tuned to the commercial and enterprising spirit of more modern times? Indeed, looking back,
         the assumption that industrial wealth is what life is about is not one with which the Liverpool working man has much reason
         to agree.
     

      
      Back in the thirteenth century, people were content to trade for wine with nearby France. Others were happy simply to drink
         it and sail out into the Mersey and Irish Sea to fish, while yet others bought skins, hides and yarns from Ireland (whence
         the best spinners of yarns have always come) and sold them to Manchester men, forging a partnership that would turn that city
         into the leading textile manufacturer in the world once the rat race really got going. Local iron, wool, coal, knives and
         leather goods were also popular fare at this time.
     

      
      In fact, although the town’s population didn’t reach two thousand until the seventeenth century, good progress was made following
         King John’s death in 1216. In the early 1230s, a castle had been built at the south end of Castle Street, and became the new
         fulcrum of power in the area. Sited on a specially constructed plateau (today’s Derby Square, where the Law Courts and Victoria
         Monument are), it marked the highest point of the city. To the south it overlooked a dovecot and orchard leading to the Liver
         Pool, while to the west, under an 18-metre wide moat cut out of solid rock, ran a passage down what is now James Street to
         the river.
     

      
      
      Also, three more streets had been added to the north side of the king’s original plan, making a group of seven in all, shaped
         in an ‘H’, as my old map overleaf shows. Joggler Street now led north into Mylne Street (today’s Old Hall Street). Chapel
         Street led east up from the river by the Chapel of St Mary del Key, across Joggler and Mylne Streets into More Street (later
         Tithebarn Street). The point where they intersect was marked with a cross, known as White Cross, like the one between Joggler
         and Castle Streets.
     

      
      Joggler Street has since been replaced by the Town Hall, Exchange Flags and High Street, but its name begs some sort of explanation.
         A clue lies in the large open space on its west side, evident in old maps – made for street theatre and official proclamation,
         apparently.
     

      
      For centuries, in Liverpool as elsewhere, before the advent of ‘house’ theatres, travelling players would put on impromptu
         shows in the street. Appearing as if out of nowhere, they would draw a crowd with the performance of some play or mythic masque
         or rite. Respected nineteenth-century historian William Fergusson Irvine12 suggests that Joggler Street got its name from this practice, not after ‘jugglers’, as one might suppose (particularly as
         it is often seen on maps as Juggler Street), but after the generic French mediaeval term for minstrels or players, ‘jongleurs’ – not so strange to English ears after the Norman invasion.
     

      
      Players and jesters were as common a sight in mediaeval Liverpool as they would be in the 1960s, with wit no doubt as quick
         as anything you could expect from the Scaffold almost half a millennium later, but often with an earthy, Pagan ring to their
         play. So many ‘players of interludes, jugglers, gesters and wandering people’ were there, and so fantastic, that some were
         banned from ‘bryngyng into this town monstrous or straunge beasts or other visions voyde or voyne’.13 On one notable occasion, ‘the wanderers with the hobby horse’ were put in the stocks at High Cross.
     

      
      [image: image]

      
      
      The hobby-horse troupe had failed to procure a licence, but it would have been a foolish townsman who pelted them with rotten
         vegetables. For the masque cheval, or hobby horse rite, is probably the oldest Pagan institution of all, essentially a fertility rite. I once caught sight
         of it in another town, Padstow in Cornwall, where May Day celebrations are famously true to mediaeval tradition. A group of
         us had gone there for a drink the night before. After the pubs closed at 11 p.m. other tourists left for their lodgings. We
         had deliberately hung back, sensing that the natives of Padstow were not finished. Sure enough, in the darkness we were suddenly
         made aware of scuttlings and swishings, and from a basement area in the tiny square appeared a bizarre creation – no pantomime
         horse, but a man-become-horse, wearing a jet-black hoop and skirts, with African tribal markings on the ‘rider’s’ mask. The
         vision proceeded to buck and flail in a circular motion through the pitch-black streets. It was very weird, quite unlike its
         appearance the following day in full Technicolor for the tourist trade.
     

      
      It is significant that mediaeval Liverpool locked up the hobby horse, for in literature, myth and psychoanalysis, the horse
         is a symbol of the ‘voice of nature’ with which artists, healers and gurus seek to make contact, but which rational man has tried to dominate and exploit throughout history.
     

      
      In Gulliver’s Travels, Jonathan Swift satirises our ignorance on this matter, transporting his hero to an island where the horse-like Houyhnhnms
         enslave mankind (seen as ape-like Yahoos) rather than the other way round. Gulliver later transforms himself into a Houyhnhnm,
         literally ‘becomes horse’, releasing himself from the morbid material concerns of man.
     

      
      In Jungian psychoanalysis transformation follows a similar journey of discovery. In his dreams the subject may be led by a
         horse (symbol of the instinctual side of man) into a wild land remote from men (‘the unconscious’), where lie the keys of
         paradise. Paradise to the Jungian is a balance between the ‘male’ and ‘female’ sides of man, not a genetic distinction but
         one between the ‘conscious, practical, rational, civilised’ and the ‘unconscious, natural, instinctual, primitive’.
     

      
      In ancient myth this ‘feminine’ side is the subject of one of the oldest stories of the Mabinogion,14 belonging to the second millennium BC, in which the goddess Rhiannon ‘becomes horse’ for Pwyll, Lord of Dyved, who is engaged
         in a struggle for his soul. Like the later Roman horse goddess Epona, Rhiannon is a re-creation of the matriarchal moon goddess,
         known to have been worshiped in Sumer in Babylonia as long as 10,000 years ago. She was a three-in-one deity: the caring,
         instinctual mother; the source of love that first coupled male and female at the beginning of the world; and the ruthless
         protector, a figure capable of terrifying destructiveness, readily consigning to the Underworld those who threaten her or
         those in her charge.15 
     

      
      
      I was astonished recently to hear a successful woman journalist in her mid-thirties, now a full-time mother of two boys under
         five, talk about the transformation of her old self who wanted to control everything to her new maternal self as a letting-go,
         as ‘entering something universal . . . Once you are in it, really in the relationship with your child,’ she said, ‘you become like an animal. You will do anything, absolutely anything, to defend
         him.’ Motherhood had revealed a side of her where instinct prevailed.
     

      
      This primitive, rather frightening response to maternity immediately put me in mind of Jung’s description of his own mother.
         ‘She held all the conventional opinions a person was obliged to have, but then her unconscious personality would suddenly
         put in an appearance. That personality was unexpectedly powerful . . . and frightening . . . and usually struck to the core
         of my being, so that I was stunned into silence.’
     

      
      The voice of nature, the unconscious ‘natural mind’ as Jung termed it, is ‘the sort of mind which springs from natural sources
         and not from opinions taken from books; it wells up from the earth like a natural spring, and brings with it the peculiar
         wisdom of nature’. It may be heard in anyone who journeys into that ‘wild land remote from men’, and at its most impressive
         finds expression in the sublime and beautiful economy of great, transforming art.
     

      
      In psychology, the moon goddess is an important structural element or archetype of the collective unconscious. It does not
         have to be motherhood that gives her voice. It is just that, perhaps because of women’s adaptation to procreation, the ultimate
         creative act, they do seem to offer privileged access to her, which is why the male artist often turns to a woman for inspiration.
     

      
      He may begin by being attracted to her romantic or maternal aspects, but is soon looking for her ruthless ‘natural mind’,
         or for an image of his own in hers. Only when he finds it does he experience the goddess’s magnetic pull. There are strong
         sexual associations, a confusion of inspirational with sexual energies, and there is no guarantee that things will end well.
     

      
      It is the same with the hobby horse, the ultimate symbol of fecund inspiration. Margaret Alford, acknowledged authority on
         the tradition, claimed the rite was the most obscene she had ever witnessed.
     

      
      Mediaeval Liverpool imprisoned the hobby horse, the instinctual, inspirational, feminine side of Liverpool’s psyche. The town
         suppressed her and opted instead for the male voice of reason, commerce, and industry. But locking the hobby horse up in the
         stocks would ultimately make no difference.
     

      
      The horse would continue to be revered and treated with utmost respect by the dock-side carriers and wagoners who employed
         it, one legend being, as we shall see, that carriers treated their horses better than their own families. Again, for all the
         macho world of dockland, throughout history we will see that it is the city’s loving and fiercely protective women who are
         unassailably powerful, while at moments, as for example in the 1960s and ’70s, and since the mid-1980s, the goddess has erupted
         in Liverpool more or less continuously in a creative explosion of transformational art.
     

      
      When it was announced that Liverpool was to be the ‘European Capital of Culture in 2008’, some people in Britain mocked the decision, thinking of the poverty, unemployment and
         instances of violence which generally characterise the British media’s picture of the city. But in America, which thinks of
         Liverpool’s adventurous sea-going past, its art, its poetry, the impact of its music revolution in the 1960s, and of course
         its beautiful women, the decision seemed a perfect one. It is in these aspects of the city’s history that we will see its
         relationship with the moon goddess most clearly.
     

      
      Seamen know her, they watch as she rides alongside the ship, skipping over the white surf, always just out of reach. This
         is Pwyll watching the moon goddess Rhiannon ‘dressed in shining gold brocade and riding a great pale horse’, racing on her
         white mare just out of reach. She appears to be travelling at a steady pace, but the horseman that Pwyll sends after her,
         cannot catch up with her. This happens time and again. Finally, on the third day, Pwyll himself climbs into the saddle and
         pushes his horse ‘to its utmost speed’, but always the moon goddess remains just beyond his grasp.
     

      
      This sense of something out there, just out of reach, is the subject of the 100 cast-iron, life-size figures in Antony Gormley’s
         Another Place sculpture spread along 3km of the foreshore and stretching almost 1km out to sea on Merseyside’s Crosby beach. The figures
         look out over the ocean, not inland at what is known. The work has been associated with emigration, but it is the pull of the ocean, that great symbol of the unconscious, which dominates this piece, and the moon is behind that, in science as
         well as in imagination.
     

      
      
      The moon is time itself in a port city, which is just as well, as many of Liverpool’s city clocks do not tell it correctly.
         A friend informs me that the clocks in Naples are worse: ‘In every single station on the way to Pompeii the clock tells a
         different time. And if it has two faces, each one will tell a different wrong time.’ It doesn’t matter, because in all port
         cities time is governed by the moon’s gravitational pull, and the pull of the moon is rarely as strong as it is on the Mersey,
         as the National Oceanography Centre explains:
     

      
      

         In most tidal rivers the change from ebb to flood is a gradual process. The ebb current downstream slows, there is a period
            of slack water and then very slowly the flood tide starts flowing upstream. In a few rivers however, the behaviour is remarkably
            different. The onset of the flood tide is marked by a distinct and sometimes very vigorous wave – a bore. Two such rivers
            that produce bores are the Dee and the Mersey. They are at their best when very high tides are expected above 10 metres at
            Liverpool, which occurs on only a few days each year. However lower tides can produce good bores if other factors are favourable
            such as a period of dry weather reducing fresh water flow in the rivers. The Mersey bore may be seen in the lower estuary
            opposite Hale Point about 2hr 25 min before HW Liverpool. From the park at Widnes West Bank it may be seen passing under the
            Runcorn road and rail bridges about 1 hr 50 min before HW Liverpool. Under good conditions the bore may be seen as far as
            Warrington passing under the rail bridge south of Bank Quay station about 20 min before HW Liverpool. It passes rapidly through the town centre and arrives at Howley Weir just before HW Liverpool.
        

      



      
      Such is the moon goddess’s pull on the imagination of Liverpool’s boys that they grew up with ‘going to sea’ the romantic
         adventurous alternative to working the docks, whilst girls like Caroline Langley readily identified with her ‘shimmering’
         allure. Caroline was born in 1894 of Norwegian father and English mother. She worked as a nurse at Parkhill Isolation Hospital
         in the Dingle, the name given to Toxteth Park in 1836, after Dingle Brook, which rose at High Park Street. Many a night Caroline
         would look out over the Mersey as if she were the figurehead on the prow of a ship:
     

      
      

         My hospital (Parkhill) was at the very end of South Hill Road. There was a beautiful house on a hill. The administrative block,
            where the doctors kept offices and kitchens, was there. A Nurses Home had been built on the opposite side. Dingle Lane ran
            down the side of our Nurses Home. The wards were all on a slope down to the river’s edge. It was really a small pox hospital
            – small pox was rife in those days, and then of course TB was rife as well. The small pox people were moved and then we were
            all TBs. We had all been trained, there were no probationers. But there were sisters, and a wonderful Matron, Miss Campbell.
        

         I did a lot of night duty. I can remember the Night Sister coming from the house at the top, and the dock wall (of the Herculaneum
            Dock) was just at the side there, and it was rough grass all round us, you see. She used to come and swing a lantern, come
            down and visit us at each of our wards at night. I think she and I must have had the same, if you like, ‘romance’ in our minds. We used to come out and stand
            in the pathway, and out in that beautiful river lay The Conway and The Indefatigable [two training ships for boys]. The Conway was a sailing ship, of course, and The Indefatigable was steam. And the moon used to shimmer all over . . . The first thing I used to do when I was on duty at night, I used to
            look which way the tide was going, because the ships used to turn around, you see. All along the Oglet shore – it was the
            courting place. Oh how I loved my Dingle. I loved that hospital. I knew every dock in those days and if I got any chance to
            get round by the tar and rope where I could smell the sea, it was very wonderful.
        

         I had to leave it because my sister was drowned. I had to fly home. I went to the hospital on the 1st day of January 1914
            and my sister was drowned sometime in the middle of 1915.16 
        

      



      
      This is the trouble with the moon. Follow her and there is no guarantee that things will turn out well. In The Mabinogion, Pwyll, desperate to make contact with her, at length cries out to Rhiannon, who pulls up and introduces herself as the daughter
         of Heveydd the Old. Their ‘romance’ begins, but Rhiannon is no ordinary woman, and this is no ordinary romance. When she bears
         Pwyll a son, Pryderi, the boy disappears and there is a suggestion that she has eaten him. Believe me, Pwyll’s real problems
         have only just begun.
     

      
      Liverpool’s romance with the moon goddess fared little better at first. In the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, male greed so strong that it distorted the town’s moral sense corrupted the relationship, pulling the mind of its people down
         into the bowels of the Underworld, the very heart of darkness.
     



   

      
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      Heart of Darkness
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      It had all started so well. Liverpool was, obviously, well placed geographically for trade across the Atlantic, and poor communications
         eastwards with the interior, via road and river, only served to encourage plans in the direction of the New World. The earliest
         recorded voyage to the West Indies was made by the William & Thomas in 1641, although others probably went before that. The expedition seems to have suffered the odd hitch, because John Moore
         of Bank Hall, who had a financial interest, went to court over it.1 We know, too, that the voyage was followed in 1648 by one to America, which returned a cargo of 30 tons of tobacco to the
         town.
     

      
      Tobacco, however, would never be Liverpool’s particular thing. Glasgow, further north and with a similar seaboard looking out towards the Americas, would see to that. By the 1760s
         the Scottish town was the foremost tobacco trading port in Britain, in 1771 declaring an incredible seven million tons of
         the stuff imported in one year.
     

      
      In 1666, however, London was hit by the Great Fire and suddenly London merchants and money men began to see Liverpool as a
         possibility for investment, particularly with an eye on America and the West Indies, where English colonisation would grow.
         The refining of sugar from the West Indies began in Liverpool in 1667, when Allyn Smith, a baker and sugar refiner from London,
         rented from Sir Edward Moore a piece of land in Cheapside, off Dale Street, on which he erected a building ‘forty feet square
         and four storeys high’.2 Into this industry Henry Tate, a local Liverpool greengrocer, ventured in 1862, famously setting up his own stall. The company
         steadily expanded, buying up the opposition, and reaching a production peak of 550,000 tons of refined sugar a year a century
         or so later. In 1981, the Love Lane factory, by then Tate and Lyle,3 was closed by order of the Common Market because production was too high, food-mountain economics which hit the local community
         hard.
     

      
      For all its success, however, sugar trading with the West Indies and refinement in Liverpool was not the great catalyst of
         Liverpool industry. According to John Holt, a schoolmaster and parish clerk of Walton, who with Matthew Gregson, a Liverpool
         upholsterer and antiquarian, gathered a priceless collection of contemporary records of the eighteenth-century slave trade,
         in which the town would become pre-eminent, it was salt.4 In 1790, Holt wrote:
     

      
      
      

         The Salt Trade is generally acknowledged to have been the Nursing Mother and to have contributed more to the first rise, gradual
            increase, and present flourishing state of the Town of Liverpool, than any other article of commerce.
        

      



      
      In the early 1600s, salt was Liverpool’s number-one export, in demand as a preservative, particularly in places where fishing
         was a significant industry, such as Cornwall and Newfoundland. There’s an interesting remnant of it in the small fishing hamlet
         of Dungeon, between Hale Head and Oglet on the foreshore of the Mersey just below John Lennon Airport. Local historian Mike
         Royden used to play there as a youngster:
     

      
      

         An intriguing name, it conjures up images of nooks and crannies and deep pits, with stone walls covered in green slime and
            the constant dripping of water. Well, it did for me, living nearby! It was an unusual place, with its inclined approach road
            sloping down to an overgrown grassy platform, with sandstone blocks and masonry rubble strewn around. There were also those
            strange pyramid shaped stone blocks, piled high against what looked like a quayside. And not a manacle to be seen. In fact,
            much of the stone work and raised areas were the visible remains of a salt refinery erected by early industrialists in the
            late seventeenth century.5 
        

      



      
      Royden’s reference to the manacle reminds us of the emotive power of the slave trade, and how it has eclipsed other aspects
         of the town’s history. The refinement of salt from sea water was an important industry in Britain from the fourteenth century and makes Dungeon a significant site historically, as Royden points out. The original process was pretty
         primitive. Sea water would be trapped in shallow pools and allowed to evaporate through the summer months into a concentrated
         brine, which would then be further evaporated in pans, heat provided originally by wood, but later by coal. Indeed, by the
         end of the seventeenth century hundreds of thousands of tons of coal were burned in the process annually. Well into the twentieth
         century salt was in high demand as a preserving agent, as Tommy Walsh, who was born in 1930 and lived in the back of a corner
         shop in Blundell Street, recalls:
     

      
      

         Oh fascinating, fascinating, memories! The things that we didn’t sell! For example, things like toilet soap, never heard of
            it; toilet rolls, never heard of them. You know, the Liverpool Echo, that was what that was for! We used to get a block of salt and we would cut it and make bricks. I can remember packet salt
            being introduced. We all agreed it wouldn’t take on, not a chance! The seamen bought an awful lot of the salt, but we didn’t
            sell it only to them, there was salt for the people as well. The shops had fridges, but none of the houses did.
        

      



      
      In the eighteenth century, salt-refining methods underwent a revolution and with it so did Liverpool’s trade overseas in iron,
         coal and a host of other commodities, because the salt industry improved communications with the interior. Liverpool had been
         refining salt from sea water for centuries, laboriously evaporating the water in shallow pools and pans. The breakthrough
         came when they began mining rock salt in Cheshire, salt production rocketed, and it became clear that the navigation of the River Weaver,
         which led coal to the salt fields, had to be improved and there was a clear need to open up a canal network to the Lancashire
         coalfields. Coal was essential to the refining process undertaken at Fordham Bridge, at Dungeon and in the centre of town
         by Salthouse Dock (originally South Dock), which opened in 1753. The improved river opened in 1757, the Sankey Canal from
         the St Helens coalfield to the Mersey at around the same time, the Bridgewater Canal from the Duke of Bridgewater’s collieries
         in Worsley in 1763, and the Leeds-Liverpool Canal was begun in 1770. Salt production increased from 14,000 tons in 1752 to
         186,000 in 1820.6 More especially, Liverpool was now open as a port to whoever wanted to deal with them from the interior.
     

      
      The town began to prosper rapidly with the growth of English colonies in North America. In 1673 a new Town Hall was built,
         raised above an arcade on pillars, where merchants could buy and sell – Liverpool’s first Exchange. By 1698 there were twenty-four
         streets in the town, and the traveller and writer Celia Fiennes described the architecture as ‘mostly newly built, of brick
         and stone after the London fashion’:
     

      
      

         The original was a few fishermen’s houses. It has now grown into a large, very rich trading town, the houses are of brick
            and stone, built high and even so that a street looks very handsome. The streets are well paved. There is an abundance of
            persons who are well dressed and fashionable. The streets are fair and long. It’s London in miniature as much as I ever saw anything. There is a very pretty Exchange. It stands on eight pillars, over which is a very handsome Town
            Hall.
        

      



      
      A year later, on 3 October 1699, the first slave ship out of Liverpool, the Liverpool Merchant, scooped up 220 people from the west coast of Africa and sold them in Barbados. It was followed pretty swiftly by at least
         one other. In October 1700, the captain of the wholly inappropriately named slave ship the Blessing took instructions to sail first to Kinsale, in Ireland, to take on provisions, then on to Guinea, the ‘windermost port’ of
         the Gold Coast, there to dispose of the cargo and purchase slaves. Thence to Barbados to dispose of ‘the Negroes to best advantage’,
         load up with a cargo of sugar, ‘cottons’ and ginger, and return to England. Alternative destinations, such as Jamaica and
         the Leeward Islands, are suggested in the event that the Blessing meets with ‘no Encouragement’. Coming upon the original sailing directions in the Liverpool Record Office sends some electrifying
         images through one’s mind. The Blessing is the first slave ship on which any detail is recorded. The following is an extract from what I could make out for sure
         from the actual handwritten order:7 
     

      
      

         Mr Tho Brownbett – Leverpoole 10 Oct 1700 & Mr Jn Murray Gent – You being Capt and supercargoes of ye good ship Blessing by god’s grace bound for Guinea Orders to you are as follows . . . on the first fair wind & weather . . . make the best of
            your way to king-sail . . . Kingdom of Ireland where apply your self to Mr Arthur JEeise Merch there who will ship on board such provision and other necessaries as you shall want for your intended voyage & if you find
            we have omitted any thing in our Orders to him you may take any thing as shall be necessary for your voyage. Make all despatch
            there . . . with first fair wind and weather make best of your way to the coast of Guinea, where make to the Windermost Port
            of the gold coast so you will have opportunity of the whole coast to trade & purchase slaves . . . [Thence] to Barbados [and]
            dispose of the Negroes to best advantage . . .
        

         Signed

         Yr Loveing friend

      



      
      Leaving aside the enormity of the order, one is struck immediately by the illiteracy of the dealer. The same point interested
         an observer in 1760:
     

      
      

         Though few of the merchants have more education than befits a counting-house, they are genteel in their address . . . Their
            tables are plenteously furnished and their meats well served up, their rum is excellent, of which they consume large quantities
            in punch made when the West Indian fleet comes in mostly with limes, which are very cooling and afford a delicious flavour.
            I need not inform your lordship that the principal exports of Liverpool are all kinds of woollen and worsted goods, with other
            manufacturers of Manchester and Sheffield, and Birmingham wares etc.8 These they barter on the Coast of Guinea for slaves and elephants teeth and gold-dust. The slaves they dispose of at Jamaica,
            Barbados and other West Indian islands for rum and sugar for which they are sure of a quick sale at home. This port is admirably
            well suited for trade being almost central in the channel so that in war time, by coming north about the ships have a good
            chance of escaping the many privateers belonging to the enemy which cruise to the southward . . . since I have been here I
            have seen enter the port, in one morning, seven West India ships.9 
        

      



      
      Clearly, trading with the West Indian colonies for sugar in the 1600s now made it easier a century later for Liverpool to
         enter the slave trade, and it wasn’t long before African heads began to adorn the Custom House and the frieze of the Town
         Hall. This remained apt well into the twentieth century when Clifford O’Sullivan, born in Liverpool in 1913, was sailing the
         time-honoured route to the slave grounds of the eighteenth century with the Elder Dempster line.10 Only the cargo out of Africa has changed.
     

      
      

         Elder Dempster were a very hard-working company. We weren’t paid overtime, but I never remember being worried about it, we
            just carried on . . . I first joined Elder Dempster in 1936 as 4th officer of a passenger ship – the old Accra – she was lost during the war. I progressed through the fleet . . . and then eventually [became] Master of a cargo ship.
        

         Elder Dempster traded in West Africa. They had several trades: we went from the UK to West Africa, from the US to West Africa,
            from the continent to West Africa. It was always to West Africa, taking general cargo there, from a pin to a motor car, and
            bringing back all the West African produce, such as cocoa, coffee, mahogany logs, oil – manganese oil, rubber palm oil, groundnut oil – palm kernels, groundnuts, piassava, ginger . . .
        

         We used to load in particular in Liverpool for West Africa. We’d load for anything up to thirty ports [along the West African
            coast], starting in Dakar in Senegal and working our way all the way down – Zambia, Sierra Leone, Liberia, Guyana, down to
            Nigeria, the Cameroons, Angola and into the Congo.
        

         The ships all had about four decks . . . lower hold, lower tweed, upper tweed and shelter deck – so that the cargo could be
            divided up for the various ports . . . Dates were given for the [African] exporters to produce the goods on the dock. If they
            didn’t produce it by that date, then it was left behind and sent on the next ship. Elder Dempster always had another ship
            coming, about ten days after . . .
        

         Once we got to Sierra Leone we would pick up our labour. We would pick up anything between sixty and eighty Kru boys, the
            Kru boys being the indigenous Kru tribes of the Liberian Coast.11 They were a very nice people, very good sailors, very good workers. They would come aboard with their mammies and their girlfriends
            – seeing them off – and they’d all be drunk. As soon as we’d go away, the mammies would go ashore, and off we’d go . . .
        

         The next day they’d be sober and work like the Devil. They used to work all hours God made and they were paid two shillings
            a day. They got three meals a day, rice and meat for breakfast, meat and rice for lunch, rice and meat for dinner. And they
            were happy people – very rarely did you have trouble with them. Nowadays, they’ve all gone back to their tribes, gone back
            to Liberia. Because once the countries in West Africa got their independence and became free of the British Empire, then, mid-1950s, the Union stepped in: you had to use the labour from the port you were in. So, it was
            the end of the Kru boys.
        

         When we got further down the coast, most of the ports were ‘surf ports’: we used to [drop anchor] out in the surf, anything
            from a mile to a mile and a half offshore, and the boat boys would come out paddling their surf boats.
        

         There would be twelve men to a boat, eleven actually in the boat and one ashore who would be doing the cooking. So there would
            be five men paddling each side and one man, the bosun, standing on the end with a big oar, steering. He would have two iron
            clappers in his hand, and he’d beat the clappers to keep time for the boat boys paddling the canoe . . . [‘shantying’ – singing].
            The rivalry that used to go on between the boat boys and the Kru boys, each trying to outdo the other all the time!12 
        

      



      
      Liverpool slave traders first petitioned Parliament for free and open trade with Africa in 1749. Records show that by the
         1780s the city was the European capital of a transatlantic slave trade responsible for transporting nearly 1.5 million Africans
         into slavery in America, although it has been estimated that an accurate estimate of the trade between 1451 and 187013 is 10 to 12 million. By the 1790s, Liverpool controlled 80 per cent of the British slave trade and over 40 per cent of the
         European trade, and this continued until the Abolition Bill was passed in 1807. Of course, the story didn’t stop there, because
         slavery continued in America until 1865, and Liverpool merchants simply moved from dealing in slaves to dealing in slave goods,
         cotton in particular. Continuing improvements in communications with the interior of Britain meant they could supply Manchester and the cotton-mill towns of Ashton-under-Lyne,
         Blackburn, Bolton, Burnley, Bury, Darwen, Oldham and Rochdale as well as the Rossendale Valley, and make fortunes in the process.
     

      
      It is important to understand what being a slave meant. The slave ‘could do nothing, possess nothing, nor acquire anything
         but what must belong to his master’.14 Slaves were expected to put in up to ‘twenty hours of unremitting toil, twelve in the [cotton] field, and eight indoors to
         boil or grind the cane – believe me, few grow old. But life is cheap, and sugar, sir, is gold.’15 A law passed in Georgia as late as 1829 made teaching literacy to a black person an offence punishable by a fine and imprisonment
         at the discretion of the court. Slaves were also bred for sale, like animals on a farm. Enslavement knew no bounds:
     

      
      

         There’s something more than wrong when a nigger takes the risk of having himself nailed into a box so that he can be put on
            the railway with a label addressed to somewhere in the North . . . A slave, though he’s shaped just as we are, can, under
            the law, be yoked like an ox or branded like a mule . . . The Fugitive Slave Law penalised to the extent of five years’ imprisonment
            or a 5,000-dollar fine, anyone who aided a slave’s escape.16 
        

      



      
      The middle passage of the so-called triangular trade was the cruellest, after the slaves had been picked up from Africa and
         were being transported across the Atlantic to the West Indies. Captains used different systems of packing them on the boats,
         the men secured by leg irons, the women and children separated from them and prone to sexual abuse by the crew. Some captains went for ‘loose packing’, which
         generally meant that a greater percentage actually survived the crossing, while others went for ‘tight packing’, which had
         a lower percentage survival rate, but a higher initial intake, which could turn out to be the better commercial proposition
         in the end. Ships’ captains were not above throwing slaves overboard ‘in order to collect the insurance if it was found that
         the price of slaves had dropped in the Caribbean. “Brown sugar” was the commodity usually entered in the log book when this
         happened.’17 
     

      
      It seems the business wasn’t undertaken with guilt, or even any sense of impropriety. It made the professional reputations of Liverpool men such as John Gladstone, who begat a famous Prime Minister and who also worked
         sugar plantations with two thousand slaves in the Caribbean. For Foster Cunliffe, three times Mayor of Liverpool, slave trading
         was a family business. He and his two sons had four slave ships and over a thousand slaves working for them. The Hayward brothers,
         Arthur and Benjamin, so profited from the African trade, as it was known, that they funded a bank on the proceeds. In 1883,
         it was taken over by the Bank of Liverpool for the then gigantic sum of £400,000, and after that by Barclays.
     

      
      The anti-Abolitionists argued strongly that Liverpool could not afford to do without the trade. To make this point was one
         purpose behind the collection of slave-trade statistics started by John Holt and Matthew Gregson mentioned earlier. As one
         of Liverpool’s principal tradesmen, Gregson was in favour of the slave trade, and he produced tables showing the number of ships employed in the African trade, the number of men in Liverpool laid off from work
         because of Parliament’s ‘restrictions’ on it, and calculations of the potential losses to Liverpool should the trade be abolished
         altogether, running into many millions.
     

      
      Yet others sought to excuse the trade by likening slaves to ordinary white sailors. One of the letters against Abolition in
         the Record Office begins as follows:
     

      
      

         We are here astonished how it could enter in the Heads of your Humanity men to think of Abolishing the Slave Trade . . . It
            is a matter of too much importance to this Kingdom . . . our flagg will gradually cease to rise triumphant on the Sea’s. Humanity
            is in fashion . . . The Orator shines – the Subject is sublime – it impresses with an idea that the Orator feels all he says
            . . . Its granted there are Abusers . . . [but] would you because there are abusers abolish? . . . the Effects such a dangerous
            Experiment would have on our Naval Mercantile Trade . . . What are poor sailors but slaves . . . on board a Man of War, many
            of them taken by force from an aged father & tender mother – or loving wife and children . . . he is then kept in a state
            of perpetual Imprisonment – if he has a Wife she cannot see him on board if she is a woman of Delicacy or feeling . . . on
            board is often a Scene of vile hardship – fully as much as or more so than a Slave Ship – his State is more deplorable than
            a new Negro . . .18 
        

      



      
      Some, it seems, didn’t see anything immoral in trading in white slaves either. In his history of Liverpool, Ramsay Muir19 quotes Captain Hugh Crow of Liverpool telling how some Irish vagrants were put up for sale in Charleston, Carolina. A group of black slaves pretended to bid for them, which
         led to panic in the Irish camp. One of the Liverpool merchants to benefit from this white trade was Liverpool slave trader,
         Bryan Blundell.20 
     

      
      There was one occasion of an apparent rush of conscience. John Newton, slave-ship captain of the African, found God, wrote the song ‘Amazing Grace’ and joined abolitionist William Wilberforce, preaching against the trade in Liverpool.
         Eric Lynch, who was born in Liverpool in 1932 and has run a ‘Slave Tour’ of the city for thirty years, finds this hard to
         believe:
     

      
      

         I will tell you the true story about Newton. His father was a slave trader and he was an ordinary seaman on a ship. Somehow
            or other he comes to Liverpool and he becomes great friends with one of the leading slave traders in Liverpool, a man by the
            name of Joseph Manesty. Manesty introduces him into a very rich family in Liverpool and they have a daughter, thirteen years
            of age. In them days, a child of thirteen years of age could be married, and Newton took one look at her and fell in love
            with her, but he is just an ordinary seaman. He works his way up and eventually becomes a captain of a slave ship. Now previous
            to this, Newton had a very foul mouth and people used to say to him, ‘One day the devil will take you because of your foul
            mouth,’ and he used to laugh it off. On one of his voyages, his ship was loaded with slaves. He’s the captain now, and there’s
            a terrible storm and he thinks he is going to lose the ship and all the slaves, and lose his life. So he falls to his knees
            and he prays to God. If God saves him and his ship, he will alter his ways. The storm abated, no doubt he sold the slaves. Thirty years later, he joined the abolitionist movement,
            became a preacher, and wrote the hymn ‘Amazing Grace’, which can be played, if you play a piano, on the black notes only.
            It’s a fact. He married the girl and lived to be an extremely old man. When he died, among his papers were found documents
            that proved he was still receiving money from the slave trade.
        

      



      
      It is true that all Liverpool’s MPs in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, except for William Roscoe, were
         in favour of the African trade, and generally the Liverpool slave trader was part of the respected Establishment, and is often
         still celebrated in the city’s street names.
     

      
      John Gladstone, Felix Doran and Joseph Manesty are among the slavers who are remembered in this way today. Slave-ship owner
         Doran lived in Lord Street and seems to cling ghost-like to the area, giving his name to Doran’s Lane. Bannister Tarleton,
         the Liverpool MP who fought tooth and nail against Abolition, has his eponymous memorial in the busy retail centre of Liverpool
         One, while Manesty’s Lane, also part of the modern city centre, recalls Joseph Manesty, who owned John Newton’s boat.
     

      
      Many of Liverpool’s philanthropic institutions were founded on fortunes amassed from the trade, a fact that speaks not of
         the slave trader’s need to quieten conscience but of how it was compatible with Christian values in the minds of many at the
         time. Even the beautiful Bluecoat School for poor children, the only eighteenth-century building extant in Liverpool today,
         was founded by a slave trader – Bryan Blundell, the one who, according to Ian Law, was happy to make slaves of blacks and whites.
     

      
      The racism and cruelty of some captains is rarely on record in court files for obvious reasons, but sometimes, as here shortly
         before Abolition,21 there was a result of sorts for the African victim.
     

      
      

         When the Captain in pursuit of his voyage had arrived in Jamaica, he hired the Plaintiff, an African negro, in the capacity
            of captain’s steward, and a man named Robinson as Second Mate. The ship sailed for Liverpool, and on the 4th of June, 1805,
            the steward being on deck with Robinson, whose watch it was, asked leave of the latter to go below, in order to make the cot
            of the first mate, which was granted, and at the same time, by the desire of the first mate, gave him some grog. Presently
            afterwards the Captain enquired what he had been doing? And when the chief mate heard that the steward had told the captain
            that he had been given some spirits, he was so irritated that he threw him into the sea.
        

         Robinson, by jumping into the boat, rescued him from a watry [sic] grave. Soon after the captain ordered the steward to be
            fastened to the ring bolts of the deck, with his hands tied behind him, for eight hours, the captain throwing buckets of water
            over him. The next day the captain charged him with stealing money from one of the passengers, which the steward positively
            denied. The captain then made a cato’-nine tails with a new log line and flogged him, until being exhausted he commanded both
            the chief mate and second mate to renew the torture. While the wounds were yet fresh, this inhuman monster ordered the brine
            to be taken from a beef cask and to be rubbed in the open sores. To add contempt and derision to this horrid series of atrocities,
            he was thrown into a turtle tub of water, under which his head was at intervals immerged [sic] by this barbarian . . .
        

      



      
      The man was then put into ‘double irons’ and exposed naked to the elements. Still persisting in his innocence of the crime
         – the passenger in question, who had lost a guinea and some silver, was perpetually drunk ‘and actually died drunk’ – the
         same torture was repeated ‘on the 11th, 13th and 14th of the same month’. When the ship arrived in Liverpool a surgeon attended
         him and he was taken to the Infirmary. The surgeon, a Mr Lindsay, told how ‘a large portion of the flesh came away over the
         surface of the back, sixteen inches square’. After this there was a prodigious accumulation of the fungus, or proud flesh.
         Now healed there was a ‘considerable contraction of the muscles of the back’. The victim was awarded £500. There is no mention
         of what became of the captain.
     

      
      The racist aggression is the point of the story, but it was unclear to me whether the African was a slave or actually employed
         by the bullying captain. Eric Lynch told me that ‘even during the period of slavery, there were black African men working
         on the slave ships. They were slaves, but they were working on the ships. Germany, France, Belgium, Holland, Sweden, Denmark,
         Spain, Portugal, they all had forts around the coastal areas of Africa, and these coastal areas were being bled dry of Africans.
         Slave-ship captains employed black men as pilots because they knew how to navigate up-river from the coast [to find new stocks
         of slaves], and many of those black men were then put to work on ships. Given half the chance, if you are taken as a slave,
         where would you rather be, down below chained up in the hold or working, even if it was under the lash, out in the fresh air?’
     

      
      One irony of Liverpool’s appalling record in the slave trade is that in 1699, a year before the first slave ship sailed from
         Liverpool, the town was officially given moral and spiritual recognition at the highest level and made a parish. The parish
         church of St Peter’s, consecrated in 1704, later became the city’s Procathedral, before the Anglican Cathedral was finally
         built, in Hope Street, between 1904 and 1978. Hitherto, the town had been part of the parish of Walton, still regarded by
         many as the original Liverpool. St Peter’s was the first Church of England parish church to be consecrated after the Reformation,
         but it was soon hosting the slave trade.
     

      
      Advertisements in Williamson’s Liverpool Advertiser and the Liverpool Chronicle offer evidence of slave sales operating in Liverpool in 1766 and 1768 respectively, highlighting, for example, the plight
         of eleven negroes up for sale at 10 a.m. ‘at the Exchange Coffee Shop in Water Street’ and of ‘a fine Negroe [sic] boy of
         about 4 feet 5 inches high. Of a sober, tractable, humane disposition. Eleven or twelve years . . .’ at the Merchant’s Coffee
         House in St Peter’s churchyard. The publicity for the sale, on 15 December 1768, titillates a very un-Christian interest,
         for the sale was ‘to commence at 7 o’clock by candlelight by order of Mr Thomas Yates’. Imagine the fearful feelings of this
         boy, caught in the flickering candlelight.
     

      
      There is a golden cross on the ground in front of Top Shop in Church Street today, indicating where St Peter’s stood before
         its demolition in 1919.22 I found myself standing in front of it with Liverpool-born Ramsey Campbell, who is generally regarded as Britain’s most respected living horror writer.23 Discovering that he was about to publish a disquieting new novel, set in his home town and entitled Creatures of the Pool,24 I suggested that we walk the area together.
     

      
      Ramsey, who has a keen sense of the contiguity of time, looked first at Top Shop, part of the Liverpool One ‘designer’ development,
         and then down at the golden cross on the pavement at his feet, and said, ‘Confusing isn’t it? What Church Alley leads to now
         is more shops. Tie Rack – “Students 15% off”! What would you do with a cheap student?’
     

      
      We’d met at Derby Square, site of the old castle, parts of which disappeared between 1660 and 1678, the rest in the 1720s.
         As the Town Hall and Exchange Arcade went up, the mediaeval castle came down, sure sign that a new dawn had broken, but what
         the new dawn had broken onto was the slave trade, the diabolical heart of darkness, for which Mr Kurtz’s last words – ‘The
         horror! The horror!’ – at the end of Joseph Conrad’s brilliant novel of Africa, Heart of Darkness, seem a fitting legend.
     

      
      The African trade got into the psyche of Liverpool. We know this because it was all of two hundred years later that Liverpool,
         in cathartic fashion and in the person of Lord Mayor Joe Devaney, made a public apology for what they had done. Joe told me
         how it came about.
     

      
      

         What happened was that in August 1999 the late Bernie Grant came to Liverpool on International Anti Slavery Day and delivered
            the most inspirational speech on the importance of apologies. Then, in the Autumn, Lord David Alton, a Liberal Democrat Councillor, came to talk to me about slavery, and I said, ‘Look why don’t we apologise?’ So Myrna
            Juarez, a young Liberal Democrat Councillor, with my help put down a motion. I fully supported it. Some people, including
            Eric Lynch, really objected that they hadn’t been the main architects of this, and when we did it at the council meeting,
            there was genuine discord, genuine objections to the fact that we were doing it – not that we were apologising, but that we
            were doing it so quickly. The important reason we did this so quickly was because it was late in 1999. The motion was unanimously
            passed at a special meeting on 9 December 1999. The apology for the city’s role in the slave trade was the final act of Liverpool
            City Council of the second millennium.
        

         Well, the thing is, it’s easy to apologise, but we were taking a big chance really. We could get sued for reparation. That’s
            why the Government won’t do it, and why America won’t do it. They won’t apologise because with apology comes compensation.
            But I thought it was important, and I wanted to back it up, the apology, with a programme of action. I have said from the
            very beginning, the legacy of slavery is racism in this country, and also the poverty and deprivation that goes with it. I
            felt strongly that I wanted to try to do something about that and address the issue. So, we apologised and we got some programmes
            out of it. I don’t think we have been recognised outside the city for what we did. I also helped to set up the Reconciliation
            Project, which is still going on, getting young people together through art. We commissioned a wonderful, wonderful statue,
            which was completed in the studios of Stephen Broadbent, a well-known Liverpool sculptor.
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