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Editorial 

 

Everything has an end, as the old saying goes, and a pudding has two. That 

used to make sense, but you have to return to a time of black puddings (which 

some people seem to think still exist) rather than blancmanges and cobblers. 

This is the final issue of the Pell-Mell Gazette, launched in the dark and early 

days of the pandemic to maintain the stream of intellectual curiosity, literary 

discussion, historical perspective, and humour with which Members are 

familiar from the regular operation of the Club. Now we are told that 

restrictions are easing (the Phantomettes are even returning to school, or so I 

am told), and Members are starting to restart their erstwhile activities, so the 

Gazette and its phantom editors fade silently into the background. 

     This is, however, a bumper issue, with articles as ever from our editorial 

stalwarts as well as individual scintillations from occasional contributors. You 

will see from the Contents page that we have, unusually, a Pets corner and a 

set of Puzzle pages, as well as a Pensions pull-out, reflecting the interests of 

Members. Nothing is unclassifiable. 

     We would like to thank Dan Cohn-Sherbok, our House Artist (or our Artist-

out-of-Residence), for his constant stream of images and games related to the 

Club, which have instructed and entertained our readership, and also the Club 

Secretary and his staff, who have unfailingly and without complaint passed on 

to you without comment anything we have thought to include in these pages. 

    And thank you too for staying with us and helping to maintain the life of the 

Club in absentia. 

 

The Phantom of Waterloo Place 
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PETS CORNER 
 

‘Tis better to be a dissatisfied Socrates than a satisfied 

pig, or 21 things – and more – that you probably 

didn’t know about John Stuart Mill, by Peter Cave 

 

Whether most Athenæum Members would declare their preference for being 

satisfied pigs may rest on the Coffee Room’s menu, the quantity of alcohol 

imbibed or their companion(s) at the time.  (That is an inclusive ‘or’.)  From his 

writings and ways of living, we can tell that John Stuart Mill would decline the 

swinish option, choosing instead that of the dissatisfied Socrates.  Mind you, 

One of these is of Peter Cave.  During Soho’s ‘Lockdown 2020’, restaurant windows 

were boarded; some of us became ‘someoneinsoho’ even though few of us knew 

who the ‘someones’ were.  Here the hoardings covered Kettners Hotel, Greek Street, 

where once, with a different ambience, the well-known secret society, Cambridge’s 

Apostles — with Russell, Keynes et al — would occasionally meet. 
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during a certain seven years of his life — as we shall see — he veered close to 

being a very satisfied Socrates with or without any swinish touches. 

     Mill (1806-1873) was elected to the Athenæum in 1830 at the age of twenty-

four.  His youth may suggest nepotism — for his father was a Member — yet 

JSM in his teens had penned significant articles concerning ethics, politics and 

social life.  With nepotism in mind, we may though wonder how JSM came to 

be employed as administrator, at the age of seventeen, in the British East India 

Company, where his father was worked. 

 

     These days, whenever the name ‘John Stuart Mill’ arises, the words 

‘utilitarian’, ‘liberty’, ‘sexual equality’ readily spring to the minds of those in 

the philosophical know — as does the mantra ‘the greatest happiness of the 

greatest number’.   Let us here, then, take a lucky dip into some lesser-known 

facts about this highly influential Athenæum Member.  Some facts may 

surprise.  I pick and mix; I hope that a picture emerges of the richness of Mill’s 

oft condemned — unfairly condemned —  thinking and his recommendations 

for living.  It is worth remembering that this Victorian London gentleman 

helped radically to change the world and to change the world for the better: 

no remote ivory tower for him, even if some days spent in the clubhouse.  

 

1.  Feckless breeding 

John Stuart Mill was one of nine children.  He notes in his Autobiography 

(published posthumously, 1873) that, given his father’s early impoverishment, 

his marriage and the resultant nine offspring manifested conduct that lacked 

good sense and possibly showed neglect of duty.  Many years after his 

childhood experiences, in his highly influential On Liberty (1859), Mill stresses 

that his idea of liberty does not amount to a support for ‘anything goes’.  

Parenthood brings duties — to look after and educate offspring well.  To the 

surprise of many liberally minded, Mill insists that if we cannot afford to bring 

up children, then having them is a moral crime: we harm them and harm those 

who end up paying for our neglect.  Contrary to today’s ethos and unthinking 

liberalism, Mill would discourage parenthood for those who intended to rely 

on State support.  He would, I suspect, oppose maternity and paternity pay: 

after all, people voluntarily embrace having children because they value family 
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joys.  They receive those benefits of which some of the childless may feel 

deprived.  

 

2.  Educationally challenged 

John’s father, James Mill (1773-1836), a University of Edinburgh graduate, 

considered formal school and university education much overrated — and 

expensive.  James himself taught John, starting him off, at the age of three, 

with classical Greek — by eight, Latin. There were no Greek-English 

dictionaries.  Imagine the chaos, the precocious John forever seeking linguistic 

guidance from the father who was initially a busy journalist, ever needing to  

John Stuart Mill by Paul Adolphe Rajon, after George Frederic Watts’s 

etching (1873) NPG D38409. In 2006, the 200th anniversary of Mill’s birth, 

I presented a BBC Radio 4 programme on Mill’s influence on my life in 

Soho. On hearing the programme, Gerry Minett, an art teacher, kindly 

gave me a copy of this etching. 
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get commissions.  In fact, the upbringing worked well.  John emphasises his 

father’s exceptionally high expectations; they were, though, to the good.  In 

later life, John argued that why so many people fare badly in life is because 

they lack educational stretching.  Having one’s ignorance on view — pretty 

common in my case, when in the clubhouse — through difficult questioning, 

can instil modesty, a feature, though, not much in evidence in John (I refrain 

from comment on club Members).  John’s utilitarianism does indeed 

emphasise the importance of education.  Educated individuals are in a better 

position to choose how to conduct their lives and to appreciate the value of 

society.  Some educationalists of today would do well to reflect that there are 

benefits in properly correcting children’s work — even in red ink.  

     Thousands of years ago, the worse year of my life (so far) was as a supply 

teacher in a secondary girls’ school in Hackney.  There I discovered that reason 

and friendliness did not go down well; I also gathered that comments on 

pupils’ essays should be made in pencil so that, if the girls disagreed, they 

could erase them. 

 

3.  Gaol – or liberty lost? 

In the nineteenth century, birth control was a delicate topic — so to speak.  

Recommending transmitting ‘obstructions’, not mere moral restraint, could 

lead to charges of obscenity.  Restraint being no solution to the misery of 

unwanted children (not that Mill himself lacked such restraint, of course), the 

young Mill, aged seventeen, distributed birth control tracts, by Francis Place, 

entitled To Married Working People.  Mill was arrested and brought before 

magistrates.  Some doggerel, used by his enemies, did the rounds: 

  There are two Mr. M..ls, too, whom those who like reading 

  What’s vastly unreadable, call very clever; 

  And whereas M..l senior makes war on good breeding  

  M..l junior makes war on all breeding whatever. 

 

     Did Mill spend just a few hours in gaol?  A week?  The papers are lost.  Much 

is shrouded in mystery.  I add a further mystery, well, the unmysterious failure 

of my memory.  Did Mill, many years later and highly eminent, find himself at 

dinner where one of the guests was the magistrate who had ordered his 

imprisonment — with Mill laconically noting that they had met before in rather 
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different circumstances?  Or is my memory of a similar incident concerning 

Bertrand Russell?  I am sure that it was Mill — though when we say “I am sure 

that” it usually means a lack of any justified assuring. 

 

4.  “No” to State education 

Fearful that universal State education would lead to conformity and even State 

control, Mill promoted the need for the State merely to ensure that education 

took place.  There should be public examinations of fact and ability, to 

establish whether children can, for example, at least read.  Today he would 

surely set high minimal hurdles — and would, no doubt, insist that private 

schools educate for open critical minds, not for minds closed down by 

indoctrinated religious doctrine.  If children fail, then, where possible, the 

parents should be fined, the State needing then to arrange the additional 

required teaching.  Diversity was important because, as On Liberty puts it, “a 

State which dwarfs its men, in order that they may be more docile instruments 

in its hands even for beneficial purposes — will find that with small men no 

great thing can really be accomplished.”  Great things are needed for the 

utilitarian goal of the greatest happiness of the greatest number; great things 

are needed for both individuals and the society in general to flourish.   

 

5.  The godless of Gower Street 

University College London, founded in 1826, opened its doors in 1828, as the 

first University of London, a limited liability company.  Deliberately lacking 

religious entrance requirements and religious teaching, it encountered much 

opposition.  Jeremy Bentham (1748-1832) is wrongly thought its founder, not 

least because he sits in the University, in Gower Street, even today — well, his 

skeleton lurks there, seated, under a wax auto-icon, dressed in his clothes.  The 

founders were, in fact, a group of Benthamite liberals, John Stuart Mill’s father 

becoming a leading member of the University Council.  John Stuart, with other 

radicals and non-conformists, attended the University’s postgraduate classes in 

Jurisprudence, given by John Austin.  The Duke of Wellington and bishops of 

the day, appalled at the institution’s godlessness, quickly secured status for a 

rival, King’s College London, essentially to immure youthful minds with 

Christianity.  John Stuart attacked it as a ‘church university’. 
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6.  Knocking down religion 

Northampton — my town of birth — is unknown for controversy today and, 

indeed, is pretty unknown.  It has oft been rumoured that when, allegedly, 

some disaffected scholars left Oxford and joined with the Cambridge crowd, 

some of those disaffected became doubly disaffected and travelled back half-

way to Northampton.  Thus, the rumour goes, Northampton could have been 

the site of England’s third university, save that its charms quickly proved 

elusive and those doubly disaffected returned to Cambridge.  Well, it’s a story. 

     To Northampton’s former credit — and here we encounter fact — it 

repeatedly voted in Charles Bradlaugh as Member of Parliament.  Scandalous!  

Bradlaugh was an infamous atheist maverick, was prosecuted for blasphemy, 

and refused to take any religious oaths.  Consequently, he was, in turn, refused 

his Commons’ seat.  At the 1868 election, Mill supported Bradlaugh — and 

working-class radicals — against his own party’s candidates, reaping 

condemnation from some fellow liberals, and indignant outbursts from The 

Times, the Lord’s Day Observance Society and other influential bodies.  I was 

going to add that Mill supported Bradlaugh ‘courageously’; but, when 

questioned, he dithered a little about quite what he had said in support.  Mill 

was solid, though, in his belief that religion deserved no privileges.  As with 

universities, so with Parliament and free speech: non-believers should have the 

same opportunities as believers. 

 

7.  Stoics, Socrates, and Swine 

Bentham’s name is intertwined with utilitarianism.  The doctrine has a long 

history, Bentham acknowledging, for example, the influence of Joseph 

Priestley (1733-1804).  Priestley (a unitarian, note) is less well-known, save for 

his oxygen discovery.  Utilitarians are often labelled ‘satisfaction theorists’.  

The right thing to do is to maximise happiness, that is, get desires satisfied.  

Things are not remotely so simple for Mill, as is shown by Mill’s notebook entry 

of 23 March 1854 on Socrates and the swine. “Socrates would rather choose to 

be Socrates dissatisfied than a pig satisfied.  The pig probably would not, but 

then the pig knows only one side of the question: Socrates knows both.”  That 

it is better to be a dissatisfied Socrates than a satisfied pig is argued further in 
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Mill’s famous Utilitarianism (1861), where he identifies many features of a 

happy flourishing life: curiosity, nobility, fellow-feeling and much more.   He 

came to realise that happiness should not be consciously sought.  It comes en 

passant, if it comes at all.  “Ask yourself whether you are happy, and you cease 

to be so.”  He also came to embrace some stoicism, recommending that we 

concentrate on those sources of satisfaction realistically open to us and that 

we free ourselves from excess anxiety concerning life’s evils. 

 

8.  Austin’s sensibility 

For a few weeks as student, I confused the Austins (though happily not with 

Jane Austen).  I encountered the works of the Oxford linguistic philosopher, 

the translator of Frege’s Grundgesetze der Arithmetik, and someone writing 

about law.  The first two turned out to be but one, namely John Langshaw 

Austin (1911-60) who, with Jane Austen in mind, wittily (for a philosopher) 

entitled a lecture series, Sense and Sensibilia.  The other, John Austin (1790-

1858), became the first Professor of Jurisprudence at the new University of 

London.  A friend of Mill, a significant legal theorist and fellow utilitarian, 

though one who thought the Greatest Happiness Principle identified God’s 

moral laws, this Austin, as did Mill, rightly distinguished personal motivations 

from the utilitarian ultimate aim of the greatest happiness.  Love is part of 

happiness; but, Austin’s sensibility declared, “It was never contended by a 

sound orthodox utilitarian that the lover should kiss his mistress with an eye to 

the common weal”.  

 

9.  “Nothing to live for”  

That was Mill’s comment when at the age of twenty.  He had met a mental 

malady.  “Suppose that all your objects in life were realized; that all the 

changes in institutions and opinions which you are looking forward to, could be 

completely effected at this very instant: would this be a great joy and 

happiness to you?”  Mill’s answer was “No”.  “The end had ceased to charm.”  

He broke free from his crisis through recognising that happiness embraced 

feeling, not just active goal-seeking.  This was courtesy, in large measure, of 

Wordsworth’s poetry.  Mill travelled to the Lake District, took on walking, 

botanising and feeling for the sublime aspects of some natural scenes.  He met 
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Wordsworth and Coleridge on various occasions, discovering, in contrast to 

Bentham, that poetry has more value than the game of pushpin — that some 

pleasures are higher than others.  Bentham would judge poetry and pushpin 

solely in terms of the quantity of pleasure they provided.  Bentham may also 

have had ‘pushpin’ in mind as the euphemism for ‘sexual intercourse’.  

 

10.  Running out of tunes 

During his mental crisis, Mill was tormented by the thought of the 

exhaustibility of musical combinations.  The small number of ways of forming 

beautiful sound combinations meant that, in his terms, there could be no long 

succession of Mozarts and Webers.  That led Mill to suspect a flaw existed 

within life: were universal happiness to be achieved, life’s pleasures, no longer 

requiring struggle and privation, would cease to be pleasures.  That there could 

be pleasure in tranquil reflection was his final answer.  I note that awareness of 

the finite number of beautiful sound combinations failed to lead Mill to ask 

whether there existed a finite number of interesting sentence constructions 

out of the alphabet which, if all appropriately asserted and grasped, would put 

an end to curiosity. 

 

11.  All men are mortal 

When introduced to Aristotelian syllogisms, students are often given: All men 

are mortal; Socrates is a man; therefore: Socrates is mortal.  It remains a moot 

point how Aristotle considered such arguments with a singular proposition as a 

premiss, for his detailed discussion ignores such.  It is Mill who most famously 

used the ‘Socrates’ example, suggesting that such attempted proofs involve a 

petitio principii, that is, are begging the question.  In seeking to prove that 

Socrates is mortal, one asserts that all men are mortal, which, as Socrates is a 

man, presupposes that he is mortal.  Mill is best remembered today for his 

ethical and political philosophy, but his point about the syllogism should alert 

us to how he wrote far more widely, and was much read, notably in logic, 

metaphysics, the philosophy of science and political economy. His System of 

Logic (1843) became, for example, a set university text for Oxford, Cambridge 

and London. 
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12.  Eloping? 

Mill fell in love; he fell in love with Harriet. ’Twas a pity that she was Mrs 

Harriet Taylor, a wife and mother. Out of respect for Mr Taylor, the lovers — 

despite passionate letters, despite 

travelling together — lived separately for 

twenty years.  The understanding 

husband, knowing of their intense kinship, 

accommodated things pretty well.  That 

there was no ‘impropriety’ was, wrote 

Harriet to John, “an edifying picture for 

those poor wretches who cannot conceive 

friendship but in sex — [that pushpin 

again?] — nor believe that expediency and 

the consideration for the feelings of others 

can conquer sensuality”.  That was 

probably John’s sincere and stable view, 

though evidence suggests that at times he 

weakened, hinting at how they could 

perhaps elope.   

 

     After Mr Taylor’s death in 1849, and 

despite some family opposition, in 1851 

they married.  True to his condemnation of the legal inequality between men 

and women, John disclaimed any resultant rights over Harriet and her 

property.  Thus, from 1851, he enjoyed a ‘satisfied Socrates’ life (I know not 

whether also with some swinish pleasures) for seven years — then Harriet died 

in 1858.  John, heartbroken, continued their reforming advocacy, declaring 

how intellectually and emotionally indebted he was to her.  On Liberty was 

published soon after her death, the manuscript having repeatedly been 

discussed by them. 

 

13.  W. H. Smith, the news politician 

In 1865, Mill was persuaded to stand for parliament, as a liberal, though not 

the official candidate.  Unlike politicians of today, he refused to electioneer, 

Although NPG labels this painting  

‘Harriet Mill (née Taylor)’, it was painted 

circa 1834 (artist unknown); she was 

then Mrs Taylor, nearly twenty years 

 too early for being the Mrs Harriet Mill. 

(Wikipedia: public domain) 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harriet_Taylor_Mill#/media/File:Harriet_Mill_from_NPG.jpg
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announced that his views were well known, spent most of the election in 

France — and was elected, beating the Tory, W. H. Smith (yes, that W. H. 

Smith).  Mill was a conscientious MP, toeing no party line, and, as it transpired, 

later influencing Gladstone’s reforms, such as the disestablishment of the 

Protestant Church in Ireland and the Married Women’s Property Act.  At the 

1868 election, Mill lost against Smith, the Tories running a vigorous and 

expensive campaign, with Mill suffering attacks over his support for the 

aforementioned Bradlaugh. 

 

14.  Votes for Mill 

Mill was a democrat, fighting for votes for all adults, men and women alike, 

rejecting any claims that voting rights should be based on sex, though certain 

qualifications such as property ownership tended to be upheld by him for the 

time then being.  He also had exceptions regarding ‘undeveloped countries’ 

from his knowledge of India.  I wonder if that alone may lead some today 

to insist that statues of Mill should be removed.   

J S Mill here is trying to persuade the disapproving John Bull to allow 

the women to cast their votes. The suffragist Lydia Becker 

is second to the left of Mill 

     Women’s suffrage was considered a peculiar whim of his — how times have 

changed.  While everyone should have at least one vote (though sometimes 

with the property qualification mentioned), Mill eventually argued that some 



P a g e  | 15 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

should have more than one, namely those with proven educational superiority 

— such as … er … Mr Mill.  As Mill drily noted, the proposal found favour with 

nobody else. 

  

15.  Hanging supported 

John Maynard Keynes (1883-1946), famed 

economist, though initially he read 

mathematics and then moral sciences (as 

philosophy was once deemed), quipped, 

“When the facts change, I change my mind; 

what do you do, sir?”  Mill happily changed his 

mind, as facts yet also as his reflections 

changed.  Early on, he doubted whether 

capital punishment could be justified; by 1868 

he was speaking in its favour, where atrocious 

murders were concerned.  Capital punishment 

received utilitarian justification: it was a 

deterrent, yet one not as cruel as life 

imprisonment with hard labour.  Before 

rejecting his revised stance, it is well to reflect 

upon the prison conditions of his times. 

 

16.  Women’s brains: small but 

perfectly formed? 

Mill argued vehemently against sex 

discrimination.  Women should have the same rights and opportunities as 

men.  No mistaken claims by him resulted — such as that men and women are 

therefore bound to be the same intellectually and emotionally.  In The 

Subjection of Women (1869), Mill conjectures that, on average, women’s 

brains are smaller than men’s; this may explain men’s ploddings, contrasting 

with women’s prompt responses in thought and feeling.  Mill was a rational 

empiricist.  He sought and assessed the evidence.  He also considered how 

things could be changed to enable both men and women to realise their full 

potential. 

Mill’s statue by Thomas Woolner (1878) 

stands in Victoria Embankment Gardens 

— though whisper it softly in this 

current climate of statue-chasing 
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17.  Defending our corner 

Consistent with his Liberty Principle — that justified restrictions on individuals 

need at the very least to be preventing non-consensual harms to others — Mill 

supported free speech.  In Parliament he helped talk out a motion that would 

have banned free speech at Hyde Park’s Speakers’ Corner.  Ever keen for 

individuals to be as unrestricted as possible, consistent with the Liberty 

Principle, he argued for poisons (recreational drugs), maybe today even ‘junk 

food’, to be available to adults, so long as dangers were explained, and 

purchasers’ details recorded, in case crimes  — or obesity, I guess I must add — 

should result.  Of course, matters for Mill would not be as simple as that may 

imply.  Use of drugs and junk food — as with creating children we cannot 

support — may adversely affect others through needed provision of medical 

services and care.  Of course, whatever else may be restricted, I am sure he 

would have seen the value of preserving the availability of gooseberry pie with 

custard or cream (another inclusive ‘or’) in the Coffee Room. 

 

18.  Disproportionate sex 

Sex, Mill insisted, occupies an “absurdly disproportionate place” in human life.  

It is, though, “superstition and barbarism of the infancy of the human race” to 

impose restrictions on people’s sexual activities in private.  That privacy caveat 

poses problems for sexual exhibitionists.  Prostitution he saw as a great evil; 

but restrictions could be justified only in as far as they prevented harms to 

non-consenting others.  In the late 1860s, venereal disease was so prevalent 

amongst Her Majesty’s sailors that the Contagious Diseases Acts were passed, 

allowing police to cart off suspected prostitutes for medical examinations.  

Mill, before an astonished Royal Commission, strongly criticised the Acts, 

arguing that if such examinations were right for women, then men suspected 

of brothel-visiting should likewise be examined, not least because they could 

be directly infecting their wives. 
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19.  A malevolent God?  

Were an omnipotent God to exist, then, argued Mill, that God must be 

malevolent, given the vast sufferings amongst both humans and other sentient 

beings.  That consideration was not sufficient for Mill to conclude that no God 

or gods existed.  With evolutionary theory somewhat primitive and 

speculative, Mill tended to believe, albeit with an extremely low probability, 

that there could be a finite power or powers that ordered the world.  Ever a 

rational empiricist, Mill today would recognise the advances in evolutionary 

evidence and genetic explanations and so would linger, I suspect, between 

atheism and agnosticism. 

 

20.  Humanism’s godfathers — at the Athenæum 

Jeremy Bentham, although no formal godfather, took a keen interest in the 

young Mill’s education.  A few months before Mill died, Mill became godfather 

to Bertrand Russell, born May 1872.  Here we have another one-time 

Athenæum Member, well, in fact a ‘two-time’ Member; first time round, 

Russell had to resign from the Club (curiously, not much noted by the Club) as 

also his Trinity College fellowship, given his imprisonment.  Mentioning 

another Athenæum Member to be, we also have John Maynard Keynes in the 

frame; he was born eleven years later — and, when at Cambridge, was 

deemed by Russell as the cleverest man he had ever met.  Keynes, who 

amazingly managed to be both an establishment figure yet also bohemian, 

spoke freely of religion as hocus-pocus.   

 

We have here a line of The Athenæum’s humanist thinkers — and we should 

add Henry Sidgwick and ‘Goldie’ Lowes Dickinson — who rejected any need for 

God where morality was concerned, morality being grounded simply in the 

happiness of sentient beings.  Mill wrote of the Religion of Humanity, meaning 

a devoted commitment to the flourishing of all — Humanism in deed, as well 

as in word. 
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21. Avignon 

In 1839, John and Harriet (then Mrs Taylor) had stayed in Avignon.  John would 

travel in that area, often staying at the Hotel de l’Europe.  It was at that hotel, 

in 1858, that Harriet (then Mrs Mill) died.  A few months after her death, John 

bought an Avignon house.  He installed the furniture from the hotel room in 

which she died.  The remaining fifteen years of John’s life were much spent at 

this home, often with Harriet’s daughter, Helen, who helped John continue his 

and Harriet’s reforming work.  On 7 May 1873, Mill suddenly died — of 

erysipelas, a skin infection, caught a few days earlier, causing his face to swell.  

He died at his Avignon home, a small white house.  The small white house 

overlooked the cemetery where Harriet had been buried.  From 8 May 1873, 

the small white house overlooked the cemetery where, next to each other, 

were buried both Harriet and John. 

 

 

 

Here is Dan Cohn-Sherbok’s view on Socrates engaged in the higher pleasures while Pig  swims in 

seas of the lowly.  Socrates strikes me as having some grape-laced  fun — some lowly pleasure or 

would the Wine Committee draw attention  to discernments of tongues. 
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The Animal Orchestra, by Dan Cohn-Sherbok and 

Kevin Grant 

 

Artist Dan Cohn-Sherbok marvelled at cats’ 

intelligence for years, often musing on how they’d 

play musical instruments.  His ponderings 

meandered; what if other animals joined them? The 

fantasy of an animal orchestra grew and the 

creatures began tumbling off his sketchpad.  He 

asked fellow-Athenian and rhymester Kevin Grant 

to animate the cartoons with couplets.   

     The result is what biographer and historian Jenny 

Uglow describes as “a gloriously noisy musical zoo”, 

whilst furniture designer and currently chateau-

restorer Tim Gosling writes, “The animation of the illustrations, combined with 

the sharp witness of the text, is exceptional.  Each animal … embodies the 

musical quote as if they had indeed spoken it themselves, truly astonishing.” 

Dame Janet Ritterman, former Director of the Royal College of Music, finds the 

animals full of character and the verses witty, evocative and cleverly turned, 

bringing each one memorably to life. 
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So we have an orchestra of creatures, from bees to bears, from eagles to 

elephants that allows every reader to imagine what kind of concert they might 

have delivered, under their raccoon conductor, in, say, London’s Royal Albert 

Hall, or maybe the Carnegie Hall in New York. 

     Where could you quarter all these beasts and creatures?  In London you 

might think first of London Zoo, across the parks and thoroughfares from the 

Albert Hall.  But the nearest thing to The Ark in London is the Cutty Sark clipper 

at Greenwich.  Perhaps that’s the vessel they all arrived in! The last creature to 

leave the stage is that mysterious bear from The Winter’s Tale.  He is playing 

the viola. 

 

Interested rhymeless observers – not part of the collection – from old Brooke 

Bond tea cards… 
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And back in the collection with a lifesize musical roar…  

 

 

 

 

The Animal Orchestra, consisting of over 120 drawings by Dan Cohn-Sherbok and rhymes by 

Kevin Grant, will be published as an ebook by Amazon in September 2020 and as a 

paperback in December. 
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The Age of Aquaria, by Christopher Wright 

 

 
 

In 1936, Cyril Connolly produced his only novel, The Rock Pool. It was an 

account of a louche colony of artists and expatriates at a fictional run-down 

town on the Riviera, called Trou. In French the name mean “hole”. Edgar 

Naylor, the hero of the novel, though he is anything but heroic, meditates a 

study of its inhabitants. At first, he sees himself as an archaeologist, examining 

the population of a vanished civilisation, a Cnossus-sur-Mer or Pompeii, but is 

thrown by picking up evidence of contemporary life, a copy of the New Yorker 

only a week old. Instead, he settles on the role of literary naturalist. He, and 

this holds for his creator as well, will portray Trou as a rock pool, cut off from 

the ocean by the retreating economic tide. Besides, as he observes to himself 

with a certain degree of satisfaction, ‘aquarium similes were the rage now, in 

Proust, in Gide, and another in Point Counterpoint.’ 

     Though Connolly’s father, Major Matthew Connolly, was indeed an 

authority on the land and freshwater molluscs of Africa, he himself did not 

follow in the paternal footsteps. He was not a naturalist and the simile is not 

pursued. However, Connolly was an astute observer of the literary scene and in 
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opting for a marine image may have been more perceptive that even he 

realized. 

     In many countries with a coastline but, given its geography, particularly 

Britain from the late eighteenth century onwards, there was a growing 

yearning for things maritime. People increasingly travelled to the sea. Not just 

royalty, high society and the gentry – after all, what was the Royal Pavilion at 

Brighton other than a marine cottage orné run riot? – but ordinary business 

people, and in burgeoning numbers, like the Londoners who effectively turned 

the south end of Prittlewell into Southend. As John Feltham remarked in his 

1806 Guide to all the watering and sea-bathing places, ‘it has for some time 

past been the rage, to make annual excursions to the coast’. This was long 

before the heyday of the late Victorian and Edwardian seaside and is 

delightfully recaptured in Charles Lamb’s essay ‘The Old Margate Hoy’.  

     Lamb described both the delights of the sea-side holiday but also its ennuis. 

He knew how initial enthusiasm, after a few 

days wandering about the shingle picking up 

cockleshells, could turn to boredom. Even the 

sea itself, seen from ‘our unromantic coasts’ – 

he was thinking of the Thames Estuary – could 

prove a disappointment. As he wrote, ‘We 

have been dull at Worthing one summer, 

duller at Brighton another, dullest at 

Eastbourn [sic] a third, and are at this moment 

doing dreary penance at – Hastings! – and all 

because we were happy many years ago for a 

brief week at – Margate.’ There were, of 

course, boats to be seen. One morning in 

1785, the twenty-two-year-old Samuel Rogers, 

at Margate for the sea-bathing, counted 

twenty-four West India merchantmen on the horizon. There were, also, 

pleasures of the flesh, and the coming of the railways brought their own 

delights. A few decades later, the railway caterers Spiers and Pond offered sea-

side visitors their bin case which fitted under railway seats, containing ‘1 bottle 

each of Claret, Macon, Brandy, gin, port, sherry – all for 12 shillings’. Whether 

you noticed the sea after all this must have been a moot point. You received 

your deposit back if you actually managed to return the case. 

Messrs Pond and Spiers 
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     Even at this early stage, the sea coast was leaving its mark on literature. 

Amongst the stream of visitors were Jane Austen and her mother. They visited 

Lyme Regis in 1804 and the Cobb there makes a famous appearance in Jane’s 

last novel Persuasion. Mary Anning’s father 

was still alive when they stayed and was 

already dealing in the local fossils, a trade his 

daughter was to make famous. A Mr Anning is 

mentioned in passing in one of the novelist’s 

letters. Sadly, it is not possible to identify him 

as the same man. In the 1810s and 20s one 

family which regularly spent their summer at 

the sea were the Tennysons, who took a 

cottage at Mablethorpe on the Lincolnshire 

coast, not far from their home at Somersby. 

Because of this, their son Alfred developed a 

passion for the sea, particularly the North Sea 

in wild weather. When he and his older sibling 

Charles published Poems by Two Brothers at 

Louth in 1826, they celebrated by hiring a 

carriage to drive the fourteen miles to 

Mablethorpe and ‘shared their triumph with 

the winds and the waves’. In ‘Locksley Hall’, which Tennyson wrote in 1835, 

the Hall overlooks the sandy tracts of the shore, allowing the narrator to muse:  

 

Here about the beach I wander’d, nourishing a youth sublime 

With the fairy tales of science, and the long result of time. 

 

     This is literature inspired by seaside visits, but in the mid-nineteenth century 

books began to appear specifically addressed to the coastal visitor. An early 

example was W. H. Harvey’s The Sea-side Book of 1849. A Dublin naturalist and 

expert on marine algae, Harvey observed that ‘when visiting the sea, to seek 

relaxation from business, it is astonishing with what zest a person will enter on 

the pursuit of Natural History.’ In 1855, Charles Kingsley produced Glaucus; or 

the wonders of the shore. His contemporary audience would have known that 

Glaucus was a fisherman in Ovid’s Metamorphoses who ate a magic herb, 

dived into the sea and was transformed into an immortal sea god. The book 

was an expansion of a magazine article and went through numerous editions.     
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A similar though less exalted transformation was, of course, experienced by 

Tom, the chimney sweep hero of Kingsley’s The Water-Babies, first published 

in 1863, which may explain why its young readers were expected to know all 

about syllis, distomas, little water creatures ‘which you can only see in a 

microscope’, common jelly-fish, holothurians and cephalopods. In 1858 Sea-

side Studies at Ilfracombe, Tenby, the Scilly Isles and Jersey appeared. Its 

author was G. H. Lewes. He had been accompanied during his studies by his 

partner, Marian Evans, whose first book Scenes of Clerical Life was published 

under her pen-name of George Eliot that same year. At Ilfracombe they had 

made friends with the Reverend George Tugwell, whose Manual of the sea-

anemones commonly found on the English coast came out in 1856. 

 

 
A collage of plates from Tugwell’s Manual of the sea-anemones 

commonly found on the English coast (1856) 

     However, by far the most influential of these authors was the naturalist 

Philip Henry Gosse, now chiefly remembered by the general public as the 

subject of Edmund Gosse’s Father and Son. He and his wife produced a 

plethora of books, beginning with Sea-Side Pleasures, written for the S.P.C.K. in 

1853, and the inspiration, incidentally, for Ann Lingard’s 2003 novel Seaside 
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Pleasures. That same year (1853) saw the publication of Gosse’s A Naturalist’s 

Rambles on the Devonshire Coast. There followed A Manual of marine zoology 

for the British Isles 1855, Tenby: A Sea-side Holiday 1856 and A Year at the 

Shore 1865. His marine masterpiece was his study, Actinologia Britannica: a 

history of the British sea-anemones and corals 1858-60. 

  

     It was not so much Gosse’s writing, vivid and immediately accessible as it 

was, that commanded attention, though it did, but an innovation behind which 

he was the driving force – the marine aquarium. The name ‘aquarium’ had 

been in use since at least the beginning of the century, though, as the North 

British Agriculturist observed in 1849, ‘Aquariums are things spoken of, but 

seldom seen’. When they were, they were very different from what Gosse had 

in mind. Their purpose is best captured by the Leamington Spa Courier when, 

writing of the Great Conservatory at Chatsworth in 1846, it described it as 

containing ‘a lake, pool, or aquarium, … for gold fish, and the growth of water 

plants’. Indeed, it was also at Chatsworth that these tanks for water plants 

reached their apotheosis in the Lily House built by Joseph Paxton to grow the 

giant amazonica lily, the Victoria Regia. 

 
Victoria Regia from Goeldi Museum (Wikimedia) 

 

     In these plant aquaria, where animals were present they were there for 

purely decorative reasons. Gosse’s aquaria, on the other hand, were intended 

solely for the study and display of marine animals. He had brought specimens 

up from Ilfracombe in 1852 to examine and managed to keep them alive. Some 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Victoria_Regia_from_Goeldi_Museum.jpg


P a g e  | 27 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

he transferred to London Zoo for their new Fish House which was to open in 

May 1853. This was the first such public aquarium in the world. They soon 

spread over much of the globe, while their smaller cousins, the parlour 

aquaria, came to occupy a place in many prosperous homes. Gosse returned to 

Devon that summer to collect yet more specimens for the Zoo. He had already 

aired the value of parlour aquaria in A Naturalist’s Rambles and in The 

Aquarium: an unveiling of the wonders of the deep sea published in 1854 he 

expanded on the subject, though this time in relation not to creatures of the 

shore but to those of the coastal shelf. 

 

Inside the Fish House at London Zoo, around 1875 

 

     In 1857 Gosse’s wife Emily died and later that year he moved with his young 

son to the outskirts of Torquay. The offspring of scientists can have curious 

childhoods and unusual expectations. One of the Darwin brood famously asked 

a young neighbour, ‘where does your father do his barnacles?’ Edmund Gosse 

grew up used to sharing rooms with two or three aquaria filled with sea water, 

where to his delight all manner of creatures swam and crawled. After the move 

to St Marychurch he fell in love with the sea itself. His great desire was to walk 

out over it as far as he could, lie down flat on its surface and peer into the 

http://explore.bl.uk/primo_library/libweb/action/display.do?frbrVersion=4&tabs=moreTab&ct=display&fn=search&doc=BLL01017528992&indx=38&recIds=BLL01017528992&recIdxs=7&elementId=7&renderMode=poppedOut&displayMode=full&frbrVersion=4&frbg=&dscnt=0&vl(2084770704UI0)=any&scp.scps=scope%3A%28BLCONTENT%29&tb=t&mode=Basic&vid=BLVU1&srt=date2&tab=local_tab&dum=true&vl(freeText0)=philip%20henry%20gosse&dstmp=1592319442533
http://explore.bl.uk/primo_library/libweb/action/display.do?frbrVersion=4&tabs=moreTab&ct=display&fn=search&doc=BLL01017528992&indx=38&recIds=BLL01017528992&recIdxs=7&elementId=7&renderMode=poppedOut&displayMode=full&frbrVersion=4&frbg=&dscnt=0&vl(2084770704UI0)=any&scp.scps=scope%3A%28BLCONTENT%29&tb=t&mode=Basic&vid=BLVU1&srt=date2&tab=local_tab&dum=true&vl(freeText0)=philip%20henry%20gosse&dstmp=1592319442533
https://www.zsl.org/blogs/artefact-of-the-month/the-fish-house-at-zsl-london-zoo-the-first-public-aquarium
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depths. In Father and Son he captures the almost magical vision of submarine 

gardens of living flowerbeds to be found along the shoreline, bright with 

myriad colours, ‘ivory-white, rosy-red, orange and amethyst’, all of which 

would vanish in a trice if the creatures were disturbed. 

 

         The fragility of this beauty, which had existed long before man appeared 

on the scene, proved only too real. The Victorians were heroic collectors. There 

had long been a passion for collecting shells and seaweeds – the young Queen 

Victoria had a seaweed album – and in the 1840s there had grown up a craze 

for collecting ferns. In Glaucus Kingsley 

christened this fad pteridomania, describing 

young ladies preserving their living specimens in 

Wardian cases. But what, after all, was a parlour 

aquarium but a Wardian case filled with water? A 

new frenzy was born. Collectors, both male and 

female, stripped the coastline almost bare. By 

1856 Tugwell was remarking of the ‘Weymouth 

anemone’, ‘This species is now very rare, in 

consequence of it being much sought after 

from its great beauty in an aquarium.’ In The 

Water-Babies Kingsley declined to say where these supposed creatures might 

be found for fear that young ladies would ‘howk after them (besides raising the 

price of lodgings), and keep them in aquariums.’ Sadly, the harm had been 

done. The younger Gosse records that his father was only too aware that by 

helping to popularise the beauties of the shore he had, in fact, contributed to 

their destruction. 

  

     The aquarium, however, and the world of the natural historian, of the sea 

and the seashore which it conjured up, remained and embedded itself in the 

consciousness of writers, becoming a simile to be picked up and used as 

required. That the younger Gosse should himself adopt it was, perhaps, only to 

be expected. He rejected his father’s religious training but acknowledged both 

the intellectual value and the influence on him of these scientific studies. In a 

lecture at Oxford in 1925, he described the seventeenth-century French writer 

Tallemant des Réaux as ‘like a zoologist or botanist, collecting specimens and 

amassing observations’, as ‘with the patience of a coral insect, he built his 

bastions under the tides of ocean’. But Edmund Gosse was far from alone. 

A Wardian case for ferns (Wikipedia) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wardian_case
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Joseph Conrad in The Secret Agent of 1907 described the emergence of 

Verloc’s nemesis, the Assistant Commissioner, onto a wet and muddy London 

street, its roadway glistening as if phosphorescent, ‘like the descent into a 

slimy aquarium from which the water had been run off’ and as flitting about 

‘like one more of the queer foreign fish that can be seen of an evening about 

there’.  

 

     Other authors took a more philosophical approach. In Henry James’s 1893 

short story The Middle Years, the ailing novelist Dencombe, recuperating at 

Bournemouth and sitting looking out over ‘the colourless sea’, is handed by the 

postman a package from his publisher containing his latest novel. Opening it, 

to his surprise he finds himself absorbed by what he has written. James 

described this, somewhat ponderously, in the following fashion. ‘He lived once 

more into his story and was drawn down, as by a siren’s hand, to where, in the 

dim underworld of fiction, the great glazed tank of art, strange silent subjects 

float.’ James’s very image was taken up a few year later by A. C. Benson in his 

Essays and used to illustrate, not altogether successfully, the contrast between 

the real, ‘the incompleteness of the world as we see it’ and the ideal, ‘the 

ultimate completeness of the Divine plan’. For Benson, the realist was like the 

naturalist on the shore, surveying the contents of his drag net. ‘He picks up and 

handles, not without a sickly creep of horror, the viscous fleshy things, clammy 

polypi, bulging, translucent cucumber-objects … struggling, heaving, dying … 

Such pleasure as they give him is horrible, physiological, almost obscene.’ The 

idealist, on the other hand, and here, perhaps, the imagery breaks down 

somewhat, the idealist studies the living animals in their ‘great glazed tank’. 

‘Strange they are and horrible; but it is a cleanly, a spectacular horror … there 

is no vile invasion; they are safe behind the crystal wall.’ 

 

     The notion that there is an almost nightmarish quality about this world, a 

combination of the gothic and the grotesque, was something cinema was to 

explore in the twentieth century but, as Benson illustrates, it was already 

present by the end of the nineteenth. It is there in Pater’s description of the 

Mona Lisa sitting ‘as in some faint light under sea’. It is suggested also by 

Huysmans in Against Nature. There the hero Des Esseintes, passing his 

existence insulated from the real world, has a ship’s cabin assembled as a 

dining room within the original dining room of his house, its porthole aligned 

with the existing window. Between them he has placed an aquarium to filter 
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the light. Normally dull and opaque, in autumn the setting sun reddens the 

water and casts a fiery glow on the walls of his room. On other occasions, by a 

system of pipes, he inserts a few drops of coloured essences in the water, so 

that he can enjoy all the tints, green or grey, opaline or silver, that real rivers 

assume according to the weather. 

 

 
Homecoco pet supplies: Decorative Paper Gothic,Grunge Black Human Skulls on White Backdrop Evil 

Men Fear Horror Death Skeleton, Black White Adhesive Underwater 
 

     This was quite literally window dressing but at least one novelist came from 

a background which enabled him to understand the science behind the glass. 

Aldous Huxley was the grandson of T. H. Huxley, Darwin’s most forceful 

advocate. His brother Julian was a zoologist. He himself had wished to be a 

doctor but an eye infection while he was at Eton so damaged his sight that he 

could no longer use a microscope. It is no surprise, therefore, that his 1928 

novel Point Counter Point has a distinctly scientific flavour. At the beginning of 

the book, Lord Edward Tantamount is working on a theoretical treatise on 

physical biology and has a laboratory at the top of his house where, as another 

character succinctly says, he cuts up toads and salamanders. To a certain 

extent, in the novel Huxley experiments in a similar way with his characters. 

 

https://www.amazon.ca/homecoco-Decorative-Backdrop-Skeleton-Underwater/dp/B07X1SSD4V
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     One of these, the novelist Philip Quarles, is supposedly a self-portrait of the 

author. Just as Huxley could describe an unborn child as ‘something that had 

been a single cell, a cluster of cells, a little sac of tissue, a kind of worm, a 

potential fish with gills’, growing into a man within the womb, so his creation 

Quarles, most unusually for a novelist, is reading all about Tate Regan’s 

discovery of pigmy parasitic males in 

three species of Angler-fishes. Regan was 

an ichthyologist and subsequently 

Director of the Natural History Museum. 

This was cutting-edge science. These fish 

had only been found in 1925. The dwarf 

male, attached parasitically to the 

female, makes the writer think about his 

friends on whom he is modelling his 

characters. ‘What about a scene at an 

aquarium? They go in with a scientific 

friend who shows them the female 

Anglers and their husbands. The 

twilight, the fishes – perfect background.’ Huxley then gives Quarles a further 

inspiration. ‘Make it the aquarium at Monaco and describe Monte Carlo and 

the whole Riviera in terms of deep-sea monstrosity.’ 

 

     And the imagery still continues to resonate. In W. G. Sebald’s great final 

novel Austerlitz, published in 2001, the narrator tells of his visits to the home 

of his schoolfriend Gerald Fitzpatrick, where Gerald’s great-uncle Alphonso 

describes his own childhood walks along the shorelines of Devon and Cornwall, 

and the rock pools with their semi-sentient marvels, ‘the zooids and corallines, 

sea anemones, sea fans and sea feathers, the anthozoans and crustaceans over 

which the tide washed twice a day while long fronds of seaweed swayed 

around them’, showing all the colours of the rainbow, ‘emerald, scarlet and 

rosy-red, sulphur yellow, velvety black’. Austerlitz is a novel of loss, more 

particularly of the hero’s childhood and Jewish past. Here the destruction of 

this idyllic world by collectors is made symbolic of Austerlitz’s more personal 

loss. 

 

     The impenetrable barrier between him and his past has been hinted at 

earlier when Sebald, writing of his hero’s Welsh childhood with his adoptive 

Humpback anglerfish, Melanocetus johnsonii 

(Wikipedia) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anglerfish
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father, makes him fantasize about the nearby village of Llanwyddyn, drowned 

when the Vyrnwy dam was completed seventy years earlier. Do the villagers 

still carry on a sub-aquatic existence under the water, he wonders, ‘down in 

the depths, … but unable to speak and with their eyes opened far too wide’? 

 

     This was not a new idea. It had, in fact, been explored in the mid-

seventeenth century by Thomas Traherne in his haunting poem ‘Shadows in 

the Water’. However, it had been given a powerful new impetus by the coastal 

studies of the nineteenth century and their impact on the literary world. It was 

only fitting therefore that when Cyril Connolly was pondering the imagery of 

the aquarium he should include in The Rock Pool four lines reassembled from 

two separate verses of this very poem: 

 

Beneath the water, people drowned, 

Yet with another heaven crowned, 

Whom, though they were so plainly seen, 

A film kept off, that stood between. 

 

     With the crystal walls of their aquaria, P. H. Gosse and his acolytes had, 

albeit quite unintentionally, for they were bent only on scientific observation, 

provided their fellow authors with a new version of the great divide between 

the worlds of everyday life and of the imagination, a realm which their own 

imagery had done so much to enrich. 
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Health and lifestyle 
 

Tickling the funny bone: humour in 

“The Lancet”, by James Drife 

 

Medical journals have never been strong on humour 

and the current pandemic has made them gloomier 

than ever.  A recent Lancet had an editorial 

announcing “the worst may be yet to come” and an 

article with sombre reflections on social distancing.  

For readers wanting to relax with a good book it had 

a review of Katherine Anne Porter’s Pale Horse, Pale Rider, with an account of 

how she almost died in the influenza pandemic of 1918-19.  

     Some light relief would have been welcome but times have changed since 

the last great national threat in 1939, when The Lancet’s prompt response to 

the declaration of war was to start a light-hearted column. It was called “In 

England Now”, and the idea was to show how British medicine was coping with 

the war. Anonymous contributions came in from all round the country, 

including one from Liverpool, with an overheard conversation: “I’ll tell you 

what I’d do to Hitler. I’d do what they did to Napoleon – send him back to 

 St Helen’s.” 

     The editor then was Dr Egbert Morland, but the column was started by Dr 

Stephen Taylor, who spent only six months at the journal as assistant editor. 

He went on to become a Labour MP and, in 1958, Lord Taylor of Harlow.  The 

Dictionary of National Biography lists his achievements, including appointment 

as Vice-Chancellor of the Memorial University of Newfoundland, but fails to 

mention his enduring effect on The Lancet.  His new column, with its by-line 

“From our peripatetic correspondents”, continued for more than 50 years.  

     On its golden anniversary in 1989 The Lancet, then owned by Hodder & 

Stoughton, published a hardback anthology. It can be found on Google by 
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adding the name of one of its editors, G. A. C. Binnie.   (Dr Binnie, a general 

practitioner in Berwick-on-Tweed, also wrote The Churches and Graveyards of 

Roxburghshire, still available on Amazon.)   He and his four fellow-editors sifted 

through some 2,500 issues of The Lancet in hard copy – this was the pre-

internet era – and unearthed some gems.  

     One contributor, for example, wrote 

that in 1940 he had tried to use 

humour to highlight the lack of a 

national policy regarding tuberculosis: 

“Advanced cases ... are being passed 

into the Army ... and thousands of 

consumptives have been evacuated 

from their sanatoria”.  He had thought 

it obvious that his words were satirical 

but he was alarmed to hear them 

quoted the following night, practically 

word for word, by Lord Haw-Haw. 

     Sense of humour failure, I might 

add, is not confined to Nazi 

sympathisers.  In 1993 I tried to send 

up the then-new fashion for birthing 

pools with an article in the BMJ on 

Underwater Caesarean Section – an 

innovation I claimed to have 

introduced after a pipe burst above our 

operating theatre. I tried to signal that this should not be taken seriously by 

adding, “purpose-built UCS theatres are available from Jimsplosh Ltd, Leeds”, 

but nonetheless someone wrote asking for further details. 

     Satire, however, was only a small part of “In England Now”.   The column 

included poetry, reminiscences, film reviews and more. All were contributed 

anonymously, no doubt because at that time doctors were terrified of being 

accused of advertising.  Its main staple was amusing anecdotes, many of which 

are revealing about the mores of the era:  

“Our ward telephone rang the other day – it was a lady asking how Mrs Colby-Brown was 

getting on after her appendix operation.  Sister replied that the patient was doing famously 

and would shortly be sent home.  Asked for her name, the lady replied: ‘Well, Sister, this is 

Mrs Colby-Brown.  You’re all so busy I just don’t like to bother you on the ward rounds’”. 
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Most contributions were longer, and some had only a tenuous connection with  

medicine:  

“I am generally known in the district, not as a doctor, but as the owner of Conky, an English 

setter. On Nov 5, although kept indoors, Conky was deeply disturbed by fireworks. The 

following morning a car backfired and this was probably the reason for the trouble. That 

afternoon he had to be left in the house alone for a short time and now was profoundly 

anxious through having misunderstood the nature of the explosions. Accordingly, he prepared 

for a siege. Down at the back of the cushions of my armchair he buried two jam tarts and, so 

far as is practicable, half a pound of butter.  He is an intelligent dog and, as is usual in the 

neurotic, he has good insight: with the jam tarts and butter he buried A Short Textbook of 

Psychiatry.    

That paragraph was written by my late father-in-law, an Edinburgh professor 

perceived by most of his students as a man of the utmost gravitas.  His little 

story appeared in The Lancet in 1970, but my wife and I only discovered it this 

week, when I noticed the family dog’s name while searching the book for a 

typical example of the column’s style. 

     The style was very much of its time, which had to end sooner or later. “In 

England Now” was discontinued in 1993 – coincidentally, one year after Punch 

closed after a much longer innings of 151 years.  The Lancet briefly replaced 

the column with “Diverticulum”, intended to be “a monthly page for 

entertainment not solely from England, but world wide”.   It was not a success, 

however, perhaps because the name reminded doctors of bowel disease, and 

the page disappeared in 1995.    

     Humour disappeared with it. The Lancet, now owned by Elsevier, had 

become global and humour has to be local. That was why “In England Now” 

worked and “Diverticulum” did not.  A deeper reason was the ethos of the 

journal. The Lancet had been founded in 1823 by a polemicist, Thomas Wakley, 

intent on social reform. He gave it its name, a brilliant combination of a 

window casting light and a surgeon excising poison. Satire can of course do 

both jobs but “In England Now” was too gentle, and Wakley’s modern 

successors had been exasperated that most doctors read it first before turning 

to the science and politics. 

     But The Lancet was far from being alone. English-language medical journals 

on both sides of the Atlantic have quietly dropped their humorous columns, 

fearful of giving offence and provoking a Twitter storm from latter-day Lord 

Haw-Haws.  Perhaps we should regard humour in The Lancet and its 



P a g e  | 36 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

contemporaries as an aberration, like the Swinging Sixties, to be remembered 

with fondness and mild incredulity as it fades into history.    

     Or perhaps not. There are signs that the pendulum may swing back. The 

BMJ of 4 July includes a picture of Mr Bean.  Rowan Atkinson’s timeless 

creation has been chosen by the World Health Organisation as the figurehead 

of a campaign to remind the public to remain vigilant over Covid-19.  Mr Bean 

has 96 million Facebook followers, with major fanbases across India, Brazil and 

Indonesia.  He is a man of few words – indeed none at all – but he can get his 

message across, and WHO knows this. Could this be the dawn of a new era 

when doctors use the power of comedy to communicate with the public, or 

even with each other?  Could humour return to The Lancet?  Only time will tell. 

 

Just launched in lockdown! This Medical Life, by James Owen Drife, with a foreword by Dr Richard 

Smith CBE. Available online from Gazelle Books and Amazon & soon from bookshops everywhere. 

 

 

 
Lancet arch 

 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/This-Medical-Life-James-Drife/dp/1854570978
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Lexical triage on the Coronavirus gurney  

by John Simpson 

 

The incident room has been packed this week with patients enquiring about 

the words quarantine and vaccination. I’m grateful to John Whittaker for this 

note about “quarantine”: 

In 1809 an envoy of the Shah of Persia, Mirza Abul Hassan Khan, 

travelled to the court of King George to secure the ratification of an 

Anglo-Persian treaty. He kept a journal of his journey and visit, parts of 

which were translated into English and published here in 1988. His ship 

arrived at Plymouth in November 1809. 

 
“Because the King has decreed that no one, not even the King himself, may leave a 

ship for four days after arrival at an English port, we had to wait on board ... I asked 

[the captain] why the passengers and crew were not yet allowed ashore. He 

explained that there can hardly be a single ship without at least one person on board 

who is ill or suffering from fever. As a precaution, for fear lest the sick person should 

communicate disease to the inhabitants of the town, disembarkation is not 

permitted until the sick have recovered in the ship’s hospital … Surprisingly, no one 

who came on board to call on us was allowed to disembark before the four days – 

which the English call ‘quarantine’ – had passed.” 

A Persian at the Court of King George 1809-10: the Journal of Mirza Abul Hassan Khan 

(1988), translated and edited by Margaret Morris Cloake 

     Now, we have some unravelling to do here, or why else would we need 

lexicographers? When Mirza Abul Hassan Khan arrived at Plymouth he could 

not disembark “before the four days – which the English call ‘quarantine’ – had 

passed”. Anyone who has learnt the first 500 words of French knows that 

quarante is the French for “forty”, not “four”, as the extract might seem to 

imply. So what, as Scotland Yard might say, is going on here? 

     The word quarantine first appears in English, according to the OED, around 

1470. At this point it didn’t have its modern meaning, but a Biblical one. 

Quarantine (as in “a wyldernys of quarentyne”) was a name for the place 

where Jesus fasted in the desert for forty days. Tick for “forty”. We took the 

word from Latin quarentena and French quarantiene (its older spelling).  
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     It seems we didn’t make much use of this meaning of quarantine in English 

but, ever keen on legal language, we did use the word continuously from the 

1520s onwards to mean “a period of forty days after her husband’s death 

when a widow is entitled to her dower and may remain in her deceased 

husband’s home”. The word paraphernalia comes from the same sort of 

context (see next issue). 

     Forty days means forty days in the law, and not a day less or a day more, so 

the link with the original etymology is still unbroken. 

     By the early seventeenth century, we all wanted to use the term quarantine, 

so it broke out of legal contexts into more general use, meaning “a period of 

forty days set aside for any purpose” (maybe penance or some service due to 

someone else). The numerological link with the past is still there. 

     What happens next is quite surprising, but entirely in keeping with the 

operation of language (I’m thinking of the word culture, where our modern 

ethnic use doesn’t derive directly from the Romance languages, but flew in 

from Germany in the nineteenth century). In the mid seventeenth century, in 

the context of illness (which was at the time being popularised in Italy: plagues 

in Venice, Florence, etc.), we borrowed the Italian version of the term 

quarantine, and used it specifically for a period of isolation (notice: not 

necessarily forty days) imposed on incoming travellers, to halt the spread of 

disease. The term was so prevalent in Italy that we broke the old continuity 

and borrowed their usage, which had developed practically: you’d impose 

quarantine for whatever period of time was needed, given the severity of an 

outbreak, economic conditions, etc.  

     So even for the earliest usages of quarantine in a health context the OED 

doesn’t hold it to a fixed period of forty days, and early references in English 

talk of three days, or sixty days, or forty days of quarantine, as in the extract 

quoted above. 

 

Vaccination 

It is quite unusual for lexicographers to be asked questions about words which 

start with Q, and it is similarly unusual for us to be asked about words which 

begin with V. It’s in the nature of percentages. But at present the search for a 

Covid vaccine is in the news, and Members require reassurance that the 
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etymology of the word really does relate to the common cow, or cu, as we 

knew it in Old English times. 

     We have known the word vaccination in English since around 1800; the 

French and the Italians know it from slightly later, which may give you some 

hint as to the trajectory of the term. 

     The word was generally unknown when Richard Dunning published his 

Observations on vaccination, and the inoculated cow-pox in 1800. We knew all 

about inoculation, which had been used in horticulture since the sixteenth 

century for a process of grafting a bud of one plant under the bark of another, 

to cunningly raise flowers or flower different from the stock plant. 

     In the early eighteenth century doctors might inoculate a patient with a 

modicum of the smallpox virus to cause a mild attack and prevent a much 

more serious one later. So we know about inoculation before Jenner. 

     Vaccine (1799) slightly precedes vaccination, but not by much. It is said that 

Dr Jenner was discussing the time of day with a milkmaid, and discovered that 

she regarded herself as immune from smallpox because she had been infected, 

as a result of doing her job, with the cowpox virus, which appears as pocks on 

the teats of cows. Jenner tested the hypothesis that introduction of the 

cowpox virus might render humans immune or resistant to the related 

smallpox. And the rest, as is the case with most of the past, is history. 

     Doctors tend not to use words such as “cow” in the official nomenclature of 

diseases and treatments, and so when reaching for a description of this new 

treatment around 1800 Dr Jenner went straight to the Latin for “cow” (vacca, 

as in French vache) – and specifically to the adjective vaccina (vaccine, like 

bovine) – to form the name of his new treatment, vaccination. QED, as any 

alphabetically trained person likes to say. 

 

  



P a g e  | 40 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

CRIME 
 

Henry VIII’s Gangster, by Bob Hutchinson 

 
A talk given at The Athenæum on 12 June 2019 
 

 

Henry VIII believed treason was the most heinous of crimes and a raft of harsh 

new penal measures was introduced to punish those who challenged either 

the king’s ecclesiastical supremacy after the break with Rome or his 

entitlement to the crown. 

     It is probable that Henry himself determined the 

nature and content of this draconian legislation. As 

ever, his personal and political creed was easily 

understood, even if it was autocratic and 

intimidatory. Those subjects who were not explicitly 

for him must be his enemies. Therefore they should 

be destroyed. 

    An Act of 1351 had defined treason as plotting the 

monarch’s death; waging war against him or aiding 

and abetting his enemies. After Henry’s new 

legislation, the law also judged miscreants to be 

traitors, simply if they did not follow Henry’s 

predilections in religious liturgy and beliefs, refused 

to support his latest choice in wives, or the status of 

his offspring.  

    In the last 16 years of his reign, there were 970 treason trials in England and 

Wales, resulting in 336 executions – when the condemned faced the horrible 

traitor’s death of being hanged, drawn and quartered.  

    Defaming the monarch, by written or spoken word – such as branding him a 

‘heretic, schismatic, tyrant, infidel or usurper’ – also became a capital offence. 

Hans Holbein’s Henry VIII 
(Wikipedia: public domain) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Portrait_of_Henry_VIII#/media/File:After_Hans_Holbein_the_Younger_-_Portrait_of_Henry_VIII_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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Sixty-four people were executed and another ten died in prison in 1532-40, for 

uttering ‘felonious words’. These included disparaging comments on the king’s 

love life or ability to procreate, criticism of his ministers or policies, or 

spreading rumours about popular dissatisfaction or unrest. 

    The green shoots of free speech had been ruthlessly scythed down. Fear and 

suspicion stalked Henry’s realm, like the grim reaper in the most virulent of 

epidemics.   

    The Tudors had invented propaganda in its modern sense and harnessed the 

power of the printing press, together with drama, spectacle and pageantry, to 

manipulate what their subjects believed. Now, as well as seeking to control 

their opinions, they sought to govern what their subjects said or wrote. 

England had become a totalitarian police state.  

    If we lived today under the mailed fist of Henry’s laws, I would be guilty of 

high treason for flagrantly writing unflattering statements about the old despot 

in my new book (Henry VIII: The Decline and Fall of a Tyrant). If you read those 

perilous words aloud, or lent my book to a friend, so would you. Luckily for 

everyone today (and indeed, my book sales), these punitive measures were 

repealed in 1547.  

    One class of traitor escaped Henry’s vengeance, but never his wrath: those 

renegades who defected to the papal cause and fled to Europe.  The king 

always demanded their immediate extradition, and when these legal moves 

failed was happy to order these fugitives’ abduction or murder. 

    Chief amongst these renegades was Cardinal 

Reginald Pole, whom Henry castigated as England’s 

arch-traitor. Pole fought tooth and nail to defend 

Holy Mother Church and became a magnet for the 

disaffected.  He had told the king: ‘Your butcheries 

and horrible executions have made England the 

slaughterhouse of innocence’. As Henry had 

massacred his kith and kin in 1539 and 1541, one can 

sympathise. 

    When Pole was despatched to France in 1537 to 

seek support for the Pilgrimage of Grace rebellion, 

Henry demanded his arrest and repatriation, but Francis I of France merely 

banished him to the Spanish Low Countries. Henry sought to ‘secretly appoint 

From F. G. Lee’s 

Reginald Pole (1888) 
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some fellows’ to kidnap the cardinal, adding: ‘We would be very glad to have 

Pole trussed up and conveyed to Calais’, the English stronghold on the 

European mainland. His then chief minister Thomas Cromwell also launched a 

covert operation, sending Sir Thomas Palmer and four accomplices into 

Flanders to assassinate Pole with hand-guns. 

    But Pole escaped Henry’s vengeance, despite the bounty of 100,000 crowns 

(£15.3 million in today’s money) on his head, for his delivery, ‘alive or dead’. 

(In comparison, the CIA today offers nearly £8 million as a reward for the death 

or capture of a jihadist leader).  

    About 130 lesser clergy or laymen with allegiance to the religion of their 

forefathers fled England between 1533 and 1546 and Henry’s feverish 

attempts to lay hands on them is a sorry tale of frustration, diplomatic fiasco 

and sometimes farcical mishap.  

    To his fury, Henry’s brother monarchs refused to fulfil their treaty 

obligations to hand over those traitors and rebels who had escaped his 

retribution and were now busy plotting against him. Diplomacy had failed 

Henry. It was time for more direct action. 

    Henry’s frequent forays into the clandestine world of kidnapping, blackmail, 

and assassination have not received the attention they merit.   For example, he 

apparently planned to kidnap his nephew James V of Scotland to compel him 

to acknowledge English suzerainty over Scotland. He also tried to abduct 

Cardinal Mark Grimani, papal legate to Scotland, whose ship narrowly escaped 

an ambush on the high seas and who later evaded another kidnap attempt by 

fleeing Glasgow at dawn in disguise. 

    In May 1546, another of the king’s bête noires, 

Cardinal David Beaton, self-appointed Lord 

Chancellor of Scotland, was assassinated in his 

castle at St Andrews. Henry had secretly agreed 

to fund the murder, as his involvement in the 

conspiracy, he stressed, with sublime hypocrisy, 

was ‘not meet for a king’.  

    At dawn on 29 May, 17 assassins broke into 

the castle’s gatehouse. They killed the porter 

and hurled his body into the ditch. The noise 

brought Beaton out of his chamber and he was Cardinal David Beaton 
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promptly hacked to death. His mutilated corpse was thrown out of a window 

and left hanging in mid-air, tied hand and foot by a pair of sheets, as an object 

lesson to others who might mess with Henry Tudor. 

    A string of further assassination attempts was also mounted against Pole, 

but all proved failures. 

    A compelling solution appeared in 1544, while English troops were besieging 

the French port and stronghold of Boulogne. A dashing Italian mercenary 

colonel one day appeared in their trenches and had the temerity to scoff at 

how badly the siege was being conducted. He made no effort to hide his 

contempt at their amateurish efforts.  Knee-deep in foul mud and water, with 

French cannonballs whistling about their ears, the English found him a 

thoroughly irksome visitor, particularly as he was well-dressed, handsome and 

worse still, a know-it-all foreigner. 

 

    This Italian, Ludovico da l‘Armi, was ‘a subject of the bishop of Rome’ who 

had served the French government. He was the nephew of the gouty Cardinal 

Lorenzo Campeggio, who with Wolsey had presided over the abortive tribunal 

at Blackfriars on Henry’s divorce from Katherine of Aragon, back in 1529.  

    Henry recruited da l’Armi, ostensibly to illegally recruit mercenaries in 

Venice, but, in reality, to murder Pole.  He was the king’s gangster; the ‘perfect 

criminal type, vain, violent and plausible’. He was brash, swaggering, bursting 

with Italian charm and brio – and utterly, utterly ruthless. 

    In January 1545, da l’Armi arrived in Venice on a monthly salary of 50 

crowns, or around £6,000 today. That year, the Venetian magistrates 

commissioned four religious paintings to decorate their headquarters in a 

Palazzo near the Rialto. One was the Slaughter of the Innocents, depicting the 

New Testament story of the massacre of infants by Herod’s soldiers. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The_Siege_of_Boulogne_by_King_Henry_VIII_black-and-white.jpg
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    The arch-shaped picture, now in the Accademia, shows a tall bearded figure, 

nonchalantly watching the murder and mayhem around him. Next to him 

stands a retainer, holding a shield bearing a coat of arms. These are the arms 

of the da l’Armi family and his elegant dress resembles that worn by the 

assassin later when he was arrested. 

 

    This must be Henry’s gangster. If so, this painting might be considered the 

most expensive ‘wanted poster’ in the history of criminology. 

    In Rome, Cardinal Niccolò Ardinghelli, newly appointed Prefect of the 

Apostolic Signatura, and heavily involved in the Holy See’s secret services, 

feared da l’Armi’s presence in Italy. He probably financed the unsuccessful 

attempt to assassinate him in Italy that March, staged by the French 

mercenary captain Secondo with 12 desperadoes. 

    On 5 May, Ardinghelli summoned Francesco Venier, Venetian ambassador to 

the Vatican, for a confidential chat over a glass or two of good Italian vino. He 

revealed that Henry ‘kept a number of persons in his pay in diverse places for 

some purpose’ which must be ‘considered sinister’. One was da l’Armi, whom 
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the Vatican now demanded should be expelled immediately from Venice, ‘lest 

it appears that he enjoys the Doge’s favour’. 

    The envoy was worried that Henry would 

retaliate against Venetian merchants in London, 

and knowing his rapaciousness, was likely to 

confiscate their considerable investments. Might 

it not be more prudent to ‘proceed somewhat 

moderately with that king’? 

    The cardinal brusquely swept such caution 

aside. ‘His Holiness does not require the Signory 

to do as he would do if he could get hold of da 

l‘Armi, who is his rebel and has committed so 

many crimes’. Instead, the Pope required his 

expulsion ‘lest through the Signory’s protection, 

he may find an opportunity for perpetrating some 

enormous outrage’. 

    The Venetian understood full well what Ardinghelli was talking about. He 

had heard whispers in the Vatican corridors that da l’Armi was ‘plotting some 

mischief and has some treacherous design against Cardinal Pole’, then 

attending the church council at Trento. Three days later, the ambassador was 

kneeling before 77-year-old Pope Paul III, who was anxious to learn of firm 

action planned by the city state against Henry’s assassin. 

    He disclosed that da l’Armi and his accomplices were planning ‘a terrible 

crime’ and the latest intelligence indicated they were only awaiting Henry’s 

commission, delivered by a Gentleman of his Privy Chamber, expected in 

Venice during the next 12 days. 

    The new Doge, Francesco Donato, and the city’s Council of Ten, were then 

honoured by a visit by the papal nuncio, who reinforced the Pope’s demands 

‘with some warmth’.  They responded by summoning da l’Armi for questioning 

in the ducal prison. 

    But the bird had flown. He had departed Venice, reportedly on ‘the king’s 

business’ and the Signory were alarmed to discover that he had gone to 

Trento. 

Cardinal Ardinghelli 

(Wikipedia: public domain) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Niccol%C3%B2_Ardinghelli#/media/File:Niccol%C3%B2_Ardinghelli2.jpg
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    Whatever his mission was, it went unfulfilled. Pole remained alive and well 

and went on, in Mary I’s reign, to become the last Catholic archbishop of 

Canterbury.  

    By August 1545, da l’Armi was back in Venice and involved in a running 

battle with the Venetian night watch in which one guard was badly wounded. 

The penalty for this crime was death. 

    Edmund Harvel, the English ambassador, explained that it was all a dreadful 

mistake, as da l’Armi had mistaken the watch for a gang of his enemies. The 

Venetians meekly believed this glib explanation and were prepared to overlook 

the matter to please Henry, whom they held ‘in great reverence.’ They also 

valued their alliance with England. 

    However, it emerged that da l’Armi had hired assassins to murder an army 

officer in Treviso. They had stabbed and slashed at him two or three times with 

swords (which he survived) before clambering over the city walls to escape.  

One assailant had been captured later, rather stupidly hiding in da l’Armi’s 

house. 

    The assassin now had a price on his head and 

rode post-haste to England, via Brussels, and 

Henry’s court, where he spent a few months, 

carefully building the persona of a faithful servant, 

wrongfully accused. Sir William Paget, secretary of 

state, wrote admiringly of ‘his vengeful wit’ and 

that he was ‘naturally disposed to work mysteries’. 

He added chillingly: ‘Such a man, at such a time, is 

to be cherished’. 

    Henry, now nearing his end, required that the 

Venetians grant his agent a five-year safe conduct, 

but this was rejected by the Council of Ten ‘for the 

peace of Venice’. Five days later, they reversed 

their decision, ‘for his majesty’s gratification and by reason of our ancient 

friendship with him’.  

    In November 1546, the merchant banker Mafio Bernardo was killed brutally 

in a pine forest near Ravenna. He was stabbed eighteen times. A letter was 

found in his bloodstained doublet that had been given by da l’Armi to the cut-

throats, his ‘intimate comrades’.   

Sir William Paget: Engraving of 

the portrait at Plas Newydd 
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    Again, fear of Henry’s displeasure stayed the Venetians’ hand in wreaking 

justice upon such a felon, now regarded as being ‘odious to the state as words 

can express’. If the king opposed his execution for this fresh outrage, he should 

immediately recall him from Venice ‘so that all cause of scandal and 

disturbance may be removed’. 

    In London, Paget told the Venetian ambassador that da l’Armi was ‘no longer 

in favour and he was certain that his iniquities, which caused him to be in 

disgrace with the entire court, would greatly displease the king’.  

    Henry’s death, in the early hours of 28 January 1547, changed everything. Da 

l’Armi’s commission was immediately cancelled. 

    The assassin fled Venice that month and headed for the Duchy of Milan, 

without servants and riding hired horses. Seeking the protection of large 

crowds, he attended a glittering entertainment, but made no effort to look 

inconspicuous, other than wearing a mask. His taste for showy clothes became 

his downfall as it was reported that ‘everybody stared at him’. He was 

recognised and imprisoned in Milan Castle. 

    The Venetians were determined to repatriate da l’Armi, and such was his 

reputation that they sent 200 cavalry as an escort to defeat any rescue 

attempt. On the journey back, it was ordered that he remain manacled and 

‘should he refuse to eat, the food should be forced down his throat’ after, of 

course, first testing it for poison to prevent his suicide.   

    On Sunday 11 May 1547, the prisoner was condemned to death on ‘Saturday 

next [when] he shall be taken between the Two Pillars in the Piazza San Marco, 

where on a lofty scaffold, his head shall be severed’ . They did not wait that 

long to execute him. The rector of a nearby church was permitted to hear da 

l’Armi’s confession and provide spiritual comfort until his hour of death. 

    Early the next morning, the prisoner was brought out of his cell in the ducal 

prison and, under heavy guard, walked the short distance along the broad 

waterfront to the place of execution. His head was severed cleanly from his 

body. 

 

As I said at the outset, our view of Henry VIII has been defined more by his six 

marriages and trite, often inaccurate, television dramas rather than who he 

truly was. (I still treasure the shot, in one series, of a Boeing 747 Jumbo jet 

flying over the siege of Boulogne).  
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    My book covers the last seven years of his reign and reveals a geriatric king, 

crippled by chronic osteomyelitis – one could smell the stench of his legs two 

rooms away – and requiring a primitive lift to hoist him up to the first-floor 

royal apartments as well as a kind of sedan chair to carry him about. 

    We are all familiar with the iconic images of Henry. The sketch opposite, by 

Hans Holbein the Younger, was probably commissioned in 1537, to mark his 

son Edward’s birth. The old ogre stands in an insufferably proud and arrogant 

pose, with his father, the founder of the insecure Tudor dynasty, behind him, a 

regal ghost from a distant but unforgotten past. 

    This is the surviving portion of a cartoon drawn for 

a giant dynastic mural in the Presence Chamber at 

Whitehall, lost in the Palace fire of 1698. It is 

unsubtle, unashamed propaganda, even down to the 

size and prominence of the royal codpiece.  

    Over the next few years, his image was reproduced 

in portraits commissioned by those anxious to 

demonstrate loyalty to their sovereign.  

    These paintings were 

outright lies, as you can 

see from this more 

accurate portrait, dating 

from the early 1540s. 

    By 1540, the king no longer resembled 

Holbein’s imperious figure. Henry had suddenly 

and dramatically changed, physically and 

mentally. His weight was ballooning, despite him 

being a dainty eater. 

    Physical evidence provides confirmation of the 

king’s rapidly increasing weight.  Below is an 

illustration of the armour made for Henry about 

1540, now in Windsor Castle. The backplate was enlarged twice by inserting 

pieces of metal more than 5cm wide to accommodate his expanding girth. His 

foot armour weighed 40 kgs, a heavy burden even for a fit, agile man wielding 

a sword or poleaxe, particularly on a hot day. 

Engraving by Cornelis Matsys of 

the old Henry VIII; print in Met. 
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    Royalty and the nobility had their armours custom made, rather like a 

bespoke Savile Row suit. Comparison between the two armours made for 

Henry in his salad days of 1514, and another of three decades later, reveal 

important evidence about the king’s medical problems.  The earlier armour 

shows him with a trim waist measuring 89 cm and a chest of 106 cm. The 1544 

armour reveals measurements of 137 cm for his waist and 147 cm for his 

chest. 

    He now weighed more than 28 stone, with a 

body mass index of 52 kg/m2 – well off today’s 

normal NHS scale. Time was running out for him 

to achieve his childhood dreams of personal 

valour, defeating the despised French and finally 

fulfilling the ancient English claim to the crown of 

France. 

    He had become a vulnerable and lonely old 

man. The 1542 Whitehall inventory of royal 

possessions reveals Henry’s hidden helplessness. 

Three walking staffs, all fitted with whistles, are 

listed, as are two leather ‘trunks’, or loud hailers, 

used for ‘shouting’. The king was rarely alone but 

needed to summon help in an emergency, by 

blasts on his whistles, or bellowing through his shouting ‘trunk’. Clearly, he 

dreaded falling and now required considerable help in getting him back up on 

his feet. 

    Henry had allied himself with Charles V, the Holy Roman Emperor, for his 

invasion of France. The allies’ grand strategy was for England and Spain to each 

field 42,000 troops., Henry would invade from the Calais Pale and march 

eastwards along the river Somme through Picardy towards Paris, along the 

same roads trodden by Henry V’s heroes of Agincourt 130 years before. 

    But would he be well enough to endure the rigours of campaigning?  

    The reality of his age and infirmity dictated that he should watch the 

fighting, rather than lead his men in battle. Moreover, that March, his 

osteomyelitis flared up again, confining him to bed for eight days, and his 

convalescence was slow. His doctors begged him not to go to France, or at 

least to direct the war from the safety and comfort of English-held Calais. 
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    But Henry was determined to fight alongside his men. Like an old war horse, 

he could scent the acrid reek of spent gunpowder and longed for the martial 

beat of the drums and fifes, the billowing banners of war and all the grim 

paraphernalia of disciplined military slaughter. 

    His fellow protagonists in the war were hardly in great shape themselves. His 

ally Charles V was a martyr to gout, exacerbated by his fondness for oysters, 

pickled eels and spicy sausage, and his enemy Francis I, after enjoying the 

favours of his seven mistresses, suffered grievously from syphilis. 

    The Army Royal crossed the English Channel to Calais with no clear idea of 

their military objectives. After several postponements, the king followed them 

on 14 July, leaving his sixth wife, Katherine Parr, as queen regent of England.  

    Henry proudly rode his great courser at the head of his host, with the Tudor 

battle flag of England – green and white horizontal bands with the Red Cross of 

St George in the canton – flying bravely before him. He had not worn armour in 

the field since 1513; indeed, he may not have donned a harness since a 

jousting accident in 1536. 

    A cloudburst of almost tropical intensity at Marquise, 20 miles from Calais, 

on 25 July, was both a salutary lesson and a defining moment.  

    Standing round in a quagmire of mud wearing soaking wet clothes was one 

thing, but watching your expensive armour rust about you was quite another.     

Suddenly, he must have realised at last that he was medically unfit for 

prolonged, arduous campaigning far from home in all weathers. His cherished 

dreams of battlefield heroics evaporated in the grim realisation of his age and 

infirmities.  

    The grand strategy for capturing Paris was unilaterally abandoned, and 

instead Henry was content to capture Boulogne. Under papal pressure, his ally 

Charles V made a separate peace with France, leaving Henry to fight on alone, 

the costs of war bankrupting England, exacerbated by his reckless borrowing, 

at high interest rates, from the Antwerp bankers, and his fraudulent 

devaluation of the coinage. It would take his successors more than two 

decades to rebuild the economy. 

    From 1545, he bought wire-framed spectacles from Germany, 10 pairs at 

time. His failing eyesight dictated that he gave up signing state papers. Instead, 

a wooden block, with the royal signature in raised letters, was impressed on 
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documents and the imprint inked in by a clerk. Of course, there were 

safeguards against misuse. Documents signed with this ‘dry stamp’ were listed 

every month for Henry’s approval, but after a year, he even stopped examining 

these.  

    The king had handed over the levers of power to those around him. 

 

So how should we remember Henry VIII?  

    He established the Royal Navy and his diplomacy placed his dominions firmly 

at the centre of European politics, instead of being regarded as a remote group 

of rain-swept islands at the edge of the known world. His warships laid the 

maritime foundations for the creation of the British Empire. 

    To the hour of his death, he firmly believed he was a better Catholic than the 

Pope. He certainly was never a Protestant, despite the belief fondly held within 

parts of the Church of England today. If it were possible, one shudders to 

imagine Henry’s volcanic reaction to the liberal, inclusive Anglican Church of 

the twenty-first century, which sees itself as a social conscience to temper 

government policy, as a means to retain its relevancy in modern life. 

    Because of the insecurity of the Tudor dynasty, Henry became a rampant 

hypochondriac. His reforms of the medical profession outlawed quacks, 

religion and superstition and placed it firmly in the realms of science. His 

regulatory regime laid the foundations of the modern health care system. 

Remember Henry VIII when you next visit your doctor or local hospital.  

    The Act of Proclamations, passed by a supine Parliament in 1539, enabled 

Henry to govern England and Wales by personal decree rather than having to 

seek legislation to authorise every measure, decision, or action that he and his 

Privy Council wanted to implement. This stealthy government power remains 

with us today and is sometimes used for administrative expediency in a 

measure known in Whitehall since the 1930s, as ‘Henry VIII ‘powers’. 

    But his childhood dreams of battlefield heroics and military glory were 

thwarted – as was the grandiose monument he planned for St George’s Chapel 

Windsor, still unfinished at his death, despite being worked on from the 

beginning of his reign. 



P a g e  | 52 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

      Its last remnant is the sarcophagus that he had earlier filched from 

Wolsey’s tomb.  It was re-used more than 250 years later by a parsimonious 

government for Nelson’s monument in St Paul’s Cathedral. 

    Despite what we would regard today as his genocide of the inhabitants of 

Scotland and Northern France and the harsh totalitarian regime he inflicted 

upon his hard-taxed subjects, one can still feel a scintilla of sympathy for the 

pain-wracked old ogre. 

    The Tudor dynasty was to continue for another 56 years. Many more were to 

die, as Henry’s offspring, like their father, clung onto the crown of England.  

 

  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Coat_of_Arms_of_Henry_VIII_of_England_(1509-1547).svg
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 A crime against digital humanity?, 

by John Simpson 

 

I was planning to write a brief congratulatory note 

about Trove, the Australian online research portal 

which allows you to search rapidly through a mass of 

historical Australian newspapers from 1803 right up 

to 1954. I’ve been using it for years, to research the emergence of suburbs 

around Sydney, what happened to transportees once they arrived in Australia 

in the early 19th century, how Don Bradman’s career developed, and when the 

first specimens of Victoria’s state flower were first exhibited. Well, I haven’t 

been researching all of these, but I could have been. 

     But there’s a problem, and it’s a problem which many searchable large-text 

databases face. How do you develop from a small and remarkably useful niche 

product to one that attracts attention and use from a much wider audience? I 

don’t know many database platforms that have solved this conundrum 

satisfactorily. 

     I logged on to Trove just now to find some examples for my congratulatory 

note and “imagine my surprise” when I found that the layout of the site had 

completely changed. It was no longer the essential site for the hard-core 

researcher, but a happy site for everyone, complete with trigger alerts that 

some of the historical material might offend and certainly may not reflect the 

database provider’s own sensitive views; it gave less context for hits (so it’s 

more difficult to see at a glance whether it’s useful for you); and you had to 

scroll through a mass of guff (as we call it technically) to reach what you 

wanted. I won’t go on. I’m sure if I persisted I’d find all of the old material 

hidden away somewhere. But I used to like knowing upfront that “130,345 

people” had accessed the site in the last hour, and that other users where busy 

correcting falsely scanned text. That doubtless still continues, amongst the 

“Trove community”, but it is not centre-stage any more. 

     It’s not a Trove problem, but an endemic one. These research sites are set 

up by and for researchers. They are designed to search fast and return material 

that can rapidly form the basis of a brief history or description of whatever you 

may be researching. That’s version One: you need to invest a bit of time in 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/
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working out how to use the site (but not much, in the case of Trove.1), but 

then dividends pay off.  

     Version 2 of any software has usually been wrested from the researchers 

and has fallen into the hands of people who don’t know the original data and 

want to broaden its appeal. In doing so, they normally make the site more 

approachable for school projects, but lose essential functionality for proper 

research. Or the site is passed to a major generic research platform which 

applies a one-size-fits-all design to all of its databases. 

I thought I’d better give Trove a change to redeem itself, and was pleased to 

find this reference as their first mention of the Athenaeum, from the Hobart 

Town Gazette of 2 July 1825: 

A Literary Association has been formed in London, called the Athenæum Club, in 

imitation of Button’s Coffee-house, so often mentioned in the Spectator, modified 

only by our different notions of style and comfort. 

 

 
Men playing draughts in Button's coffee-house ca. 1720 Aquatint by S. Ireland after W. Hogarth 

 

Well, if this is Version One of the Athenaeum, I think (against the flow of 

everything I’ve said earlier, and only in this context) that I prefer Version Two. 
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The puzzle pages 
 

The Art World – a personal essay that 

reaches no conclusions, by Marina Vaizey 

  

I can offer a lecture, very short, on the art world post-war 

until now. Here it is. MORE. 

  

    More artists, more money, more collectors, more collections, more 

scholarship, more publications, more museums, more galleries, more countries 

involved publicly worldwide: just – for good and ill – more.  

    The expansion of museums and galleries is almost overwhelming. Just a few 

at random: the Pompidou in Paris, 1977; the Louvre almost doubled its public 

spaces with a huge reclamation of existing spaces within the palace; and its 

branches, e.g. the Louvre-Lens; Tate Modern (2000), which nearly doubled 

with the Blavatnik building, Tate Britain with the Clore; V & A Dundee, and the 

V &A East project; the Getty in Los Angeles, the Guggenheim in New York 

(1959) and in Bilbao (1997). The new museums throughout the Emirates, the 

new museum of modern art in Capetown, the Zeitz MOCAA, 2017; throughout 

West Germany enormous new collections have been made post-war (for 

interesting psychological reasons) and often with museums to match, the 

Ludwig, say, in Cologne, and David Chipperfield’s masterly rejuvenation of the 

Neues Museum on Museum Island (2009) with the adjacent James-Simon-

Galerie (2019). 

    The last is typical, too, of what museums now offer, for the newest addition 

houses amenities such as the café and the shop, rather than art galleries. 

Austria has its modern museum island in Vienna, based on the Ludwig 

collections, and almost any established museum has expanded and 

refurbished: the Fitzwilliam in Cambridge, the Ashmolean in Oxford. This is just 

a tiny glimpse; every city worldwide has been at it, not to mention finding 
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museums and galleries in the most remote locations. The list is endless, and 

the roles of museums, not to mention art and artists, continually evolving.  

    When I began my life as a professional observer, I had come from a milieu in 

which the contemporary was celebrated – New York. To like art for many New 

Yorkers was also socially advantageous for the upper classes, and middle-class 

families (like mine) belonged to the various member schemes. An excitement 

as a schoolgirl was having lunch with a friend at New York’s MOMA, on our 

own as teenagers. This was not true sixty years ago in London, particularly in 

the contemporary field. Exhibitions at what is now Tate Britain were mounted 

as often by the Arts Council and even the Gulbenkian Foundation as by the 

Tate itself. The Royal Academy had not yet embarked on its own renaissance 

(which really accelerated with the superb and thrilling Turner exhibition from 

November 1974 to March 1975). I remember friends asking me quite gently 

how I could be interested in such rubbish; they were sad on my behalf for such 

an aberration. 

    In London in the early 1960s there was just a handful of commercial galleries 

– half a dozen, perhaps eight – that dealt in outstanding contemporary work, 

although of course there were scores that dealt in art and some outstanding 

galleries for older art. Compared to New York and Paris, for example, the 

public collections held far fewer 20th-century masterpieces of Western art, not 

to mention the great American collections of Impressionism and post-

Impressionism. Publicly collecting and giving away your art to public collections 

had enormous prestige, but not yet in Britain. Of course the British should not 

forget that with the National Trust and the great family collections of older art 

that are still intact, not to mention the Royal Collection, art of all kinds except 

the contemporary was ardently collected. And now Art UK is the exemplary 

body digitising all public art so any of us can look to find out what is available. 

    We would need a national psychologist to tell us why, in the 19th century, 

the Victorians were so engaged with contemporary British artists and why that 

engagement faded until – say – the 1970s. And that with John Ruskin they had 

a world-class critic. An artist such as Millais was in modern terms enormously 

successful and rich. A historian of Britain has suggested the newly rich 

mercantile and industrial classes wanted to collect the contemporary because 

they could guarantee that the art was genuine and authentic while the old 

masters might be forgeries (certainly some forgeries from Europe made their 
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way in this period to American collections) and perhaps also so they could not 

be accused of trying to rival the collections of the aristocrats. 

    But at some point in the 20th century – the traumas of war, the loss of 

empire – Britain no longer engaged with the contemporary, as though the 

country were frightened of the experimental and adventurous and had 

retreated into the conventional.  In London there had been almost within living 

memory, in the relatively recent past, some notorious instances of 

opportunities for – say – great works by Matisse and Picasso that were not 

acted on by our public galleries. Matisse’s Red Studio, available in London for 

purchase and now in New York’s MOMA, is a case in point. New York’s 

Museum of Modern Art was founded in 1929. Abby Aldrich Rockefeller was 

one of the instigators; British grandees of the period did not engage in that 

way. The gifted Alfred Barr of MOMA pursued the art of Picasso and Matisse. 

America was ahead of the game. France, home to great artists of the period, 

was curiously slow to officially recognise the geniuses within her midst; I 

believe a Picasso did not enter a public state collection until 1947.  

    The easiest signpost that perhaps first heralded the post-war explosion of 

the art world worldwide was the market, at least the market that is publicly 

known, which means in effect the auction houses, although even then the 

glimpses are partial. 

    The whizzkiddery of the auction houses hyping sales – Peter Wilson at 

Sotheby’s starting the international stimulus in 1958 about Impressionism – 

and at times of crisis money flowing into art. Art became a new kind of 

currency. For obvious reasons we don’t know much about the dark side – 

money laundering, free-port holdings, a currency among criminal classes, and 

looted art – but auction records now regularly make news. 

    And in just the past few years there has been perhaps a surprising move 

from old western-centric historical art to contemporary art to art moving well 

beyond its more conventional international boundaries, with contemporary art 

from Africa and South America and Asia into the West, and vice versa. 

(Historical art from the East and Africa has long been of fascination in the 

west.) 

    So the market in the West has become relatively recently less Eurocentric, 

and the home markets have also been big collectors. And there are even – 

shock horror - some high-flying commercial, and critically, women artists. 
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Commercial success is perhaps the crudest, as it can be measured in numbers, 

but numbers feature in all sorts of other ways. 

    When I began writing about the visual arts in London in the 1960s there 

were perhaps only half a dozen, and all native, ‘commercial’ galleries showing 

the finest of contemporary art, and much of that – not all – was British. 

International modern and contemporary art were within the sights of just a 

few, from Annely Juda to the Marlborough. The Venice Biennale was still the 

foremost and perhaps the only showcase for an international spectrum of 

modern and contemporary work. For intellectual distinction, the Biennale had 

been followed as a kind of cultural reparation after the horrors of the war by 

the four-yearly Documenta in Kassel, still prestigious, which eschewed any 

national pavilions for totally curated showings. Documenta probably 

superseded the Biennale in terms of intellectual distinction. There is Manifesta, 

a contemporary exhibition in a different European country every two years 

heading – pandemic permitting – for Pristina in 2022 in Kosovo. Now London 

hosts several score of commercial galleries of the first rank. Many have their 

initial galleries in continental Europe and New York, and have expanded to 

London. And some of the pioneering galleries still flourish: for example the 

Lisson, a shining light in the 1960s, and which shows many leading artists, has 

expanded from one gallery just off the Marylebone Road to two in London, 

with galleries in Shanghai and New York. 

    What London did have throughout the post-war period, and now, are 

galleries for historic fine and decorative art, antiquities and eastern art, which 

have the highest standards of scholarship; but for modern and contemporary, 

until the art explosion, not so much. 

    For the marketplace there has been Basel, started in 1970 in Switzerland, for 

decades the oldest and only art fair that counted, with an expansion to a long 

weekend in Miami. In recent years we have had Frieze, first in London, then 

New York and Los Angeles, with a stimulating focus not only on the avant-

garde but on Old Mastery, in several guises going from the modern all the way 

to the classical. And art fairs have become a worldwide phenomenon, with for 

some dealers, superseding permanent gallery space. Antiques are hardly left 

out: Maastrict (TEFAF), founded in 1988, is considered the leading art antiques 

and design fair, lasts ten days in its home city of Holland and has also branched 

out to New York. These are just a few of the best known, with several hundred 

dealers at each showing their wares. 
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    The market can affect perception. A great philosopher of my acquaintance 

used to tell this tale years ago; he had a painting above his mantelpiece of 

which he was very fond. An art dealer who was a friend came by and loved it, 

and wanted to buy it. The philosopher did not want to sell any piece of art, but 

suggested the dealer take it, and send in its place something the philosopher 

might enjoy. And so it happened, the dealer chose an exchange for his friend, 

and a wonderful painting turned up; but with the passage of time, it became 

worth a fortune that was almost unimaginable. And the philosopher, once he 

had been told this, could not bear it, as all he could see when he looked was 

not the charm of the exchange, but the signs of the dollar.  

    What has been happening though since the watershed of the end of World 

War II has been an unprecedented explosion worldwide in the extension of old 

museums and galleries and the building of new ones. As an observer, I have 

been obsessed with museums and galleries (why are some called galleries and 

others museums: it is not just the difference between ‘art’ and other material 

culture) but I think something else that is crucial is context. Nearly everything 

in a public museum was not meant to be there but had quite another history, 

context and even historical period, and the convention is to try and explain 

context. Some of the new public collections, fuelled by private interests who 

can do their own thing, see art as free-floating, individual objects which do not 

need interpretation or explanation, just enjoy – or not. Oddly, the Getty LA and 

the Guggenheim Bilbao which have both been used for social regeneration are 

superb places to just enjoy! Although both are concerned to educate and reach 

out. The Guggenheim Bilbao I regard as near perfect as makes no difference in 

terms of the marvellous way the spaces enhance the art they embrace. 

    The art world has become ever more public. For decades it has been news, 

with the media fascinated by prices, acquisitions, and blockbuster exhibitions. 

There have been ever more public campaigns to buy art for the public galleries, 

and to raise money also to keep significant art here, rather than being sold 

abroad. It is now commonplace, but it is actually a post-war phenomenon that 

there are large and influential Friends organisations. Well-known artists and 

their preoccupations may even be taken as a sign of national achievement – 

even national health. Britain is proud of Henry Moore – and David Hockney. 

Henry Moore was the great torch-bearer for British art after the war, with the 

British Council leading the way with international exhibitions. I have not 

quantified it, but I expect that his work is the most widely geographically 

distributed of any sculptor – or indeed visual artist – in the history of art. 
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    The art world is a reflection of the ‘real’ world as well as a satire and even a 

parody. It is irresistibly fascinating and paradoxical. On the one hand it 

continually exposes aspects of triumphant commerce, that human tendency to 

greed, both strategic and unthinking. On the other hand the trade is all about 

an enormous spectrum of objects tracing human history and expressive of 

people’s highest aspirations. So it is a world which has numerous episodes of 

trickery and corruption, crookery and dishonest dealings, and at the same time 

publicly presents the finest and most interesting of human achievements. We 

have the great museums and galleries, three-dimensional libraries which are 

repositories of millennia of human belief, skill, and intelligence in interpreting 

the world seen and unseen. And on the other … we have exploitation, forgery 

and crookery. And we also have the most astonishing scholarship, albeit the 

history of art is a relatively modern subject. The Courtauld itself was founded 

in the 1930s (ditto the Warburg in London as a consequence of the turmoil in 

continental Europe). It was to England’s great benefit that E H Gombrich 

settled here, and perhaps a sadness that our disinterest in modernity meant 

that the significant members of the Bauhaus went on to America.  

    And the art world carries on, its hubbub is an irresistible source of anecdote, 

is a repository of incident and event. Here is a handful of personal moments. 

    Typical was a Turner Prize judging panel. What, I asked naively, if an artist 

does not want to be included on the four-strong shortlist. This list was always 

made public some months before the final choice which was made on the day 

the winner was revealed, on the Booker model. Oh, no one has ever refused. 

Well in our year two people did, one who said they (gender protection) were 

not ready – and who did win the Turner Prize in another year – and one who 

again obviously by choice has never been on a public shortlist or accepted a 

prize. We ended up for the first and only time ever with an all-woman shortlist 

and were commended. Our wonderful support for women was seen as 

welcome positive discrimination, long overdue. It was of course a total 

accident, never revealed. It is also hard to recall that many were publicly 

offended, when the Turner Prize was initiated, at its being named after Turner, 

when the art it was to celebrate from their point of view was so obviously 

rubbish. Its terms have changed during the decades of its life; and it was 

controversial that in its inaugural year it was won by a British painter (Malcolm 

Morley) who lived in New York, rather than a British-based artist 



P a g e  | 61 

 

A Library Committee Publication 
 

    Speaking of Turner, I walked through the great Turner exhibition in the 

winter of 1974, a day or so before it opened, with Sir Thomas Monnington, 

then PRA, and in his quiet and understated way a prime mover, imaginative, 

intelligent and determined, in the modernisation of the Academy. It turned out 

that the Turner exhibition, to mark the bicentenary of his birth, was the first 

time the piano nobile of the RA had been given over in its entirety to a 

monographic exhibition of a British artist, alive or dead. Sir Thomas was deeply 

apprehensive and concerned about its reception, and genuinely thought that 

there was a serious possibility that if the exhibition failed in terms of 

attendance, catalogue sales and so on, the RA would be seriously financially 

compromised, even crippled. It was a huge risk. In the event, it was a wild 

success; there are marvellous photographs of the entire courtyard filled with 

people queueing, under umbrellas, of course, in the rain – the English winter. It 

was followed the next year by Constable, in a joint exhibition between Tate 

and the RA. Both put historic British art back into the mainstream. Incidentally 

one English aristocrat who had lent a famed Turner only did so on the grounds 

that the painting could come home for the Christmas weeks. Later Sir Hugh 

Casson and Sir Roger de Grey, PRAs, gave the RA even more of a public face 

and energised fund-raising. The RA, a wholly private institution, with its school, 

its beautiful galleries, and its expansion, is at more than 250 years old, again an 

essential part of the art world. 

    The art world is also a realm where the emperor is rarely seen as publicly 

naked. I was visiting a terrific commercial venue (that is, not a public museum 

or gallery, a shop) with a brilliant record of showing outstanding contemporary 

artists. A fellow critic came in and could not find the exhibition and asked 

where it was. Because of my earlier arrival I knew: the artist had made a series 

of all-too-subtle interventions in the skirting board of the main exhibition 

space. As invisible as made no difference. This can easily happen in a public 

gallery as well. Some years ago the superb Dutch museum, the Kröller-Müller 

in Otterloo, had a wonderful series of interventions in the ceiling mouldings of 

its entry hall accompanied by an all-too-discreet label.  

    There have also been fascinating discussions, with requests to public 

museums and even cemeteries for the return of human remains taken for 

anthropological/ethnographic reasons, removed from their original homes and 

taken out of context into collections. Understanding other cultures was of 

course one reason used as justification and excuse. One such in which I was 
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involved was trying to figure out which aboriginal society had the valid claim to 

the remains which had been taken away to Britain 

    How could we evaluate potentially conflicting choices as to the eventual 

resting place in the country of origin, which sacred place was now the 

historically correct site, who would have the expertise to adjudicate and in 

whose legal gift was the right to return? 

  

Another on-going discussion over years has been the slow realisation that 

museums and galleries are archives and three-dimensional libraries, as well as 

housing objects which are selectively put on public display. And reasons for 

display are so various: historical, documentary, aesthetic, with the shifting 

definitions of art and for individual artists, often shifting reputations, always in 

play. And what holdings are legitimate, and what not? Elgin marbles, Benin 

bronzes? 

    Post-war, could anyone have foreseen how the art world has exploded 

worldwide in all sorts of unexpected ways and in so many ways proving the law 

of unexpected consequences? 

    So much has changed in Britain, with modern art riding so high in public 

interest and such areas as Old Master drawings seriously undervalued, 

admired by cognoscenti but not reaching a wider public. Millions visit the 

museums, and the art world in its entirety is a huge draw for visitors. London 

has become one of the great world centres for galleries, exhibitions and the 

market. What will happen now is a matter for interesting speculation. 

    The art world has always been a place of joy, a place that celebrates the 

highest of human achievement, and at times a place of fraud, corruption and 

criminality. It reflects often in sharp relief the entire spectrum of human 

behaviour, but illuminated by all the ways that art expands hope and 

understanding, knowledge and insight. It has been a delight to have been an 

observer of its mesmerising complexities, and the interplay between 

commerce and creativity. But what now? We have the pandemic, and Brexit. 

Who knows? But of course art will survive, one way or another. 
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The Long Eighteenth Century, 1688-

1832: An Age of History? by Jeremy 

Black 
 

Eloping with the daughter of a Duke is not par for the 

course for Regius Professors, no more than grudgingly 

accepting the post from a Prime Ministerial chum after failing to get a 

Headship of House. It may be far more normal if you are a Regius not to give 

one’s expected lectures, but I would not recommend anybody to try to pursue 

a career today with the affirmation ‘he prides himself upon being an 

Englishman, an English Protestant, a Church of England man, a Divine.’ 

     It is of course easy to make fun of Edward Nares, the Regius Professor of 

Modern History in Oxford from 1813 until his death in 1841, but he 

represented both a late flourish of a particular ‘unreformed’ eighteenth-

century world in which history was seen as of great public purpose, and a 

continuance of that world into different waters in the nineteenth. Nares nicely 

bridges the divides, as a Georgian Fellow of Merton who eloped with Lady 

Charlotte Spencer in 1797, a cleric who reassured the public that British 

victories proved divine support in a struggle that included that against those 

who seek ‘to discard all ancient opinions as prejudices’, and a Regius who 

owed the favour to a friend from Blenheim theatricals, the 2nd Earl of 

Liverpool, and in 1832 was to be investigated for failing to give his lectures. He 

was also a very active writer, including in 1828, a major, scholarly, three-

volume life of Burghley. 

     As a youth, Nares had benefited from his father’s library, including reading 

Goldsmith’s History of England (1771). Another who did so was Jane Austen, 

who wrote a History of England, from the reign of Henry 4th to the Death of 

Charles 1st; by a partial, prejudiced, and ignorant Historian, which was a parody 

of Goldsmith’s History adding Austen’s personal views. Austen also wrote over 

one hundred marginal comments on her brother James’s copy of Goldsmith, 

marginalia that very much reflected the Tory view of history. Family members 

recalled Austen’s strong support for Charles (reigned 1625-49), and her History 

praised him and his loyal supporters. Referred to as “villains”, his opponents 

were blamed for the civil wars of the 1640s and associated distresses. 
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     Taking histories by writers such as Thomas Carte just off the shelves in the 

South Library was one of the greatest pleasures of researching and writing my 

Charting the Past. The Historical Worlds of Eighteenth-Century England 

(Indiana UP, 2019). Alongside many works of national and international history 

written in the period come those of local history, for which the Athenæum has 

good holdings, for example William Coxe’s Historical Tour of Monmouthshire 

(1801), which, in another link of the interconnected world of the period, 

included an acknowledgement to Liverpool’s father for granting permission to 

consult the archives of the Duchy of Lancaster. Again, Coxe can be derided as 

an antiquarian or an accumulator of manuscripts as in his three-volume 

biography of Walpole, but that underplays him. He was more perceptive on 

Walpole than Plumb was to be, was keen to judge between other writers, as in 

his Monmouthshire footnote on resistance to the Saxons in which he cites 

Gildas, Hume and John Whitaker (whose work is also in the library), and was, in 

the fashion of the period, fully engaged in its political controversies, as in his 

Letter to the Reverend Richard Price (1790), in which he attacked Price and 

praised the Glorious Revolution. 

     Much of the emphasis in work on the eighteenth century is on modernity, 

with a plethora of revolutions, a veritable line ‘to the crack of doom’ jostling 

for attention (and academic self-aggrandisement). Thus, the Industrial has 

been followed by the Agricultural, Transport, Financial, Commercial, 

Consumer, Demographic, Emotional, Sexual, and whatever else fertile keypads 

can fire up. New ideas, new techniques, new technologies, new sciences, new 

cultural forms are thrust to the fore as part of the pursuit of a world-changing 

Enlightenment of Modernity, or Modernity of Enlightenment; at any rate, the 

capitalisation is always apparent. 

     Now clearly turnpikes, steam engines, canals, novels, landscape gardens, 

Adam Smith, patents et al. are scarcely indicators of an unchanging world; but 

two elements are apt to be underplayed in all this. Firstly, the extent to which 

this was also a profoundly historical culture. Secondly, the extent to which, far 

from competing ‘opposities’, an approach that has launched many lectures 

stronger on rhetoric than reason, these elements interacted. The second point 

I hope to develop in further work, but the first was the subject of the book I 

wrote in the South Library, where many of the volumes were not only 

published in the period, but also enjoyed significant sales. It is also pleasant to 

recall the leading nineteenth-century historians who were members of the 

Club, notably Macaulay, Hallam, Mahon/Stanhope, and Carlyle. 
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     The historical bent of the years from the Glorious Revolution to the Great 

Reform Act could be found in thought, religion, politics, law, society, literature, 

art, architecture, music, sculpture, and much else, and was true at all levels of 

society, and from christening, family narratives and education, to old age and 

the perpetuation of memories and interests. History was also present-centred, 

and to a degree that put it at the focus of national debate in a way that much 

modern university history fails to manage. Major topics, such as the Christian 

faith, the character of civil and religious liberties, the nature and legitimacy of 

the state, the engagement with interests overseas, and the nature of society 

and civilisation, were opportunities for historical writers to connect the past 

with the present. 

     There is a standard cast for modern attention presided over by Edward 

Gibbon and William Robertson, but this cast can underplay the range of 

writing, from newspaper accounts to John Wesley’s far from short Concise 

History of England from the Earliest Times, to the Death of George II (1776), a 

successful work that, alongside similar histories by Smollett, Hume, Goldsmith, 

and Catharine Macaulay, and (today) less prominent writers such as John 

Lockman and Richard Rolt, indicated the buoyancy of that market. Indeed, 

serviced by entrepreneurial publishers and writers, the public demand, as also 

for example with cartography, acted as an important spur, and also a source of 

contemporary coherence, and that irrespective of whether historians of the 

period are treated as high or low, philosophical or hack, impartial or partial, 

bellelettrists or miscellarians. The similarities arose not only from common 

conventions and a shared audience, but also from the extent to which the 

subsequent separating tendencies of university and popular were not to the 

fore. Instead, although they had important strengths, Oxford and Cambridge 

were not prominent in their postclassical history. It was the public forum that 

was crucial, and history writing was a branch of ‘Grub Street’ as much as of the 

‘Republic of Letters.’ Many of the historians of the period have dropped from 

attention, for example John Campbell and the Salmon brothers, Nathanael and 

Thomas, but their works reflected the range of the market. Other writers, such 

as Godwin, Hume and Smollett, are prominent now for books other than their 

histories. 

     An emphasis on individual motivation characterised much of the historical 

work of the period, with an emphasis on individual free will and not on 

determinism, an approach that brought together a rejection of Calvinist 

predestination, as well as religious, legal, and political engagements with the 
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role of choice; and a relative lack of interest in later themes of revolutionary 

adaptation and historical materialism. This emphasis encouraged an overlap 

with fiction, with history a term deployed to suggest truth, as by Henry 

Fielding, who insisted that his novels were ‘true histories’ in that they revealed 

the truth of behaviour. History accordingly appeared in the titles of novels by 

among others: not only Fielding, but also Frances Brooke, Sarah Fielding, 

Samuel Johnson, James Ridley, Jane West, and the ever-active Anonymous. 

History to contemporaries meant narrative. While novels sought to be true 

histories, historical writing was supposed to capture character. 

     As with novels, histories sought to capture the secret nature of true 

explanations, as in David Jones’s Secret History of White Hall from the 

Restoration of Charles II down to the Abdication of the late King James (1697). 

Such secret histories looked toward, and drew on, accounts of contemporary 

politics, as in the belief that, once resigned, John, 3rd Earl of Bute, was secretly 

directing court politics, or Edmund Burke’s concern about conspiratorial 

support for pernicious ideologies both in Britain and France. 

     Again, bringing history, journalism, novels, theatre, paintings and sculpture 

together, was the presentation of the past as a morally exemplary tale, a key 

element in narrative drive, exposition, and explanation. Whether the stress 

tended toward individual free will or a providential intervention linked to 

behaviour, the emphasis was on a world best understood in moral terms, as 

with the presentation of Oliver Cromwell as having made a pact with the devil, 

a claim repeated in the second volume of Laurence Echard’s History of England 

(1718) which, like most of the works here cited, can be found in the Club. 

Moralism lent itself to the use of history in political contention; and this use 

helped ensure that the coverage of history was not only extensive but also very 

much brought into the present. 

     At the same time, the frame of historical reference, whether in books, 

newspapers, the arts, or private correspondence, went back to the Ancient 

period of British and Continental history; contrasting with the situation for 

most modern parliamentarians that I discovered doing interviews for The Tory 

World: Deep History and the Tory Theme in British Foreign Policy, 1679-2014 

(2015): with one prominent exception, informed interest of that subject was a 

matter of the late nineteenth onwards. British writers in the ‘long eighteenth 

century’ maintained the earlier interest in the Ancient Constitution, whether 

found in Saxon forests or not. Thus, in another work found in the Club, William 
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Hutchinson’s History of the County of Cumberland (1794), pre-Roman culture 

was greatly praised, with the Druids described as learned, moral and in 

harmony with the universe. Hutchinson was highly critical of the Romans, 

presenting them as bringing in ‘nothing but articles of luxury and 

magnificence’. 

     Newspaper history came from a range of talented pens, both well-known, 

such as Bolingbroke and Smollett, and less familiar historical writers, such as 

John Banks, and there is need for a thorough study of the latter. Newspapers 

ranged widely, as with the Monitor, which happily found lessons in the reigns 

of Edward III, Henry V, and Elizabeth I. The writing could be vigorous. The Plain 

Dealer of 7 December 1724 announced:  

‘While, like the provinces of the declining Empire of Old Rome, we are 

fretting, and disturbing ourselves … the Goths are at our gate … There 

seems to be rising near us, that NORTHERN LYON, which has, so often, 

been prophesied of’ 

a reference to Peter the Great. On 11 March 1727, Mist’s Weekly Journal, 

which was far blunter and often more commercially successful than the 

Craftsman, the other leading London opposition newspaper, used French 

history as a way to comment critically on Britain: 

‘Whoever reads the History of France will see how that kingdom has 

been impoverished and eaten up by those leeches who hung upon her, 

and sucked her vitals; and that they were not a little instrumental in 

taking away that liberty which she once enjoyed, as much as any other 

country in Europe… The Princes of France found no means so effectual 

for that purpose as loading the people with taxes, which impoverishing 

the nobility and gentry, brought them all to hang about the court for 

employments.’ 

     Members might find many of the historians of that period a source of 

interest while whiling away the pre-prandial paragraphs of life. 

 

I am most grateful to Christopher Wright for his comments on an earlier draft. 

Jeremy Black’s eighteenth-century works include biographies of George II, George III, 

Walpole, and Pitt the Elder. 
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Careers supplement 
 

First Impressions: David Meara, David Howard, Paul 

Harvey 
 

First impressions may not always be accurate. Indeed, beginning life with the 

title First Impressions, Jane Austen's novel Pride and Prejudice famously 

provides a case study in how they can sometimes mislead. However, precisely 

because they are fresh they usually leave an indelible imprint on the memory. 

Here, three members offer their first impressions on a variety of subjects, a 

first visit to an ancestral landscape, introductory reflections on the Club, and 

the first day in a new job... 

 

1) An island paradise, by David Meara 

 
It was the summer of 1959. My brother and I were twelve years old, and after 

many summers of going on holiday to Salcombe in South Devon, my parents 

had decided that we would make the journey to the Orkney Islands in the far 

 
The town of Stromness, Orkney Islands (Wikipedia: Geoff Wong – CC BY 2.0) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stromness#/media/File:Stromness_-_Orkney_Islands.jpg
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north of Scotland. Stromness on the Mainland was my mother’s birthplace,  

where she had lived with her parents and brother from 1910 to 1920, when 

they came south to settle in Oxford. She had very happy memories of growing 

up in Stromness, and still kept in touch with many folk in the islands. So my 

parents must have decided that it was time to make a return visit, and that my 

brother and I were now old enough to make the long journey and enjoy the 

adventure.  

     And sixty years ago, adventure it certainly was! We began by taking the 

Royal Highlander, the night sleeper train from London Euston to Inverness. 

Dinner in the dining car, and a comfortable berth with rug and pillow as we 

sped northwards through the night. Then a hearty breakfast at the Station 

Hotel at Inverness, and a further five-hour train journey on the Far North Line 

to Thurso, stopping at every tiny station in 

remote places like Kinbrace, Forsinard, and 

Altnabreac, until we reached the terminus at 

Thurso at about 5 pm. After an overnight stay 

we caught the ferry from the little fishing port 

of Scrabster, the St Ola, which plied the 

treacherous and turbulent waters of the 

Pentland Firth, passing the huge cliffs of the 

island of Hoy, and the sea stack called “The Old 

Man of Hoy”, standing proudly against the 

rugged coastline and acting as a stern guardian 

of the waters. This forbidding first impression of 

the Orkney Islands is somewhat misleading, 

because as the traveller rounds the northern 

end of Hoy and turns into the sheltered waters 

around the island of Graemsay, with the vast 

expanse of Scapa Flow lying in front of him, he is confronted with the gently 

rolling hills and rich farmland of the main island of the sixty-island archipelago. 

And then the St Ola turns into the delightful sheltered harbour of Stromness, 

the “little grey toon in the west”, the haunt in those days of the poet George 

Mackay Brown, with its narrow main street winding along to Ness point and 

the golf course.  

     My brother and I had not known what to expect as we approached the 

Orkneys, but it was all so romantically different from the surroundings in which 

we had grown up that we were immediately captivated. We stayed with an old 

The Old Man of Hoy (Wikipedia: 

public domain) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Old_Man_of_Hoy#/media/File:Old_man_of_hoy.jpg
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family friend of my mother’s in one of the large houses on the main street 

which backed onto the harbour, exploring the attics in which we found 

treasures such as an old brass sextant and a percussion shotgun, fishing off the 

end of the house’s private pier, and messing around in the little “flattie” which 

was moored there. On later visits to the islands we learnt more about their rich 

history and marvelled at the now famous Stone Age sites of Scara Brae, 

Maeshowe, and the Standing Stones of Stenness. We visited the beautiful 

sandstone cathedral of St Magnus in Kirkwall, the Bishop’s Palace, and many of 

the other ancient sites, and learned about the wartime history of the islands in 

two World Wars, with their legacy of the Churchill Barriers and the Italian 

Chapel. 

 

Stromness, Orkney, about the year 1825 (Wikipedia: public domain) 

     Today the Orkney Islands are much better known, and vast cruise ships call 

at Kirkwall (or used to pre-Covid!), flooding the ancient sites with their 

passengers on their whistlestop cultural tours. But I still retain memories of 

sixty years ago, very few tourists, the feeling of remoteness, utter peace and 

tranquillity, the particular quality of light in the summer months, the sense of a 

different way of life that depended on the sea, the land and the seasons. That 

first sight of Stromness, my mother’s birthplace, from the deck of the St Ola, 

was a minor epiphany to a twelve-year-old child, the sight of a cluster of grey 

roofs tumbling down the side of Brinkie’s Brae into the harbour, looking both 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stromness#/media/File:Stromness_1825.jpg
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homely and wild, haunt in centuries past of the Viking raiders, and the men of 

the Hudson’s Bay Company, a place of fishermen and farmers, poets, painters 

and shopkeepers. It was a strange and entrancing sight, and I fell in love with 

the islands then. I have been back many times over the years, but first 

impressions count, and that first view of the little town of Stromness, grey in 

the afternoon sunlight, remains in my mind to this day. 

 

2) First thoughts on entering the Club, by David Howard 

When my proposer first invited me to lunch at the Club in the early 1990s I was 

naturally impressed by many things – not least the architecture, ethos and 

reputation of the place. The Clubhouse clearly represented the established 

quintessence of what might arguably be termed ‘intellectual Britishness’. What 

was less than striking was the food in those now distant days. (As I left I was 

haunted by the table settings, surely those mats did not mean that American 

Express was sponsoring the Coffee Room!) 

 
Statue of Sir Keith Park, Waterloo Place (David Trimming: Wikimedia Commons) and Wellington’s 

mounting block outside the Athenaeum (nzplaces.nz) 

     After my election in 1995 I soon felt at ease in my new ‘London home’ which 

continues to provide a sublime oasis from the hurly-burly of the world beyond 

its striking portico. However, there are two further magnificent reminders of 

‘Britishness’, without the Clubhouse, that I find particularly pleasing. There is 

the mounting block across the pavement from the front entrance evidencing 

Wellington’s many visits and the serendipitous positioning of Sir Keith Park’s 

statue by the nearby garden gateway. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Keith_Park_statue,_Waterloo_Place.jpg
https://nzplaces.nz/place/waterloo-place-keith-park-statue
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     How sad that the Club’s custodians never saw fit to award Park honorary 

membership for his role in successfully defending London (and thus our 

Clubhouse) from the inevitable indignity of Nazi occupation. Surely Athena 

from on high with her gilded helmet and spear symbolising wisdom and 

strategy as the key to success in battle would most surely have welcomed 

Park’s visits as warmly as it did those of Wellington over a century before. 

 

3) Walking into the British Museum, by Paul Harvey 
 

 

One’s first day in a new job is bound to be a memorable occasion. It is one I 

have experienced four times, and the most memorable was unquestionably my 

first day as an Assistant Keeper in the British Museum’s Department of 

Manuscripts on 1 January 1957 – among much else that has changed, New 

Year’s Day was not then a public holiday in England and Wales.  

     I started a few weeks later than Derek Turner, who was to become one of 

the country’s leading authorities on illuminated manuscripts. He was 

appointed at the same time, but my arrival was deferred for us both to be 

introduced at the same time to what was known as the sub-department of 

modern state papers, where papers of recent politicians given to the Museum 

were arranged and catalogued. This was presided over by a Deputy Keeper,  
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Harold Aldridge (a member of this Club), then near retiring age, who often 

wore cotton wool in his ears and whose room, with those of his two or three 

subordinates, was a little way from the Department’s main offices.  

     He gave us a long talk, explaining how immensely important the papers in 

his sub-department were, how utterly unimportant the material in the rest of 

the Department – Codex Sinaiticus, two of the four copies of Magna Carta and 

things like that. But the papers in the sub-department were not only 

important, they were of the greatest confidentiality and secrecy. ‘And if I find 

either of you two young men over here, prying into matters that are no 

business of yours, not only will you be instantly dismissed, but reported to the 

Cabinet Office for prosecution under the Official Secrets Act.’ Absolute rubbish, 

but how on earth was one to know that on one’s first day in a new job? 

     In practice I scarcely ever needed (let alone wanted) to penetrate to the 

sub-department of modern state papers. I had a desk, along with up to half a 

dozen others, in what was flatteringly known as the working room. Here there 

was a clear division between the Fresh Air Fiends (led by Gerald Bonner) and 

the Warm and Comfy (led by Marjorie Hoyle), window wide open at one end of 

the room, all but hermetically sealed at the other, the rest of us somehow 

The MSS Students’ (Reading) Room at the British Museum 
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managing between these two extremes. All around the room were shelves of – 

mostly – edited or calendared texts, occasionally re-arranged by the Senior 

Assistant Keeper, Godfrey Davis, who was thought by some to have a genius 

for placing any book one was likely to need on a top shelf, accessible only by 

teetering on a ladder. The only telephone was in a sort of cabinet that I 

suppose was meant to be soundproof; actually it was anything but, which had 

the managerial virtue of discouraging private conversations in office hours. 

 
The British Museum Reading Room (2006); a panorama (Wikipedia: Diliff CC BY 2.5) 

     Office hours were flexible – but only within limits. If one had not reached 

the Museum’s front hall by 6.30 the communicating doors were firmly locked 

and it was something like three hours before one could get out again. I can’t 

remember this actually happening to anyone, but from 6.15 onwards there 

would be packings up and departures often so panic-struck as to need 

immediate reassurance in the Museum Tavern (across the road) or the Plough 

(in Museum Street). Life was not without its compensations. 

  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/British_Museum_Reading_Room#/media/File:British_Museum_Reading_Room_Panorama_Feb_2006.jpg
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Showing Dag Hammarskjöld Africa, by 

John Smith 

 

In January 1960 Dag Hammarskjöld, United Nations 

Secretary-General, visited Nigeria shortly before it 

became independent. The Northern Region was host 

over a weekend.  The Secretary-General stayed with the Governor.  As his 

Private Secretary I was responsible for arranging a programme with the 

Premier’s office.  Saturday began with a formal meeting with the Government, 

followed by visits to a new industrial area.  On the Sunday Mr Hammarskjöld 

would travel forty-five miles north to Zaria to visit the Institute of 

Administration, a model for Africa and particular pride of the Sardauna of 

Sokoto, the Premier, leaving the afternoon free.   

 

The ‘real Africa’ 

The Secretary-General’s party was modest: his 

Private Secretary, a Swedish Count, and his 

bodyguard, a New York policeman.  On 

Saturday evening Mr Hammarskjöld was guest 

of honour at a reception given by the Premier. 

On the way to State House his Private Secretary 

told me that his master was disappointed by 

the programme.  He had already been in Lagos 

and Ibadan and on Monday would leave for 

Enugu, all big cities.  Even here in the North the 

visit seemed to be entirely devoted to industrial 

development and education. He wanted to see 

the ‘real Africa’.  I explained that with 

independence just round the corner it was up to the Premier and his 

Government to determine the programme and for them the ‘real Africa’ was 

the development being achieved.     

     About an hour into the reception an irritated Premier sent for me. He had 

heard about the dissatisfaction with the programme and asked what I intended 

to do about it. He would, I knew, dislike our guests travelling to the animist 

areas south of the capital and cancellation of the visit to the Institute would 

Sir Ahmadu Bello, Premier of 

Northern Nigeria 1954-66 

Wikipedia (fair use) 
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cause real anger.  I compromised with a visit to Giwa, headquarters of a district 

just north of Zaria that could conveniently follow the visit to the Institute. The 

district head was in political favour and his district was typical of much of the 

country.  I undertook to arrange a picnic lunch.  I warned the visitors that the 

Premier might accompany them and that if he came so would many of his 

ministers, creating a considerable motorcade, so that while what Mr 

Hammarskjöld might manage to see would be typical of the ‘real Africa’, the 

circumstances in which he saw it would not.       

 

Is this the ‘real Africa’…? 

I spent the night making arrangements with the 

district officer in Zaria, luckily a good friend, and 

organising a picnic catering for unknown numbers.  

Early on Sunday morning I despatched cooks and 

stewards in a truck with all that would be needed 

and drove to the Institute of Administration ahead 

of the official party.  I explained what would be 

happening and agreed a departure time.  My 

emphatic last words to the principal being, ‘before 

they leave here, make sure they use a loo’. 

 

     By the time the motorcade, some thirty vehicles 

strong, arrived in Giwa hundreds had gathered from surrounding villages.  It 

was the dry season and there was little to do that could not be put off and any 

excitement was not to be missed.  The rest house, where I had hoped to set up 

the picnic, was in disrepair and the district head had provided his council 

chamber in the middle of the town as an alternative.  The visitors, amidst a 

huge crowd of curious onlookers, were escorted to the school, the courthouse 

and the dispensary, all viewed in the most extreme of artificial circumstances 

and they were introduced to agricultural, forestry and veterinary extension 

staff before coming to the council chamber for lunch.   

 

 

Seeing the ‘real Africa’ 

In addition to a full complement looking for lunch there were faces peering 

through every window and a milling throng outside.  The Private Secretary 

asked for directions to the toilet.  There wasn’t one, so I offered to take Mr 

Dag Hammerskjöld 

(Wikipedia: public domain) 
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Hammarskjöld ‘to see Africa’.  Old Africa hands will recognise the euphemism.  

In the days of thunder-box toilets these were left to the ladies, while the men 

were led outside by their host ‘to see Africa’.  The Swedish experience of Africa 

was slight.  When I drove the Secretary-General, in my pick-up rather than in 

the gubernatorial limousine to avoid another motorcade, out of the town and 

off the road, he still expected to see some form of building.  I pointed to the 

horizon saying to him, ‘wherever you like’ and under my breath, ‘the real 

Africa’. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

A return visit: Dag Hammerskjöld 

welcomes the Sardauna of Sokoto to 

the UN Headquarters on 6 July 1960 

 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/cdcglobal/33874915764
https://twitter.com/nigeriainvideos/status/1266138046992351233
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“No-one lived the life recommended by 

Marcus Aurelius more completely”: 

George Long (and his alarming dog 

Caesar), by Frances Harris 

 

Among the increasing number of our early Club members whose lives I have 

researched, one particularly sticks in the mind: George Long, classical scholar, 

editor and teacher; a man of great ability, integrity, humanity and industry, but 

with a ‘dry, almost grim simplicity’ that put him at odds throughout his career 

with the more complicated and compromised societies in which he found 

himself. 

     Born in 1800 in Poulton, Lancashire, the eldest 

child of a West India merchant, he was admitted to 

Trinity College, Cambridge as a sizar (a scholar given 

an assisted place in return for menial duties) and five 

years later achieved a fellowship ahead of Thomas 

Babington Macaulay (later also a Member of the 

Club). But instead he accepted appointment as 

Professor of Ancient Languages at the newly founded 

University of Virginia; the preference for new 

foundations was to be a recurring pattern. When the 

Rector Thomas Jefferson was visibly startled by his 

youthfulness, Long replied unanswerably, ‘I shall grow older’. But though he 

loved the American south and made a happy marriage there to Harriet Selden, 

a widow with two daughters, he did not grow old there, returning to England 

after a few years to take up the professorship of Greek at the newly 

established University of London.  

     Four sons were born to the Longs and they lived in some style in Highgate; it 

was at this stage of his career that he became a Member of the Club. But 

again, he did not keep this post for long either, resigning after a few years in 

protest at the dismissal of a controversial colleague. In 1831 he took up the 

editorship of the Quarterly Journal of Education, published by the Society for 

the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge and dedicated to educational reform. He 

also became one of the founders of the Royal Geographical Society and 
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contributed extensively to geographical reference works. But his most 

laborious work was to edit and write substantially for the twenty-nine volumes 

of the SDUK’s Penny Cyclopaedia (1833-46), ‘the regular issue of the monthly 

parts being never interrupted’.  

     In 1837 he was called to the bar and appointed Reader in Jurisprudence and 

Civil Law at the Middle Temple, becoming an expert in Roman law; but, 

disillusioned by the indifference of the authorities and his students to his 

teaching, he returned for a few years (1842-6) to University College London as 

Professor of Latin. Finally, a widower now, he left London altogether in 1849 to 

take up a lectureship in classics at Brighton College, another newly founded 

institution and one with a commitment to educational reform. 

     He proved an exceptional schoolmaster; his pupils long remembered ‘his 

bright and clear oral teaching, keen vigorous, never superfluous’, and his 

determination to give the classics a living applicability. At the same time he 

jointly established and edited the Bibliotheca Classica, and published a 

translation of the classical work which always had the greatest applicability for 

himself: Thoughts of the Emperor M. Aurelius Antonius (1862); ‘no-one lived 

the life recommended by Marcus Aurelius more completely’, Matthew Arnold 

testified. 

     Though he continued at Brighton for more than twenty years, his later years 

there were not happy. As the College declined from its early reforming ideals, 

he fell out with its governors. His second marriage failed and his wife left him 

for one his pupils. Characteristically, his most lasting association was with 

Ferdinand Eugene Auguste Casc, who taught French at the College for a while, 

though his real metier was as a lexicographer. Casc’s Pocket Dictionary of the 

French and English Language retained its popularity and preserved his name 

for the better part of a hundred years after Casc himself had ‘drifted into 

oblivion’ in the Brighton lodging-house where he and Long had been 

neighbours.   

     The provision Long had made for his old age was squandered by the 

misconduct of one of his sons, but in recognition of his lifetime of useful work 

he was rescued from penury by a Civil List pension of £100 a year. He retired to 

a small house, 2 Rhine Villas, Portfield, near Chichester, with the 

companionship of his housekeeper Esther Lawrence, his parrot George (‘he 

speaks so well that if you did not see him, you would take it for a human 

voice’) and his rather alarming dog Caesar (‘he understands almost all that is 
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said. He barks terribly sometimes from pure joy. Nothing delights him more 

than a fight with a dog about his own size; but he is very good tempered’). His 

greatest pleasures were his rose garden; ‘one white rose so large and beautiful 

that I wish that all my friends could see it. I go out frequently to look at it and 

think of it when it is not before me’; his continuing scholarly work (‘I must 

always have something to do’); and his books:  

I like to sit in a room with a few books with which I have been long acquainted. They 

are old companions. I have carried some of them about with me by land and by sea 

for fifty years. I know them well, both their faults to which I am very gentle, and their 

virtues which I try to imitate. They have been a comfort both in prosperity and 

adversity, the best friends that I have found. When I leave them, I hope somebody 

will take care of them. They are not many, and they have a very modest, 

unpretending look. They would be content with very moderate accommodation on a 

shelf of pine, or in a cupboard. They would ask for nothing more than a little quiet 

conversation now and then. They are not dirty nor ragged. 

     He died in 1879 after a painful illness which, as he ruefully said, taught him 

what the practice of Stoicism really meant, leaving Esther Lawrence (who was 

to be buried alongside him) and Ferdinand Casc executors of his small estate. 

     We seek to recover the lives of the dead for the irreducible singularity of 

each one and for what they can tell us collectively of their times, and 

sometimes also for the reason George Long would have strongly endorsed, 

their moments of continued living applicability.   

     His Virginian wife Harriet, who had died in 1840, is buried in the graveyard 

of St Mary’s Hornsey. The well-preserved memorial slab includes a graceful 

epitaph on a Roman model, which must be attributable to her husband. But 

the grave is a double one; alongside her is buried Jacob Walker, who died a few 

weeks later, after a smallpox vaccination. The inscription identifies him as ‘a 

native of Virginia / in America the faithful slave / in England the faithful servant 

/ of / Harriet and George Long / and an honest man’. The inscriptions are given 

exact parity. Long loved Virginia, but was never reconciled to slavery. Black 

servants whose early lives had been spent in slavery were no rarity in London, 

but the value Walker’s employers expressed for him was less so. In the manner 

of Samuel Johnson and Frank Barber, George Long referred to him in life as ‘my 

black friend Jacob’. 
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     Then there are Long’s pungent comments about unwanted statues in public 

places:  

It is in the nature of things that statues should be made. They were made more than 

two thousand years ago, and I believe the business has never stopped, for when 

people could not get good statues, they were content with bad, as we are now. At 

present a bronze statue costs a good round sum, and yet I am told that the money 

allowed to the artist is generally insufficient to enable him to produce an excellent 

work; and this may be true, for I do not think so meanly of our men as to suppose 

that they have yet done their best. The time may come when we shall find out some 

way of making statues of cheaper materials than metal. Perhaps we shall make them 

of paper. That will be a glorious time. We shall all have our statues, living or dead; 

and we shall not be plagued with these periodical demands for subscriptions to 

statues of men whom we never saw, do not care for and are glad to forget … There is 

good classical example for providing by will for your own monument; and if a man 

does really expect or fear that he must after death stand in public to be gazed at, 

rained on, or perchance spat on, it will be the best thing to empower his executor to 

look after this matter, to pay the artist well and to escape from the taste of a 

committee. 

     And finally, there is the tribute Long’s obituarist paid to his virtuoso 

editorship: for such a work as the Penny Cyclopaedia, he noted, ‘a thoroughly 

competent editor was indispensable’, one who combined ‘the moral qualities 

of unwearied industry and undeviating punctuality with a firmness that is best 

supported by courtesy and kindness’; in all of these Long was exemplary and in 

the last so unfailing that it was said ‘his contributors gathered round him as 

friends’. I hope our own exemplary editor, the Phantom of Waterloo Place 
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(perhaps he is more than one, who knows?), to whom we owe so much 

entertainment and information during this trying time and beyond, will accept 

a modern application of this tribute from one who is glad to be one of his/their 

contributors and friends. 
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Pull-out pensions supplement 
 

War pensions in the Elizabethan era, by 

Andrew Bano 

One consequence of the lockdown for me has been that it 

has become increasingly difficult to find excuses for not 

making progress with the second edition of my book on 

war pensions. The book contains a short historical introduction to the subject 

and it seems to have been that chapter, rather than the chapters dealing with 

the complexities of a somewhat arcane area of law, that has most interested 

the book’s readers. My rash undertaking to provide a more detailed account of 

war pensions in the Elizabethan era in the next edition of the book has brought 

to light earlier schemes for raising revenue for the relief of disabled veterans 

which may be of renewed interest in these straitened times. 

     War pensions are undoubtedly the most ancient form of social welfare 

benefit, and Halsbury’s Laws traces the provision of benefits for injured 

veterans in this country back to the reign of King Alfred. War pensions were 

not put on a statutory footing until the reign of Elizabeth I and surprisingly 

little has been recorded about their early history.  However, during my 

research I came across a treasure trove of information on the subject in the 

form of a 1988 McMaster’s University Master’s thesis by Geoffrey Lewis 

Hudson entitled The English Privy Council and Relief of Disabled Soldiers, circa 

1558-1625. 

     Hudson shows that the Privy Council’s attempts to make provision under 

the Poor Laws for soldiers injured in the campaigns in the Low Countries ran 

into difficulties because impressed soldiers returning to the parish where they 

had last lived might not have the necessary birth or residence connections for 

the parish to be obliged to care for them.  Orders given by the Privy Council for 

disabled ex-soldiers and mariners to be placed in cathedral and college 

almshouses were not always obeyed and rooms were sometimes given to 

fraudulent claimants who produced forged passports.  In any case, there were 

not enough rooms to go round and there seem to have been doubts as to 

https://www.google.com/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=&ved=2ahUKEwjf_eDtrM_rAhWGM-wKHd-lAnkQFjAAegQIARAB&url=https%3A%2F%2Fmacsphere.mcmaster.ca%2Fbitstream%2F11375%2F8942%2F1%2Ffulltext.pdf&usg=AOvVaw2BVBIDrHFHpxKxcOsn7r_1
https://www.google.com/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=&ved=2ahUKEwjf_eDtrM_rAhWGM-wKHd-lAnkQFjAAegQIARAB&url=https%3A%2F%2Fmacsphere.mcmaster.ca%2Fbitstream%2F11375%2F8942%2F1%2Ffulltext.pdf&usg=AOvVaw2BVBIDrHFHpxKxcOsn7r_1
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whether the almshouses’ charitable purposes extended to the care of disabled 

ex-servicemen. 

     Faced with these and other difficulties, the Privy Council turned to existing 

measures to provide a solution.  According to Hudson, throughout Elizabeth’s 

reign there had been attempts to enforce a meat-free Lent to build up cattle 

stocks for use in an emergency and to benefit fisheries in order to provide 

skilled seamen for service in the Navy.  On 20 January 1592 letters were sent to 

the Lord Lieutenants of the home counties and to the Lord Mayor of London 

providing for the creation of a uniform system of licensing butchers during 

Lent, limiting the number of licensed butchers in London to six.  Each butcher 

had to pay a fee of £20 “for the use of suche poore souldiours as are lame and 

impotente and have been maimed in theis late warres, whereby they maye 

have some reliefe” (Acts of the Privy Council of England, ed. J. R. Dasent, XXII, 

216-18).  Although the Privy Council shrewdly entrusted supervision of the 

butchers to the Fishmongers’ Company, the scheme failed in London, where 

the Lord Mayor licensed more than the permitted number of butchers and 

used the fees for other purposes.  Lord Burghley sent the Warden of the 

Fishmongers to investigate how many butchers had been licensed and what 

fees they had paid, but Hudson records that by May the Privy Council had 

received only £30 from the Lord Mayor of London for the relief of wounded 

soldiers and sailors. 

     The Privy Council’s response to the failure of the Lent butcher fee scheme 

was one that perhaps merits careful examination in order to assess its 

suitability for use in modern times. Pending the introduction of legislation to 

provide a permanent solution to the problem of caring for wounded ex-

servicemen, the Privy Council put forward motions in both Houses of 

Parliament for the imposition of a collection on members of both Houses. The 

levy for members of the House of Lords was: Earls, 40 shillings; Bishops, 30 

shillings and Barons, 20 shillings. For members of the House of Commons it 

was: Privy Councillors, 30 shillings; Knights, 10 shillings and all others, 5 

shillings.  Members of both Houses who were absent without permission were 

required to pay double and, although  the Speaker of the House of Commons 

sought to commit one member who refused to pay more than 2 shillings and 6 

pence, the move did not attract the support of a majority of the House and he 

escaped further penalty. 

https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=coo.31924087798751&view=1up&seq=262&q1=%22as%20are%20lame%20and%20impotente%22
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     Fearful perhaps of further collections, Parliament passed the Disabled 

Soldiers Act 1592 (Statute 35 Eliz. 1, c.4 (1592-93), which provided for parishes 

to impose local rates for the relief of disabled soldiers, so that “suche as 

have…adventured their Lyves and lost their Lymmes or disabled their Bodies, in 

the defence and service of her Majestie and the State, should at their retorne 

be relieved and rewarded, to thend that they may reape the Fruyte of their 

good deserving, and others may be incowraged to p[er]forme the like 

Endevors”.   That Act provided the statutory framework for the care of injured 

soldiers and sailors until the foundation of the Royal Hospital Chelsea in 1681 

and the Greenwich Hospital in 1705, and its purposes continue to be the aim of 

war pensions benefits to the present day. 

 

 

 

Adolf Schrödter Falstaff und sein Page (1867) (public domain) 
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 Veterans of the American Civil War (1861-1865) 

buried in England, by Michael Hammerson 

 

 

 I have long since given up mentioning my favourite 

period of history – the origins, causes, progress, 

aftermath and legacy of the American Civil War 

(technically 1861-65, though 1619-2020 would be 

more correct) – at parties (aided in that endeavour 

by the fact that I am not invited to many parties – 

cause and effect?).  Raising it in conversation results 

– once it is realised that I am not talking about the 

American Revolution – in uneasy smiles, nervous 

searches for the Confederate battle flag on the back of my leather jacket, and a 

change of subject to more interesting topics such as golf and cleaning the car. 

     After 58 years of studying the subject, therefore, it is ironically gratifying to 

suddenly find it taking centre stage in the historical debate, and to see people 

at last coming to the realisation not only that it is a pivotal period of modern 

history, but that modern America cannot be properly understood without 

understanding the era of the Civil War and its impact on the most powerful 

nation on the planet (so far). 

     On the other hand, the level of ignorance of it was 

exemplified when a self-righteous iconoclastic mob in  

Madison, Wisconsin demolished a statue of a dead 

white male in military uniform, blissfully ignorant of – 

or indifferent to – the fact that Norwegian immigrant 

Hans Christian Heg became a leading member of the 

American Abolition movement and died in 1863 

leading the 16th Wisconsin Volunteers at the battle of 

Chickamauga Creek against the armies of the slave-

owning Confederacy. The statue of Abraham Lincoln in Parliament Square was 

also covered in graffiti, one enlightened soul expressing the view that “he 

didn’t do enough for the slaves” – technically correct, I suppose, given that he 

was assassinated for freeing the slaves before he was able to do much else for 

Cotton: the plant which 

started a war 
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them. Thank you, educational systems on both sides of the Pond, for producing 

a brave new world that has such people in it. 

 

     The scale and significance of this first modern war is unappreciated by 

people on this side of the Atlantic. There were probably around 10,000 military 

actions, from skirmishes to battles. The greatest battle, Gettysburg, 

Pennsylvania, was on a similar scale with Waterloo; the contending armies 

numbered some 150,000 men, a third of whom were killed, wounded or 

captured. As many as 800,000 men died in the war, more than in all other 

American wars combined, including the World Wars and Vietnam – some 

maintain the total is nearer 1 million, out of a population of 30 million, 

including 4 million slaves. The defeated South was shattered for decades, with 

one fourth of all men of military age dying. On a lighter note, Manet painted  

one of its battles – the fight between the USS Kearsarge and the CSS Alabama 

off Cherbourg in June 1864. Crucially, I believe you cannot understand modern 

America without understanding the Civil War and its impact; and despite the 

verbal prestidigitation of those who maintain that it was not fought over 

slavery, the fact cannot be escaped that if American slavery had not existed, 

there would have been no Civil War. 

The Battle of the Kearsarge and the Alabama, by Edouard Manet 

(Wikipedia: public domain) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Battle_of_the_Kearsarge_and_the_Alabama#/media/File:Edouard_Manet_056.jpg
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     The London Times for 12 August 1864 noted: “The country between the 

Rappahannock and the Potomac has become as familiar to the English public 

as the space between Paul’s and South Kensington.” The Civil War tore families 

and friends apart on this side of the Atlantic almost as surely as in America, 

and although most of the quarter of a million Englishmen who fought in it were 

emigrants, many young Englishmen felt impelled to go and fight, for a cause or 

for adventure. 

     They returned home, some immediately after their service, and others 

decades later. There are two surviving lists naming over 350 veterans or 

widows living in Great Britain who received Federal Pensions for Civil War 

service, for 1883 and 1899, but I know of at least 1,139 Union veterans, or 

their widows if they did not return, and 130 Confederates, and there must be 

many more; tracing those who didn’t claim, or were denied, pensions, is 

immensely difficult, while Confederate veterans could only claim a pension if 

they resided in the state for which they fought. We currently know the graves 

of about 25% of them. They are buried everywhere, from the Channel Islands 

and Cornwall to the Isle of Skye – there are even five Yankees and one 

Confederate on the Isle of Man – but the majority are found in the big cities, 

particularly London, Liverpool, Manchester and Glasgow, and finding their 

graves can be daunting, not least because many died in poverty and were 

buried in public graves. 

     Who were these veterans? We have: 

• Seven Congressional Medal of Honor Winners  -  
Philip Baybutt (2nd Mass. Cavalry) 

George Bell (USN) 

George Gouraud (Lt. Col., 3 NY Caalry.) 

Henry Holden (57 & 59 Mass; 8 & 7 US Cavalry; 2 US Artillery; CW 

service, but Medal of Honor for Little Bighorn Campaign) 

Hugh Logan (USN) 

Robert W. Montgomery (USN) 

James Harry Thompson (Surgeon, 43 & 139 NY) 

and Maurice Wagg (USN).  

Wagg and Logan were two of six crewmen of the USS Rhode Island 

who won the medal for helping to rescue the crew of the ironclad 

Monitor when it sank in December 1862. Both were buried in 

unmarked graves, Wagg in the East London Cemetery and Logan in 
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St. Kentigern’s Churchyard, Lanarkshire, and in 2016 we persuaded 

the US Veterans Administration to provide stones for both. 

• Six Black soldiers who served in U.S. Colored Troops units –  
James Henry Monroe (28 USCT) 

Charles H. Johnson (38 USCT) 

William Silkerd (4 USCT) 

John Whitmore (Steward USN) 

George Washington Williams – a noted Black historian who died 

here on a trip back from Europe and was buried in Blackpool 

(regiment unclear) 

and William Zabriskie (USN). 

• Three Union Generals –  
Oscar V. Dayton 

William L. Duff 

Jairus W. Hall 

and the contesting widow of a fourth, Samuel P. Spear. 

• and five women, of whom four were nurses –  
Mary Gertude Ledwith 

Susan Ellen Marsh 

Janet Newbury 

and Hannah Beavis Randle Walters 

and the extraordinary Harriet Ormiston, alias Elizabeth Taylor, 

alias Happy Ned, who spent much of her life living as a man and is 

said to have been a coal heaver on a ship supplying the Union 

blockade fleet! 

 

     A small number of graves and memorials mention their Civil War service; 

one is that of Ferdinand Barzetti of the 13th New York Light Artillery, alias 

Thomas Shepherd, who was buried in Highgate cemetery beneath a stone 

announcing that he fought in the American Civil War. The best known is the 

Monument to Scotsmen who served in the Union army at Old Calton 

Cemetery, Edinburgh, with its statue of Abraham Lincoln. 
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     Many have fascinating stories. George Nickels was one of four sons of 

inventor Christopher Nickels, manufacturer of the first transatlantic cable. 

George left his comfortable home in Camberwell to go and fight with the 7th 

Illinois Cavalry, and returned home to learn that his brother Henry had also 

gone to fight, for the Confederacy. When George applied for a Federal Pension 

in 1904, Henry thought that it would be a good idea to apply too; he received a 

polite but firm reply from Uncle Sam explaining that he had, unfortunately, 

fought for the wrong side! Their graves, in east London, are as yet unlocated. 

     Explorer and MP Sir Henry Morton 

Stanley was living in the South at the start 

of the war. Pressured into joining the 

Southern army, he deserted after the Battle 

of Shiloh in 1862 and enlisted in a Union 

artillery regiment, from which he also 

deserted, before re-enlisting in the Union 

navy as a ship’s clerk. He is buried in the 

family grave at Pirbright, Surrey. 

     A notable burial in Highgate Cemetery is 

German-born Adam Worth of the 34th New 

York Light Artillery, who was wounded at 

the second battle of Bull Run in 1862 (as 

was Ferdinand Barzetti). Reading in the 

newspaper, while in hospital, that he had 
Henry Morton Stanley, as a Ship’s Clerk on  

the USS ‘Minnesota’ 
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been killed, he promptly deserted and re-enlisted under a false name, claiming 

the bounty offered to recruits. He did this several times; the experience 

convinced him that crime paid, and set him on a life of crime, from leading a 

gang in New York, where he was pursued and caught by the Pinkerton Agency, 

to England, where he became known as the “Napoleon of Crime”, the title of a 

biography by Ben McIntyre. It’s believed that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle modelled 

the character of Sherlock Holmes’ nemesis, Dr Moriarty, on Worth. 

     Thomas Paine May, a New Orleans newspaper editor of Irish descent, 

served in the Orleans Light Horse of Louisiana. In the 1880s he learned that he 

might inherit an extinct Irish Baronetcy. He moved to England to pursue his 

claim, and tried to enhance his Irish credentials by claiming that he’d served on 

the staff of Union American-Irish hero General Phil Sheridan! It didn’t work, he 

never got his title, and died in London – grave not yet found. 

     Back in England in the 1880s, Medal of Honor winner Maurice Wagg married 

and lived with his wife until his death forty years later. His wife made what she 

thought would be an uncontentious claim for a widow’s pension, but the 

Pensions Bureau was assiduous in rooting out false claims, spending inordinate 

time and money investigating claims, and their agent ascertained that, after his 

discharge in 1866, Wagg went to Maine with a shipmate, where he met and 

married a woman whom he abandoned a few weeks later, without getting a 

divorce. Since she didn’t die until 1910, Uncle Sam was adamant – his English 

wife of 40 years was not his legal widow and the poor woman’s pension was 

terminated. Indeed, in 1893, Congress passed a law that pensions should only 

be paid to Veterans who lived in America; it caused such hardship and injustice 

that it was rescinded two years later. 

     Even famous people remain elusive. Medal of Honor winner George 

Gouraud, Lt. Col. of the 3rd New York Cavalry, was a pioneer of the early 

sound-recording industry with Edison. His wife is buried in Brighton; he died on 

a trip to Switzerland, but neither the Swiss nor British authorities have any 

record of where he is buried. Another Medal winner, Surgeon James Harry 

Thompson of the 43rd and 139th New York, became an internationally 

renowned doctor, with practices in London, Paris and Rome. He died in Great 

Yarmouth in 1896, and finding his grave shouldn’t be difficult; but there is no 

trace of him and even an article in the Yarmouth Mercury failed to reveal any 

clues. 
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     Englishmen who actively supported either side are inevitably included in my 

searches. Two stand out, one on either side. 

     As extraordinary as any was the Rev. Francis Tremlett, Vicar of Belsize Park 

from 1859 to 1913, buried in West Hampstead Cemetery. Britain’s most 

passionate supporter of the Confederacy, the records suggest that his service 

to the Southern cause was such that he 

would have been in their pantheon of 

heroes had the South won. A 

Confederate agent wrote to President 

Jefferson Davis that “The Rev. Tremlett 

is indefatigable on our behalf and 

deserves the thanks of every true lover 

of our country. He has done more for 

our cause than all other Englishmen 

combined.” The great oceanographer 

Matthew Fontaine Maury, who 

resigned from the US Navy to become 

an agent for the South in London, called 

him “The best Confederate in England”, 

while Jefferson Davis, who visited him 

after the war, wrote: “To you our people are deeply indebted”. Raphael 

Semmes, Captain of the notorious Confederate privateer Alabama, became a 

personal friend, writing in his memoirs that ‘The name of the Rev. Francis 

Tremlett, of the Parsonage, Belsize Park, London, dwells in my memory, and 

that of every Confederate who ever came in contact with him – and they are 

not few – like a household word.” So, it seems, did Tremlett’s sister Louisa, 

with whom Semmes, twice her age, had a flirtation which endured, through 

letters, until his death.  

     I located Tremlett’s photo album with collateral descendants in America. It 

was full of photos of Confederates – and one of a Yankee officer. But who was 

he? Tremlett hated the Yankees and was as unreconstructed as the most 

diehard Rebel. Knowing that he’d been educated in Boston, Massachusetts, I 

searched the records. The only man in the Union army with the surname was 

Bostonian Henry Martyn Tremlett, who rose from Militia Sergeant to Brevet 
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Colonel of the 39th Massachusetts and 

was mortally wounded at Petersburg nine 

days before the end of the war. He and 

Rev. Francis were first cousins. The 

Brothers’ War reached across the 

Atlantic. 

     The other, in Highgate Cemetery, has 

an eloquent epitaph. “Here lies Samuel 

Lucas, who died on the 16th of April, 

1865, a few hours after hearing the news 

of the destruction of the slave power in 

America by the fall of its capital, 

Richmond, an object for which he had 

striven for four years as managing editor 

of the Morning Star.” Pleasingly, English 

Heritage gave it Listed status, as they did 

Barzetti’s unusual stone. 

     Another grave in Highgate Cemetery deserves mention – Richard Booth, 

who died in 1870. His father, actor-manager Junius Brutus Booth, abandoned 

his wife and family and ran off to America with another woman, with whom he 

had seven other children, two of whom followed in his profession – Edwin and 

John Wilkes – so we have a brother of Abraham Lincoln’s assassin in Highgate 

Cemetery. Richard’s first cousin, three times removed, was a Miss Cherie 

Booth, now Blair. 

     There are hundreds of similar stories, but even with my generous space 

allocation here, I can only introduce a few of them. 

 

 

The London Branch of American Civil War Veterans  

 
World War I was so terrible that the veterans would rarely talk about it. While 

World War II veterans were much more proud to talk about what they did, 

veterans of the American Civil War outdid them all.  

Tremlett with Matthew Fontaine Maury, 

1867 
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     From the day they laid down their arms, veteran 

activities flourished until the last one died in 1956. The 

Union Veterans’ organisation, the Grand Army of the 

Republic, founded in 1866, grew to be a powerful 

political force with over a million members. 

     When 29-year-old John Davis, who had left his home 

in Hampshire, England at the age of 14 to go to America, 

dragged himself from the waters of the Potomac on 11 

November 1864, he was at a loss to know why God had 

allowed a dissolute debaucher such as he to be one of 

only eight survivors of USS Tulip when her boilers 

exploded, while forty-nine other, better men had died. The question gnawed 

at him for the next ten years, in the Australian goldfields and after his return to 

England. Drifting into a mission meeting in London in 1874, he decided that 

God had work for him, and devoted the rest of his life to the London City 

Mission, founded in 1835 and still in existence today. 

 

The London Veterans’ first membership list, 1910 
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     While visiting the slums of London’s Docklands, he came across other Civil 

War veterans who had fallen on hard times. From personal experience, he 

knew that they deserved the Federal pensions which other Civil War veterans, 

including himself, were receiving, and decided to bring them together, both for 

comradeship and for helping them to claim pensions and, on 20 September 

1910 he inaugurated the London Branch of American Civil War Veterans, based 

at the Mission’s HQ in Bermondsey. 

 

 

Adding new veterans to the list, particularly those who didn’t 

receive Federal pensions, and Confederates, is difficult, as is 

finding the graves of those of whom we know; if any Club 

members could help by searching the burial registers in the areas 

where they live, I’d be happy to give them a list of potential 

graves in their areas. Likewise, if any members had ancestors who 

served in the war, or know of others who did, please let me 

know. Indeed, if you have an ancestor, you would be eligible to 

join the newly formed London Branch of the Sons of Union 

Veterans of the Civil War, founded in America in 1881 to 

perpetuate the memory of the Union veterans as they started to 

pass away. Despite the fact that the veterans dispersed across 

the world, the London “Camp” is the first ever established 

outside America. If you don’t have an ancestor, but are interested 

in joining, you could become an Associate member. 
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     The new organisation met quarterly. John Davis was its first secretary, and 

famed actor-manager Sir Charles Wyndham, who had served under his real 

name, Charles Culverwell, as an Assistant Surgeon in a Black regiment, was 

asked to be President, but work prevented him. The role was taken by Seth 

Herrick, formerly Major, 2nd Maryland Eastern Shore Infantry; buried in 1917 

in an unmarked grave in Hendon Cemetery, a new stone was dedicated for him 

in 2019 in an impressive ceremony attended by British and American military 

bigwigs. To underscore the human tragedy of this and all wars, nearby in the 

same cemetery, in an unmarked grave, lies Stephen Adams, who served in the 

notoriously tough Mississippi Marine Brigade. He suffered so badly from what 

would today be diagnosed as PTSD that he voluntarily left his wife for fear that 

he would hurt her in one of his violent outbursts, and finally committed suicide 

in 1929. 

 

     On 11 April 1913 the local newspaper reported on “an interesting gathering 

of American Civil War Veterans”. It noted that they had 93 members, though 

only 49 could afford their quarterly shilling, the others so ill and feeble that 

they were not expected to pay. Membership soon grew to 118, and they even 

designed their own badge, a one-piece copy of the official Grand Army of the 

Republic medal; these are now extremely rare. Close links were maintained 

with the Woman’s Relief Corps, the Women’s auxiliary of the Sons of Union 

Veterans in America, which sent the London group $50 every Christmas. 
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     Although membership was exclusively for Union veterans, the New York 

press reported that, at their annual gathering in 1913 at Frascati’s restaurant 

at 32 Oxford Street, some fifty Union and Confederate veterans met to 
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reminisce. In July that year, while 50,000 veterans were attending the great 

50th anniversary reunion of the Battle of Gettysburg, there was a smaller 

gathering of 93 veterans in Bermondsey, the oldest being 104-year-old Navy 

veteran James Monroe, and on 8 September they met again to see a screening 

of William Ince’s silent film of the Battle of Gettysburg; sadly no copy seems to 

survive. 

     Their activities were regularly reported in the US and British press, as were 

their deaths, the funerals attended by a representative from the American 

Embassy. By 1916, the original 118 members had fallen to 68, and on 5 January 

1917, grizzled veteran John Davis died, to be succeeded as Secretary by Arthur 

William Frazier Smith of the 80th New York Infantry, wounded at Petersburg 

and, remarkably, one of Davis’s London City Mission colleagues. In August 

1917, England welcomed the “Doughboys” on their way to join the Allied 

armies in France. Among the crowds cheering them as they marched through 

London were the London Veterans, whose photographs, with their banner, 

featured in the national press. One of the photographs presents a real mystery; 

one of the fourteen men, wearing a ribbon or medal like the rest of them, is a 

Sikh. There is no record of any practising Sikh in the Union forces, and efforts 

to identify him have so far failed. 
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     After World War I, the Veterans participated in the American Legion’s 

annual memorial ceremonies at the Tomb of the Unknown Warrior in 

Westminster Abbey or St. Paul’s Cathedral. They revered the memory of 

Abraham Lincoln, and laid a wreath when the copy of St.-Gaudens’ statue of 

him in Chicago was erected in 1920 in Parliament Square, and thereafter 

annually on his birthday – a tradition which the London Sons of Union Veterans 

have revived. In 1921, the Veterans acted as Guard of Honour at the unveiling 

of the statue of George Washington in Trafalgar Square, presented by Virginia, 

and in the 1922 Lincoln ceremony they were accompanied by Sir Harry Lauder, 

whose son was killed in the World War. 

 

     Their experiences left deep and permanent marks. They were British; but 

their devotion to the memory of Lincoln, their links with America, their 

participation in ceremonies, their pride at having fought to save the Union, and 

the crossed flags of Great Britain and America which was their logo, show that 

they felt a dual loyalty to both countries; as was noted in 1922, “though these 

men may have long since lost the Yankee twang, in memory they are still living 

over again their service in the Union Army.” 
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     By 1925 only 20 veterans and 21 widows were living. Membership dwindled 

during the 1920s, but new ones joined – for example, William Hines, of the 3rd 

Illinois Cavalry, who made his career in America, where he had emigrated in 

1855, aged 12, returning to England in 1928, aged 85, to spend his last years in 

his birthplace of Bushey, Hertfordshire. He died in 1933, the second last of the 

London veterans, and is buried in Bushey churchyard, near John Roebuck, 

England’s most passionate pro-Confederate Member of Parliament. 

     During its existence, the group had about 150 members. By 1928, when the 

last of four known lists of members was published, 11 were alive, their ages 

ranging from 81 to 87, and in May 1931, the New York press reported on “the 

fast-dwindling little group of American Civil War veterans in England”, noting 

that eight had attended the Lincoln ceremony in 1929, but only two in 1930. In 

1931, the New York Times reported, Smith was bedridden and only navy 

veteran Charles Wright would lay the Lincoln wreath. Smith died early in 1932, 

and with the deaths of Hines in June 1933 and of Wright, its last member, the 

following September, “Taps” had sounded for the London Veterans for the last 

time. However, an obscure 1945 article in an Oklahoma newspaper reported 

that, among the 240 veterans still living, one lived in England; frustratingly, his 

name was not given. 

 

Research on this long-forgotten group of veterans continues. I haven’t located 

their records; it seems that some were given to the Woman’s Relief Corps in 

the 1920s, but their archives suffered flood damage some years ago and they 

haven’t yet fully assessed the damage. While we have a considerable amount 

of information, including the names of about half their members, I aspire one 

day to be able to write a full history, so please keep your eyes open for 

references to them in obscure places, and particularly for examples of their 

badge, perhaps uncovered in an attic and consigned to a charity shop or car 

boot sale! 

     So-called “Civil War Buffs” seem peculiarly dogged by serendipity, more so 

than in many other pursuits. I have experienced this a positively uncanny 

number of times, none more so than when I found myself at a lunch with some 

120 people in darkest Suffolk. While, for reasons made clear at the start of this 

article, I did not even mention the Civil War, I nevertheless managed, 

providentially, to learn that I was sitting at the same table as a descendant of 
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Max Mulnier, an officer of the Confederate warship Alabama. After the war 

Mulnier went roaming and ended up in Mauritius, where he had a family and 

died young in 1870. His great grandson still lives there and his great-great-

granddaughter, whom I met in Suffolk, lives here. Another veteran abandoned 

his family in Guatemala in about 1900 and came to England; I managed to 

locate his great-granddaughter in Guatemala, and as we share a common 

interest – I love wildlife photography and she is in the wildlife tourism industry 

– I have a standing invitation to visit! 

     My opening paragraphs sounded a note of resignation. Nevertheless, I do 

find much closet interest, and was encouraged when I gave a talk on the 

subject to my local school’s history society. Though a completely new subject 

to them, they listened attentively, asked intelligent questions and, at the end, 

the pupil in charge, in his summing-up, said: “This is a really important period 

of history; why aren’t we taught it?” 

 

The London Veterans outside Somerset House, Strand, at the dedication 

 of the Eagle Hut for US troops in London. 3 September 1917. The man holding 

 the left pole of the banner may be Private William Silkerd of the  

4th United States Colored Troops, one of some 200,000  

African Americans who fought in the Union armies. He is probably buried 

 in the Leyton area, though his grave has not yet been found. 
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Options: Volunteer work 
 
 
We thought we should close the final Pell-Mell Gazette with another entry 
from the files of the History Volunteers casebook of early members. The plan is 
to go out, almost in the words of T. S. Eliot, “not with a wimp but a banker”. 
There are not, we think, so many bankers in the Club these days, but in the 
1830s and 1840s they were rife. Here is one of them: 
 
 

Bosanquet, Samuel Richard, BA (Oxford) 
 

Born: 1 April 1800 Bloomsbury, London      Election Date: 7 December 
1824      Deceased: 27 December 1882 Dingestow, Monmouthshire 

Profession: Land: Landowner; Business: Banker; Scholarship: Theologian 

Eldest son of Samuel Bosanquet (1768-1843), of Forest House, Waltham Forest 

and Digestow Court, Monmouthshire, and his wife Laetitia Philippa, youngest 

daughter of James Whatman, of Vinters, Kent; father of Club Member Frederick 

Albert Bosanquet, cousin of Charles Holford Bosanquet, and nephew of John 

Bernard Bosanquet; more distantly related to Henry Bosanquet (see their 

entries). 

Bosanquet was educated at Eton College and at Christ Church, Oxford, BA (first 

class in Mathematics, second class in Classics) 1822, MA 1829. He was “blind 

until about the age of 18; sight improved until one eye went blind (in middle 

age) and he wore a black scarf over it” (Royal Society website). In 1820 he was 

admitted to the Inner Temple, and was called to the bar in 1826, practising as a 

Special Pleader, on the Home circuit, and attending the Essex and 

Hertfordshire Sessions. In 1830 he married Emily Courthope, eldest daughter 

of George Courthope, of Whiligh, Sussex, and the couple had nine children (all 

boys). He also acted as Revising Barrister from 1832, as Counsel in the 

Marshalsea Debtors’ Court, and as Honorary Counsel to the Mendicity Society, 

working from chambers at 4 Hare Court, Temple. He held a commission in the 

Monmouthshire Volunteer Militia, and was a partner in the Bosanquet 

Anderdon & Co. bank, of which the partners owned plantations in Nevis 

(retired 1836). A leader-writer for The Times, he wrote various legal 

commentaries, including New Rules of Preaching (1835) and Poor Law 

Amendment Acts (1839). Active locally as a Magistrate and Deputy Lieutenant 
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of Monmouthshire, he was also Chairman of the Monmouthshire Quarter 

Sessions 1847-82, and Chairman of the Monmouth Board of Guardians. He was 

known for his High Anglican tendency and his support for Poor Law reform. He 

subsequently wrote extensively on philosophical and theological matters, such 

as ‘Vestiges of the Natural History of Creation’: its Argument Examined or 

Exposed (1845) and The Bible: its Superiority in Character, Composition, 

Information, and Authority, to all Uninspired Literature (1866), but the anti-

rationalist and intellectually conservative tone of these works meant that they 

“never enjoyed comparable notice”. On the death of his father in 1843 he 

inherited the family estates at Digestow, where he lived, practising the “the 

squirearchical paternalism he always preached” (ODNB) until his death in 1882. 

He was buried at Digestow Church.  

 

 

     Should you wish to continue your acquaintance with Samuel Bosanquet, the 

Club Library contains copies of three of his works, including his New System of 

Logic (1839) and Some Principles of the British Constitution (1862).  
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Envoy 
Poetry Bookshelf: Sally Sampson 

 

Like many fellow members of the Athenæum, I have found books a lifeline 
during lockdown, and would like to share Emily Dickinson's beautiful 
poem.  Born in Amherst, Massachusetts, in 1830, she led a reclusive life , self-
isolating by choice rather than necessity in the family home. She is considered 
to be  one of the two  greatest American poets of the 20th century, known for 
her innovative, very "modern" use of syntax and punctuation. 

     Like her, "I thank these kinsmen of the shelf" for their help and support 
during  these dark times . 

Unto my books 

Unto my Books – so good to turn –  
Far ends of tired Days –  

It half endears the Abstinence –  
And Pain – is missed – in Praise –  

 
As Flavors – cheer Retarded Guests 

With Banquettings to be –  
So Spices – stimulate the time 

Till my small Library –  
 

It may be Wilderness – without –  
Far feet of failing Men –  

But Holiday – excludes the night –  
And it is Bells – within –  

 
I thank these Kinsmen of the Shelf –  

Their Countenances Kid 
Enamor – in Prospective –  
And satisfy – obtained – 
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Notices 
 

 

 

The annual Members’ Wrestling tournament (“Stranglers”) has been 

postponed until 2021, but exhibition bouts may be staged if enough interest is 

shown. 

 

Club supplies of Kendal Mint Cake have now run out. Please make your own 

preparations for the journey home. 

 

Will the last person to leave the South Library please feed the canary and shut 

the door? 

 

 

 

 

And goodbye, from your Editors: 

 

John (“I always thought there was something to me”) Simpson 

and 

Christopher (“I can’t believe it’s not Better”) Wright 
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Off to the bus stop after the fireworks…           

Dan Cohn-Sherbok 


