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Introduction

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alan Titchmarsh


ops/images/9781848942950.jpg
Alan Titchmarsh









ops/images/pub.jpg
H

HODDER &
STOUGHTON





