
The Empty

Kingdom

A Thought Experiment

H.Adi

Copyright Page

The Empty Kingdom: A Thought Experiment 
© 2026 H. Adi
All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the author's prior written permission, except for brief quotations embodied in reviews or scholarly articles.

This book is a work of nonfiction. When real events, data, and statistics are referenced, they are drawn from publicly available sources believed to be accurate at the time of writing. Any resemblance to specific individuals beyond publicly known figures is coincidental. Some names and identifying details may have been changed to protect privacy.

The views expressed in this book are those of the author and are intended to foster thoughtful discussion. They do not constitute legal, financial, or professional advice.

First published in 2026.

Author: H. Adi
Contact: Unscripted_Publishing@hotmail.com
Published by: Unscripted Publishing 

Author’s Note

This book was written as a thought experiment.

In recent years, debates about immigration in Britain have become louder, more emotional, and often deeply divided. Headlines appear daily, opinions spread quickly, and the topic is discussed in homes, workplaces, TV studios, and online across the country. Still, despite all the talk, there are times when the conversation seems to drift further away from understanding rather than toward it.

I did not write this book to lecture, accuse, or offer easy answers. Instead, I aimed to explore a simple question that rarely gets careful attention: what would really happen if immigrants suddenly vanished from Britain?

The idea started as a way to go beyond typical arguments. Instead of just debating numbers, policies, or political views, I wanted to explore the real-world effects of such a scenario. What systems would be impacted? Which industries would feel the effects first? How closely are the everyday functions of modern Britain connected to the people who live and work there?

As someone who grew up in Britain, studied here, and later worked within public services, I have had the opportunity to observe how different parts of society operate—from local communities to large national institutions. These experiences offered a perspective that encouraged curiosity rather than certainty.

This book is therefore not a prediction, nor is it a manifesto. It is an exploration built on available research, statistics, observation, and a degree of imagination. By following the logical consequences of the thought experiment, the aim is simply to encourage readers to reflect on the complexity of modern society and the many people who contribute to its daily functioning.

Immigration is often discussed in terms of politics, policy, or identity. But it is also a human story—one connected to work, families, communities, and the countless small interactions that make up ordinary life.

If this book achieves anything, I hope it encourages readers to pause for a moment and consider the systems around them more carefully. Modern societies are rarely as simple as headlines suggest.

And sometimes, the clearest way to understand how something works is to imagine what happens when it is no longer there.

Disclaimer

The Empty Kingdom is a work of social commentary and thought experimentation. The scenarios described in this book, including the hypothetical disappearance of immigrants from the United Kingdom, are fictional constructs designed to examine public narratives, challenge misinformation, and explore the social, economic, and political impacts of immigration.

This book does not depict real events, endorse political parties, promote discrimination, or encourage hostility toward any individual or group. Any resemblance to real persons, organizations, or events is coincidental or used purely for analytical purposes.

Statistical references and examples are included to inform public discussion, not to assign blame, incite tension, or provide definitive predictions.

The views expressed are the author’s interpretations and reflections based on publicly available information at the time of writing. They aim to stimulate critical thinking, expand understanding, and promote open, respectful dialogue.

Note on Terminology

Language shapes perception. In a book that examines identity, immigration, culture, and belonging, certain terms require clarification.

Throughout this work, the term “native” refers to individuals born and raised in the United Kingdom, particularly those whose families have lived in Britain for multiple generations. It is not used as a racial category, nor does it imply ethnic purity or cultural superiority. It is used descriptively to distinguish between long-established residents and more recent arrivals for comparative analysis.

The term “immigrant” refers to individuals born outside the United Kingdom who have moved here for work, study, refuge, or family reasons. It includes both recent arrivals and those who have settled permanently. It does not imply illegality or diminish citizenship or belonging.

As the author, I write from the perspective of someone raised in the United Kingdom in an immigrant family. My understanding of both “native” and “immigrant” perspectives is therefore lived rather than abstract. I do not treat these terms as opposing categories but as experiences that often overlap and coexist within families, communities, and even within individuals.

When the term “British” is used, it refers to civic identity—nationality and shared public life—rather than ethnicity. Britain has long been multiethnic, multifaith, and regionally diverse. In this book, British identity is treated as evolving and plural.

The word “culture” is used broadly to describe shared norms, traditions, humour, values, habits, and social expectations. Culture is not static, nor is it owned exclusively by any group. It evolves over time.

References to “civil unrest,” “tension,” or “fear” describe perceived social dynamics and public discourse trends. They do not imply inevitability, nor are they intended to dramatize or inflame.

On the Use of Humour

British humour appears throughout this book. It is used intentionally and carefully. In this context, humour is neither mockery nor a dismissal of serious concerns. Rather, it reflects a recognizably British way of processing discomfort—through understatement, irony, and gentle satire.

Where light humour is present, it serves to ease tension, not to trivialize lived experience. Complex subjects can be discussed seriously without becoming severe. The intention is balance, not ridicule.

When case studies appear, they are composite representations created to humanize broader social themes. They are not intended to stereotype or generalize entire communities.

This book does not frame social change as a battle between groups. Instead, it explores how different communities may experience the same changes in different ways, sometimes in tension and often in parallel.

The intention of this terminology and tone is clarity, fairness, and understanding.

Readers are encouraged to interpret these terms in the spirit in which they were written: thoughtful, measured, and human.

Dedication

To my parents,
Who crossed oceans, borders, and more than a few cultural misunderstandings
So that their children and grandchildren could build lives on new soil.
For every sacrifice you made quietly,
For every dream you carried silently,
For every door you opened without asking for thanks
This book is for you.
Your courage gave me roots.
Your faith gave me direction.
Your love gave me the strength to speak, to write, and to question loudly.
In a world that often prefers silence.
May this book honour the journeys you took,
The resilience you lived,
And the legacy you gifted us:
the determination to stand tall
Even when the wind of public opinion blows rather dramatically.
Thank you for everything.
Love always.
H.
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PART I — THE QUESTION WE NEVER FINISHED ASKING
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Prologue: Opening Chapter: The Day Nothing Happened
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Nothing dramatic happened.

That was the first sign that something was wrong.

There were no sirens. No emergency broadcasts. No panicked Prime Minister clutching a lectern in a stiff breeze. The nation did not wake to mushroom clouds, invading fleets, or even a particularly concerning weather warning from the Met Office.

It was just... quieter.

The morning news was oddly thin. The traffic report noted fewer delays than usual, delivered in the baffled tone of a presenter who had prepared emotionally for chaos and instead found smooth-flowing roundabouts. The early train into the city was half-empty, a blessing, except nobody could quite figure out where everyone else had gone.

By mid-morning, the confusion began.

A hospital in Birmingham reported a “temporary staffing adjustment,” an administrative code for “we appear to be missing an alarming number of nurses.” A care home in Kent posted a handwritten notice: “Short-staffed. Please be patient.” It was pinned to the door with the sort of quiet optimism normally reserved for village fêtes.

On a farm in Lincolnshire, a farmer stood in the middle of a strawberry field and did some rapid mental arithmetic. He had fruit. He had sun. He had exactly three pickers, two of whom were his cousins and one of whom had already announced a bad back. He decided this was not a sustainable business model.

At a construction site in Manchester, a foreman stared at a half-finished block of flats and a workforce that could now fit into a single elevator. He checked his phone. No messages. No explanation. Just an empty schedule where names used to be.

Across the country, GP surgeries quietly extended waiting times from “soon” to “eventually.” Restaurants closed for “refurbishment.” Delivery apps displayed an apologetic message saying they were “experiencing high demand,” which was technically true in the same way the Titanic “experienced a slight navigational issue.”

By lunchtime, the phrase of the day had emerged:

“Bit short-staffed, are we?”

It was said in shops, on buses, in offices, and over garden fences. It was delivered with a shrug, a sigh, and a faint hope that someone else was in charge of solving it.

Because surely this was temporary. A glitch. A bank holiday nobody had told us about.

But by the afternoon, the pattern was undeniable.

The people who had quietly done a remarkable number of essential jobs, the ones whose accents we sometimes noticed more than their contributions, simply weren’t there.

No grand farewell. No dramatic exit.

Just absence.

And absence, it turns out, is surprisingly loud.

The Thought Experiment Begins

This book is not a prediction. It is not a manifesto. It is not even particularly interested in winning internet arguments, which is just as well because nobody ever has.

It is a thought experiment.

What would happen if, overnight, Britain lost the migrants and immigrants who make up a significant share of its workforce and communities?

Not just in theory. In practice.

What would actually happen to:


-  Hospitals

-  Farms

-  Care homes

-  Construction sites

-  Shops

-  Schools

-  Public finances

-  Regional towns

-  The Premier League


What would break first?

What would limp on?

What would quietly stop working while everyone argued about something else?

Because immigration in Britain is rarely discussed as a system. It is discussed as a feeling. A vibe. A headline. A number waved around like a wet fish.

This book does something terribly unfashionable: it follows the consequences.

It asks what happens when slogans meet staffing rotas. When rhetoric meets payroll. When nostalgia meets a food supply chain that doesn’t care how we feel about the past.

Why This Matters

Britain is very good at muddling through.

We muddle through the weather. We muddle through politics. We muddle through infrastructure held together by hope and Victorian brickwork. We even muddle through reality television, which is no small feat.

But muddling through only works when there are enough people to do the muddling.

Modern Britain is not a self-contained island with a stiff upper lip and a garden shed full of spare labour. It is a complex, interdependent system that runs on skills, movement, and people, many of whom were not born here but work here.

Take them away, and the country doesn’t collapse in flames.

It just starts missing things.

Appointments.
Harvests.
Buses.
Carers.
Builders.
Tax revenue.
Until eventually, someone looks around and says, “Hang on, when did everything get this difficult?”

A Warning, Not a Wish

This is not a fantasy about removal.

It is a warning about consequence.

If we want fewer immigrants, we must understand what they do now. If we want more local workers, we must train, pay, and support them properly. If we want control, we must build systems, not slogans.

Otherwise, we risk sleepwalking into a future in which the argument is won, the point is proved, and the country quietly ceases to function.

And that would be a very British tragedy indeed, not loud enough to cause panic, just inconvenient enough to ruin everything.

So let us begin.

Let us imagine, calmly and carefully, a Britain that got exactly what some people think they want.

Let us walk through The Empty Kingdom — not to gloat or scold, but to see clearly what happens when a modern nation forgets who keeps it running.

Because once you see it, you can’t unsee it.

And you might think twice before cheering for an emptier island.
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Chapter 1: The Ghosts of Empire: How Britain’s Past Dictates Its Present
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To understand Britain’s modern immigration story, you must first take a trip to the attic of history. Not to admire the fine China, but to confront the slightly embarrassing, moth-eaten elephant in the room. An elephant wearing a pith helmet and holding a map it really should not have drawn. For a nation that loves to revel in the glory of its past, we have a curious, selective amnesia about the parts that are, well, a bit inconvenient. The uncomfortable truth is that the so-called “immigration problem” is not an alien invasion; it is a historical bill coming due. We are not being colonized. The consequences of our previous job description are catching up with us.

The past and present are not about guilt; they are about cause and effect. They are about drawing a straight, unbroken line from the grand, often brutal ambitions of the British Empire to the specific nationalities of people now knocking on our door, often in a small boat, asking whether we could spare a moment.

The Linguistic Lifeline: “We Come from a Land Over Yonder... Your Rule”

The most obvious, and often comically overlooked, legacy is the English language. We spent centuries planting the Union Jack in various corners of the globe and insisting that everyone learn English to facilitate the efficient extraction of resources. It was the Empire's operating system. Now, that same language is the single most significant pull factor for migrants choosing the UK over France, Germany, or Italy.

A young software engineer from Lagos or a nurse from Manila does not need to spend years in night school. They are already fluent in Shakespeare, customer service, and, probably, building regulations. It is the ultimate historical irony: we gave them our language to rule them, and now they use it to apply for jobs we desperately need them to fill.

The Borders We Drew: A Legacy of Lines in the Sand

If you think the UK’s border policy is a mess now, you should have seen our work abroad. Much of the instability driving modern migration stems from the imperial powers’ fantastically arrogant and careless way of drawing the maps of the modern world.

Sir Mark Sykes and François Georges-Picot famously drew a line through the Middle East in 1916, creating artificial states such as Iraq and Syria and lumping together rival ethnic and religious groups, with little regard for the consequences. A century later, those fissures have erupted into war, dictatorship, and sectarian violence, creating the very refugee crises we now lament.

The rushed, botched partition of India in 1947 into India and Pakistan (and later Bangladesh) led to unimaginable violence and displacement, the echoes of which still shape migration patterns to British cities such as Bradford, Leicester, and Birmingham.

Across Africa, from arbitrarily grouping hostile tribes to favouring one group over another to facilitate “indirect rule,” the Empire’s fingerprints are evident in many conflicts that drive migration.

We are, in effect, being pursued by our own flawed cartography. We created the pressure cookers, and now we are surprised that the steam is heading toward us. 

Partition, Mills, and the Making of Bradford

If you want to understand why cities like Bradford have large Pakistani and Bangladeshi communities, you cannot start in 1965. You must start in 1947.

You have to start with a line on a map.

In August 1947, British India was partitioned into India and Pakistan. What followed was one of the largest forced migrations in human history. Around 14 to 15 million people were displaced, and up to a million died in communal violence. Families fled with whatever they could carry. Neighbours became refugees overnight.

This was not a gentle administrative adjustment. It was a rupture.

Although Britain likes to remember Partition as a distant event that happened “over there,” it was the final act of nearly two centuries of imperial rule. The borders were drawn by Sir Cyril Radcliffe, a British lawyer who had never set foot in India before being tasked with dividing it. He was given five weeks.

Five weeks to divide a subcontinent.

The consequences did not end in 1947. They echoed.

The partition left deep political and economic fractures. Regions such as Mirpur in Azad Kashmir experienced upheaval and long-term instability. In the 1960s, the construction of the Mangla Dam displaced tens of thousands more.

When livelihoods disappear, people move.

Meanwhile, Britain in the 1950s and 1960s faced a different problem. It had won the war but was struggling to rebuild. Industries needed labour. Textile mills in northern England were desperate for workers. Public transportation systems were understaffed. The NHS required recruits.

Under the British Nationality Act 1948, citizens of the Commonwealth had the right to settle in the UK. That was not an oversight. It was the law.

When recruiters travelled to Pakistan and former colonies to find workers, they were not inviting strangers. They were recruiting British subjects.

Bradford was a textile powerhouse. Its mills required labour that the local supply could not meet. Men from Mirpur and surrounding areas arrived to work long shifts in physically demanding conditions.

They came alone at first.
They lived in shared housing.
They worked night shifts.
They sent money home.
Then came family reunification.

Chain migration is not mysterious. One brother comes. Then a cousin. Then a wife and children. Communities form where jobs exist, and housing is affordable. Over time, temporary labour becomes a permanent settlement.

The same pattern was evident among Irish communities in Liverpool, Caribbean communities in Birmingham, and Jewish communities in East London. Industrial Britain created migration hubs, and Bradford was one of them.

In 1971, East Pakistan became Bangladesh after a brutal war of independence. Economic hardship and political instability followed. Many Bangladeshis, particularly from Sylhet, migrated to Britain, settling largely in parts of London, especially Tower Hamlets.

Again, this was not random. Networks already existed. Migration follows pathways already worn into the ground.

Today, Bradford has one of the highest proportions of people of Pakistani heritage in the UK. That is not the result of a coordinated demographic strategy. It is the cumulative outcome of imperial withdrawal, economic displacement, labour shortages, citizenship rights, recruitment patterns, and family reunification.

This is not an invasion story.

It is a labour story.

The Legal Ties: The Paperchain of Obligation

This is not just about vague historical karma; it is embedded in our laws. The British Nationality Act of 1948 established the status of Citizen of the United Kingdom and Colonies (CUKC), creating a single citizenship for everyone across the Empire and Commonwealth. This was the legal door we ourselves opened.

When the SS Empire Windrush docked at Tilbury in 1948, those passengers were not “immigrants” in the legal sense; they were British subjects exercising their right to come to the mother country, often to help rebuild it after a war they had fought.

The subsequent decades saw a gradual, often racist slamming shut of that very door through a series of immigration acts, creating the “them and us” dynamic we have today. We sent out invitations to a party, and when people showed up, we complained they were gatecrashers.

This legacy continues. The Hong Kong British National (Overseas) visa scheme, which offered a path to UK settlement for millions, was a direct acknowledgment of a historical responsibility to a former colony. It was one of the few coherent immigration policies in recent years precisely because it was grounded in a clear historical precedent.

The Cultural Footprint: Fish & Chips and the Premier League

The pull is not just legal and linguistic; it is cultural. Decades of exporting British culture, from Dickens and the Beatles to the Premier League, have built a powerful brand. For better or worse, people feel they know Britain. They have relatives who remember the Queen, cousins who support Manchester United, and an understanding of our obsession with queuing and talking about the weather.

This cultural familiarity makes the UK a less daunting prospect than a country with a completely different language and customs. It softens the landing. They may be fleeing horror, but they are coming to a place whose rhythms they partially understand. We spent centuries telling the world who we were, and many believed us.

The Final Reckoning: The Sticky Floor of History

The rhetoric of “taking back control of our borders” is rooted in the image of an isolated, homogeneous island untouched by the world. That time never existed. For centuries, Britain was among the most expansionist, interventionist, globe-trotting nations in history. You cannot spend generations shaping nations, influencing cultures, and moving populations to meet economic needs, and then suddenly declare the game over and demand that everyone return to their designated square.

The ghosts of Empire are not haunting us; they are embedded in our language, laws, demographics, and culture. The migration we see today is not a rupture with our past; it is the direct, logical, and predictable consequence of that past.

Complaining about immigration without acknowledging this history is like a chef who has spent the day throwing spaghetti at the kitchen walls and then being horrified to find a mess on the floor. The mess is ours. We made it. While we are under no obligation to live in a museum, we do have a responsibility to understand why the floor is sticky. The first step in cleaning it up is to stop pretending someone else threw the pasta.
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