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    To Margaret, who to many of the young people of Europe remains a beacon of hope, untarnished by her defeat. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   





 
 
    Towards the Glittering Sunset 
 
    Being the Second Volume of the Memoirs of Viscount Fawsley 
 
      
 
    This slender volume covers the period from the fifth anniversary of the Dislocation to the start of the Cyprus Crisis in early 1988 – although different historians are already placing different dates on the start of that particular event. Originally, this was supposed to cover the entirety of the period from the fifth anniversary to my leaving the office of Foreign Secretary; however, because of the wealth of paperwork which has been released (perhaps a little prematurely) about the Cyprus Crisis and the ensuing Ottoman conflict by the Smith Government, I decided at quite a late juncture to withdraw my observations on that period in order to rewrite them within the new parameters of public knowledge around certain matters, whilst still keeping certain intelligence sources protected who may or may not still be active, but would certainly be under threat unless cloaked in a veil of secrecy. It will also enable me to discuss some of the period up to the Pragmatic War, in which I played a semi-official role trying to stop that unfortunate strife from occurring. The Pragmatic War itself, however, is probably best left to military historians; the direct consequences, especially in Southern Germany, of that short but painful war may not be clear for another decade or so. 
 
      
 
    As ever, I am indebted to many people for assistance with this small memoir; not least my publishers, who suffered from many promises of a manuscript only to have it cruelly snatched away from them by my decision. To several old colleagues at the Foreign Office, but especially Sir John Major and Sir Tristan Garel-Jones for assisting my memory over certain incidents; especially with John, having been promoted to Chancellor by the incoming Tebbit Government only a few short weeks ago but still being kind enough to spend a couple of hours with me in Kensington. My apologies to Georgios, whose helpful assistance with some of the details on the ground in Cyprus will have to wait now until the next volume. 
 
      
 
    Fawsley 
 
    Funchal, August 1998 
 
      
 
    


 
   





 
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
    Of course, being in the Foreign Office is not all fun, nor is it all glamorous; there are a lot of hours of endless tedium and a lot of background work to be done. For every diplomatic meeting held with a press conference and a banquet at the end, there is a lot of work to be done even with the assistance of a large number of top-notch civil servants. Nor, despite some fairly major improvements over the last five years, is travel abroad particularly comfortable – or even savoury – in many cases; many places are just about manageable for a few days, but the idea of a long diplomatic meeting anywhere is not one that is entirely comfortable. Our staff are somewhat more hardy than they used to be, but the level of privation in some places is partly why we have kept on quite a few trans staff over the last five years. Hence we have been engineering that quite a few important meetings are held in London; for less important ones places like Stratford-upon-Avon, Edinburgh, Bath or York have been used. All have perfectly good facilities, decent hotels and a little cultural glamour which always helps to impress. 
 
      
 
    However, some events really do have to be held abroad; the circumstances and the Foreign Office budget demand it. One of those was the Conference on the Internationalisation of the Rhine. The situation was that there was a complex series of arrangements that inhibited trade along that noble river; these arrangements varied from area to area, as did the quality of the navigability of the river itself. The UK was interested because, if the Rhine could become a conduit for trade deep into Central Europe, this would allow increased exports, lead to the potential for increased growth – both in the UK and in the lands bordering the Rhine – and would also deal with our small trade deficit with that region. A similar agreement had been reached on the Elbe two years before, and improvements to the navigation of that river were already underway – never mind the Hapsburg canal from the Danube to the Elbe, which promised to open most of Cisleithania as a more viable market for British goods. 
 
      
 
    We did not suggest the UK as a venue; while we had an serious interest in the matter in hand, we had certainly pushed the parameters so that the Rhine was included down as far as Basel, with over forty states involved, and we guessed that the historical precedent of taking a couple of years to reach an agreement on this matter would not easily be overcome. The Foreign Office budget would not stretch easily to such an endeavour, and finding a venue that did not want to lose their summer tourist trade, which was still greatly increased after the Dislocation and likely to remain so for a generation or more, would be awkward. So after a great deal of cajoling and several argumentative meetings, the Imperial City of Frankfurt-am-Main was persuaded to host the Conference, especially as the lower Main as far as Frankfurt was to be included in the discussions. There was a smaller side meeting about what to do with the Main between Frankfurt and Bamburg, which we hoped would be resolved much more quickly and in which we had much less of a national interest. There were only around eight states involved in the Main talks initially (though Hessen land law made it nine before there was a final agreement), but it was much simpler than the main Rhine agreement in several ways, not least because most of the Hessen rulers were fairly closely related to each other so it was more like a family compact. 
 
      
 
    Of course, there are those who wonder why the United Kingdom was effectively acting as a leader on this matter. The answer was quite simple: exports. The growth of the economy of the United Kingdom was reaching an equilibrium again. After an initial period of growth due to replacement of items that had been manufactured abroad, it had started to stutter somewhat and was unlikely to grow further from pent-up internal demand. Further growth could come from a number of sources, but one of better ones of these was exports. Originally, back at the time of the Dislocation, it had been considered that if Europe grew rapidly then it would be the place that would cause the export growth. Had we been Dislocated to 1830, that would have surely been the case; with 1730, however, we were dealing with a much smaller economy which was vastly more dependent on agriculture. The economic picture we faced in Europe was also extremely fragmented; most goods did not travel that far, so the transport infrastructure was poor and often interrupted by boundaries. The post-Napoleonic settlement with the HRE and the reform of the French tariff systems, I posit, were two of the vital drivers to the expansion of European economic power.  
 
      
 
    On discovering the realities on the ground in Europe the attention of the economic mavens had turned to our colonies, where the million or so people scattered around the globe also had a considerable potential, especially if they were joined by a million or so emigrants (with a large proportion of them coming from the consumer goods-hungry United Kingdom). Unfortunately for this nostrum, the people of the United Kingdom generally preferred to stay there and enjoy their consumer goods at home rather than risk themselves in the piney tracts of British North America, armed with a shotgun and a Littlewoods catalogue. The Irish, however, did start to take to emigration, especially after stories – and, more importantly, monies – started to flow back from the colonies. This was generally a good thing; the Prime Minister was initially concerned about it, although this concern had faded towards the end of her period of office. However, while colonial exports were growing nicely, they weren’t growing enough in the eyes of the Treasury (but then, what ever did?). 
 
      
 
    By 1985, the sharp-suited young devotees of Sir Alfred Sherman had turned to India as the source of all our future export happiness. Now in some ways I concurred with them on this; India was a lot richer than many people had assumed, albeit with horrendous income inequality, and was also more industrially advanced than many would have thought. There were considerable discussions on how to get the Indian cotton factories modernised rather than try and reopen the dark satanic mills of Lancashire. However, considering the fractured and fractious state of many polities on the subcontinent – never mind the interference of the Afghans, the Persians and latterly the French – it was not at that time a place that generally inspired the investment which could have kicked off the current South Indian boom ten years earlier. Indian investment clung to the safe places; Bombay, safely under the rule of law, Portuguese Goa and to a lesser extent the friendly states of the Malabar coast. 
 
      
 
    Of course, these competing theses often forgot the largest contributor to UK exports for the first decade, the Kingdom of Ireland, which – with its terrific growth, decreasing economic inequality and close ties to the UK – actually provided a significant proportion of our export growth. However, Ireland was a special case and was if anything more closely tied to the UK system than even the colonies despite its fairly independent legislature, sufficiently so that it was actually difficult to abstract the figures when half of County Monaghan would do their luxuries shopping in Enniskillen and when the furniture makers of Drogheda took most of their orders from weekend shoppers from the North. 
 
      
 
    The competing theses also had their effects upon Cabinet. The Prime Minister, despite having rid herself of most of the monetarists, always listened to the silken entreaties of Sir Alfred; Nigel (Lawson) was always to be found to be opposed to whatever Sherman said, however, as they loathed each other. Michael and his partisans were always in favour of the colonies; yet while there was quite a lot of public sympathy for the new colonies and the Caribbean, it was much more muted for British North America. I was, of course, expected to stand up for Europe, but having some experience of economic policy I actually took a more pragmatic approach and joined my unlikely ally of Norman Tebbit in suggesting that the UK should look at continuing to boost Ireland and otherwise seek to build upon success. 
 
      
 
    However, one of those successes would be to improve transport links to allow further access to markets for our trade, and the internationalisation and improvement of the Rhine would be very useful for that. The block as far as the United Kingdom had been concerned was the United Provinces, but relations had improved sufficiently since the fall of the Geoctroyeerde Westindische Compagnie (WIC) that they were more much willing to listen to reason. As long as they and the French were willing to come to the table, and the Electors of Cologne and Mainz willing to at least co-operate, then there was no reason why an agreement should not eventually be reached. 
 
      
 
    The biggest physical stumbling block was the actual Rhine Delta, and it was here that the UK had the biggest role to play; we wanted to be able to get barges of approximately 2,000 tons along the river. This was a bit of a compromise size between economic viability and the cost of infrastructure works; it was rather small to the British but huge to the various riparian states. We appreciated that this would mean a port in the United Provinces for transhipment, probably somewhere near Rotterdam; the chances of getting 2,000-ton shallow draft barges across the Channel in an average sea state was a fantasy best left to the odder sort of novelist or the Wehrmacht in World War II. The Rhine Delta – which had a number of shallow areas, I was reliably informed – also required the most improvement north of the Ruhr, although there would need to be locks south of Karlsruhe and there were areas where I understood considerable work would need to be done, mainly at the various riverine ports. Obviously the UK would not pay for this work (although it had been hinted at by some that we should), but we would assist with arranging loans at good commercial rates and with getting them decent commercial contracts at sensible prices for any work that needed doing. 
 
      
 
    Therefore, as a major beneficiary both in trade and in the potential of infrastructure consultancy on the Rhine, it was incumbent on the United Kingdom to take a full part in such talks; as such, I took our initial delegation to Frankfurt just after the Easter of 1985 and made the opening speech at the plenary session. I did express my wishes that the situation could all be resolved with more haste than the original treaty but with the equal amount of benefit on all sides. It was not an interesting journey, nor was it a terribly interesting meeting, but this is the unglamorous side of Foreign Office work and it has to be done. 
 
      
 
    It was also useful to talk to the Vereenigde Oost-Indische Compagnie (VOC); they had dealt with their slavery problem quite early, albeit in what was a crude and brutal form, by firstly freeing and then expelling around 95% of their former slaves, be they Hottentot or Bastards (as the Dutch called their mixed race by-blows in Africa). This was the sort of thing that would have been an issue for parts of the British press had it happened around the end of the Eighties, but when it did occur – at the end of the southern summer of 1983 – there were a lot less people around to notice and a lot less reporting of such issues. In any case, I always had a feeling that there were those who considered the Cape of Good Hope to be their new Rhodesia, and that colony did have some strange partisans both in Parliament and outside of it. There was even a very small amount of British immigration there – a very careful eye was kept on that, especially if they were former South African citizens. We did not want the return of Mrs van der Kaffirbasher, even if we could no longer inhibit her passage there. 
 
      
 
    The VOC had, at times in our previous history, been very much a state within a state, and they held a considerable role in the politics of the United Provinces. They were all for the internationalisation of the Rhine, especially if it involved a new modern port, but they could be very ambiguous on domestic improvements outside of the cities. The reason for this was that they wanted to push more people into their colonies. They were not so concerned with their Indian factories nor with their Ceylonese holdings, both of which attracted the usual adventurous types, but young married couples with a farming background or where the man had a trade were paid a small bounty to go to the Cape and young single men who fancied themselves as a patroon were encouraged towards Java. India and Ceylon were rather left to wither on the vine during this period, a policy which has had some positive consequences on the island of Ceylon. 
 
      
 
    They also decided to clear up the legal situation of those two colonial areas at that time. Previously it had been very murky; such places were essentially possessions of the VOC held under a charter of dubious legality in terms of modern commercial law, at least as the United Kingdom saw it. In terms of the trans-world they were generally unconcerned by this, but they increasingly wanted to enter into the world of cis-finance, particularly with plans for the Cape and for Java, and as such they needed to place those two areas under some form of more acceptable governance. 
 
      
 
    And so the Kaap Vrij Staat was born very quickly in early 1985, at the behest of the VOC; it was accepted as being under the rule of the United Provinces, which then derogated various powers back to the VOC. It essentially put them in line with the best of the British trans-colonies, with the exception that they did not allow women’s suffrage at that point, which I was told was very much a Calvinist thing. They also made a point that the couple of hundred former slaves who had been allowed to remain within the boundaries had been granted full civil rights, including the vote if they were over 30. These changes allowed a certain amount of private finance to flow their way, as they had become part of a Category A country which allowed for certain improvements. As a result of this the Kaap Vrij Staat became a popular destination for colonists who wished to stay within the Germanic-speaking milieu. They were even reasonable with their boundaries, which weren’t as generous as they could have been, although they knew we had an eye on encroachment of the Xhosa or proto-Zulu territories with whom we had some arrangements via the edifices of the Colonial Office, although calling them a treaty was somewhat stretching a point. It was like the various and more formal treaties with the First Nations in North America: we recognised their sovereignty, we settled a border, and we agreed to assist them in certain defensive circumstances against non-indigenous powers.  
 
      
 
    Java was a different issue; the island was considerably more populous with native people than the Cape, they outnumbered the VOC personnel considerably, and there was less of a technology gap. There were in fact still some independent native petty kingdoms which were under the sway of the VOC, as well as one more important kingdom which was suffering from a succession crisis which history tells us was greatly exploited by the VOC. They took a different path here by turning most of their non-Javan holdings into mere trading posts on the new Portuguese model, although they did keep hold of a section of southern Sumatra. However, the policy changed; the ignorance of the peasants remained to be exploited, but contacts with native elites were increased and in particular the young men of the VOC were encouraged to take up local wives and bring up the children as Dutch-speaking Christians. They also clamped down heavily on discrimination against mixed-race people and encouraged Christianity amongst natives, as well as stopping the persecution of the small remaining Hindu majority. Obviously, even as I write this, is policy is still coming to fruition and will be doing so for probably the next fifty years, but so far Java has been much more peaceful and prosperous for the VOC than it was during the comparable would-have-been period. 
 
      
 
    By the summer of 1985, the shock of the new was fading throughout Europe; the British were now just one of those things that you had to deal with, and much of Europe was starting to move towards the conclusion that what Britain wanted was a return to Splendid Isolation and had limited interest in European affairs other than trade. But they were very keen on trade; indeed, they were almost obscenely concerned with trade. The complex moral code of the British was generally being understood even in the furthest nooks and crannies; while usually not approved of by the monarchs of the Era of Absolutism, it could be tolerated as long as their own subjects didn’t get ideas. This led to the divide between the Enlightened and the Unenlightened absolutists; the Enlightened did not try and suppress ideas for the people, but attempted to placate them and rule in a benevolent way. The Unenlightened thought that ideas were generally best kept in a small darkened room where they could be watched carefully, but were generally not adverse to using a bit of modernist carrot as well to keep the people happy. 
 
      
 
    Most calculations in the palaces of Europe were that the United Kingdom would step in to defend Portugal because of their ancient and long standing treaty, and that it probably would step into defend Hannover and Hamburg; some said after the marriage that it might do the same for Brandenburg-Prussia, or for Poland-Lithuania because of the grain deal. I always kept my own counsel on such matters, stating that the only alliance we had was with the Kingdom of Portugal and that was purely defensive in nature. To be fair, public sentiment would probably make us defend Hamburg or Hannover but I wasn’t letting on that that had become an accepted idea. I just airily pointed to the First World War and pointed out how all those countries were related by marriage and even had strong trade deals and had yet gone to war, a lengthy and ruinous war at that. I also wasn’t letting on that Intelligence believed that the Poles could look after themselves quite nicely against any one of their neighbours and could probably cope very well against two of them. However, despite there being pressures out there, it was clear that no-one at this juncture wished to test out their supposition of British neutrality. It was truly a Pax Britannica. 
 
      
 
    However, there were tensions out there. The French were in an almost permanent bate about Lorraine and making noises about how it must be ceded to France for the Pragmatic Sanction to take effect. Personally, I hoped at the time that decent healthcare would mean that the Emperor had at least another 20 years; sadly, that was not to be. They had studied us carefully and come to the fairly accurate conclusion that we were unlikely to intervene unless our interests were threatened. This wasn’t just due to the reactionary Toulouse regime; even the Cardinal was unreasonable on Lorraine. We knew that both Paris and Munich were offering blandishments around various people in Southern Germany, mainly those who had lost out after Napoleon, and that in some cases they were being listened to. Otherwise, the French seemed happy with foreign affairs; they had gained a good deal of influence in Spain and were also being helpful in Northern Italy. They also kept the Liege/Austrian Netherlands pot boiling, generally favouring the Archbishop of Liege but always keeping him on a short leaf. I personally did not regard this as helpful – the Archbishop was often a roadblock in affairs – but I understood the realpolitik of their actions. 
 
      
 
    The situation in Germany itself was quite fraught after their future history had been read, marked, learned, and inwardly digested. There was only a broad consensus on one matter, and one matter only: that the secular lands of the Bishoprics should go. It was even the case that many of the Bishops themselves believed that such things should be abolished, except obviously for special cases like their own. There was absolutely no consensus whatsoever about what would happen to them or what sort of compensation would be given, so it was clear that they weren’t going anywhere in a hurry. The only changes that were happening were in cases of multiple bishoprics being granted to the same person, which would no longer be allowed where both had secular power, and the situation of Osnabrück, where a mutual agreement to winding that somewhat strange entity up was tantalisingly close in the summer of ‘85. 
 
      
 
    The other small development was watching the appearance of closer working between states in Franconia and Swabia. The Northern League had formed because of states worrying about an over-mighty Brandenburg, but had done this by co-opting Brandenburg into the league – a sort of EEC situation. However, this League of Middle Germany worked more on the NATO lines of trying to keep a cordon around the already over-mighty Bavarians. Unfortunately, it was a NATO made up of mainly of Ruritanian states; but it was a very helpful development as there was a high level of co-operation, especially in Franconia. They also tried to reach out to the various statelets of Thuringia, but with less success; history showed a more benign fate for them, one which they were willing to accept. The two leagues of the Rhine, however, were basically hopeless; there were too many old squabbles there to make them useful, and it would take the crucible of war to forge true bonds between some of them. 
 
      
 
    Scandinavia wasn’t much of a problem. The Danes felt secure and had recognised that Scania was probably gone for good; they were trying very hard to be more equitable with the Norwegians, although it wasn’t being helped by some Scottish Tories warning of the dangers of separatism. For some reason – probably explained by too much consumption of alcohol – the Scottish Tories had sort of adopted Norway and were “helping out” there. The Swedes were still being immensely silly about protectionism, but they had cordial relations with most of the rest of Europe (Brandenburg and Russia excepted). The general feeling was that everyone really liked the Swedes and were willing to cut them some very nice deals if they would drop the protectionism; they were losing out here while the Danes were very amenable, making money hand over fist and doing very little with it except store it away in vaults. 
 
      
 
    Further East, the Russians worried about the Poles; the comments from the few diplomatic functions in St Petersburg were mainly variations on a theme of Poland. The Poles were occupying Russian land; the Poles had designs on Courland; the Poles had designs on the Ukraine; the Poles were forcing people to be Catholics. The problem was, no-one was listening to the Russian complaints except the Russians and the handful of diplomats based in St Petersburg whose job it was to listen to them; Russia had very few friends and a very disorganised government. My main worry in that region was whether the Swedes and the Poles decided to fight a reprise of the Great Northern War; contacts between them were increasing, and I had been informed that the Poles were helping the Swedes on a rather surprising project. The Poles were also not pushing the Duchy of Courland issue forward; Saxe was still working for the French, although he had been seen in Dresden a couple of times over the last year. We’d had him put on the watch list in case he suddenly turned up in Warsaw or Stockholm. 
 
      
 
    Poland itself probably couldn’t give a damn. The Poles were starting to reverse a lengthy decline and doing it with some aplomb. They made sure to keep the Swedes and the Austrians on side, and that they didn’t offend us, and otherwise spent much of their time quietly building up relationships that had long been left alone. They were also one of the few European states to give some listening time to the cis-representatives of the “captive nations”; like many others, I had my suspicions as to why they were doing this. 
 
      
 
    Italy remained very interesting; the general theme was that if the House of Savoy said anything, everyone else on the peninsula would just say “NO” very quickly. Savoy was actually suffering economically because of the perceived threat of a united Italy; the smaller states were trading more with each other and Genoa was generally their port to the world. Austria continued to waste blood and treasure in Naples and especially in Sicily, which were in a constant state of mild turmoil and brigandage. However, it was the middle rankers that were worth watching – Genoa, Modena, Tuscany, even the Papal states – as they were increasing their trade with the UK every year and buying some very sensible items.  
 
      
 
    In fact the main worry wasn’t dear old reactionary Parma – a toothless, neutered Yorkshire terrier of a nation, constantly denouncing the UK as the work of the devil – but the Republic of Venice. The new Doge had ambitions, and he had started to take steps to make sure those ambitions were justified. A succession of scholars had been making visits; some experts on Venice, some on the Ottomans and several on naval warfare. Meanwhile, various admirals of Venice had been seen observing at small boatyards in the UK; there had, it seemed, been a clear-out of those unwilling to listen from the higher ranks of the Most Serene Republic. There were also a small, steady stream of people visiting Venice, and an equal stream of artefact import permits being asked for. There was also some talk of people buying property in Venice, but the grapevine said that most British people wanted a lot of legal changes before that happened. It was pretty clear to us that Venice was about to at least try and turn around the decline in its once mighty navy – and how it was going to fund it. 
 
      
 
    The Austrians, of course, were pretty much the hub of it all. The Kaiser’s near-monomania with the Pragmatic Sanction had faded somewhat; he now strongly believed that the arrival of Britain had probably ended major war in Europe, at least between Christians. I thought he was perhaps a little ill-advised in this thought, but he concentrated more on internal matters of his own personal realms and on the growing mood changes in the Empire. It was actually pretty clear that if it wasn’t for the Ottoman bogeyman and the substantial German minority in parts of Hungary he would have cut the Magyars loose. The changes in Imperial policy were something that all but the most hot-headed Hungarians took note of; unfortunately, Hungary had as many hot-heads as our would-have-been pre-Civil War South Carolina. What the Kaiser did do which was very valuable was get engaged in Papal relations more, which bore good dividends for Austria during the later half of the decade. 
 
      
 
    The Papacy, of course, was both a secular and a religious power, and the two were difficult to separate in some contexts. We always had to be very careful that the donations of British Catholics were going to the work of the Church and not the work of the Papal State. The problem was that the two were sometimes easily confused, especially after the proclamation of Loreto in mid-1985, which caused a stir not just in the UK but also in several other countries. However, Rome was a gossipy place and very useful to deal pick up all sorts of information on Catholic countries. 
 
      
 
    Indeed, until about 1984 Rome was the place where we were best informed on matters Spanish; the barriers were slowly coming down, however. While there was a lot of bitterness in Spain, the situation there had stabilised and there was an understanding beginning to emerge that the British were not all bad. Apart from a certain hard-core tendency, many of which moved to Parma with Elizabeth Farnese in 1983 and stayed there when she moved back in 1985, there was a feeling that we had to be treated with, at least with long spoons, and that trying to plot against us was a waste of effort. Spain became quite inward looking for a long period as it recovered from its defeat and bankruptcy, however, and took little more than a token part in more general European diplomacy for many years. 
 
      
 
    The Portuguese and the United Provinces were mainly concerned with their internal and colonial issues, and only kept a weather eye on broader European affairs. Both were ostensibly friendly powers, although some factions in the UP clearly resented us and a faction in Portugal felt that we were a danger because of our modernity. Neither faction were really an issue in political terms, even with the first stumbling steps of the United Provinces towards a limited democracy. Portugal was a big spender with a solid plan; whether the plan would work was a moot point, but if the research was correct it would certainly reduce the devastation of the Great Earthquake. 
 
      
 
    Communication was getting better within much of Europe as well. Radios were becoming more common for communication between countries; the telegraphy system continued to grow within the Holy Roman Empire, and was spreading into neighbouring states as well. France also had a basic telegraph system, but was using motorbike couriers for anything sensitive related to the government. Our hopes of selling railways everywhere had evaporated fairly quickly; those who are enthusiastic about such matters can explain at length, but it was clear that railways were too expensive and that they would either be used strategically or for shipping large volumes of bulky goods. Those who love their transport policy even explained that it might be the case that railways would be much more limited in scope than they would have been. Quite simply, people were interested but the costs were very high, so they looked for cheaper things.  
 
      
 
    The two main alternatives were roads and canals; both could be constructed cheaply, and in both cases we were happy to sell equipment to assist with this process. This generally wasn’t taken up much for roads; there was a lot of cheap or even free labour available in many countries and getting a road up to around the standards of a 1930s B-road was easily in reach of just about anyone as long as there weren’t substantial engineering works. For those that could afford it we did do quite well out of equipment and expertise; for those that could not there were long ways round, steep hills, dangerous corners and areas prone to flood. 
 
      
 
    Canals, however, were a great success; there was a quite a bit of expertise we could lend here, and quite a lot of businesses expanded off the back of it. The change from working on narrowboats to larger barges wasn’t that big and our yards did very well out of it; the steam powered barge was a very good seller alongside various equipment for improving and building canals. It didn’t bring in as much as railways would have done, but it was very welcome. 
 
      
 
    With the improved road systems you would have expected more motor vehicles, but a combination of the expense of such a vehicle and a very primitive fuel distribution network made this difficult. The rubber shortages had also mitigated against this, although Land Rover sales were buoyant. As those eased and prices came down, more vehicles were exported, many of them second- or third-hand. What did run absolutely at capacity was the coach business – not motor coaches, but stagecoaches and the like. There were a couple of British firms extant, mainly for four-in-hand coaches, who went to full capacity almost immediately and started hiring craftsmen in Ireland, ending up with factories there as well as the ones in England. Of course, those ideas were copied more easily and the United Kingdom did not enjoy a monopoly, but it was one of those areas that expanded quickly and profitably from what had mainly been a leisure interest. Even with the greater expense there was a certain kudos in having a British coach, even if it had been constructed in Wicklow and only finished in England. 
 
      
 
    The problem of investment money was common across Europe; many states were too small to raise any substantial sums, and whilst there was some co-operation within the Holy Roman Empire it was quite limited. This was particularly true in the Thuringian Duchies and in Baden, where the nature of the various house laws on inheritance acted as a disincentive to invest. Worst of all, our demographers believed that the slow introduction of modern medicine, which would be taken up first by the middle classes, meant that this process of splitting up states would mean that many of them would become even smaller. I knew privately of one Württemberger Duke who had secretly had the snip; he had three boys already and did not want to split up his domains any further, but was not in a position to change his House law. 
 
      
 
    The larger nations could have done more than they did, but Spain was exceptionally badly off for a decade after the Spanish war; that said, the 1990s have been much kinder to her and she has had lengthy sustained growth, especially in Andalusia, Galicia and the Basque lands. Portugal has invested very heavily in preparations for the Lisbon Earthquake, many of which will not pay off until after that event, although the lower Douro valley has been extensively modernised and a great deal of money has been invested in Brazil, making that colony a much more attractive proposition – not just for Portuguese immigrants, but also for German Catholics and for British investors through some of the better unit trusts. The HRE has done little at the top level, although there have been some useful minor reforms; Poland-Lithuania had to cure its broken political system but is now starting to prosper on a wider scale, helped by long term wheat contracts from the UK and a large and very helpful emigre population. 
 
      
 
    The one large country that could have done something and certainly has the people to do it – and, if used correctly, would have the purchasing capacity – is France. Unfortunately, the French have been caught between the hammer of reaction and the anvil of their taxation system. Whilst L’Etat is theoretically moi, Louis XV finds it impossible to garner enough support for the fiscal reforms and infrastructure programmes his more reforming ministers, not least the financial genius Orry, would like to enact. While they received a substantial settlement at the start of the Dislocation in return for both a very favourable treaty in British North America and certain concessions with regards to the cross-channel trade, they have done very little with it since. It is a shame, really, because some of the French leadership are very astute and businesslike and King Louis has shown considerable interest in health and sanitation; they could have done a lot more if it wasn’t for the resistance of many of the regional Parlements, the power of the tax farmers and the general ancien regime attitude of many of the minor but still politically powerful nobility. 
 
      
 
    However, the Northern League within the Holy Roman Empire has acted as somewhat of a bright spot. Originally made up of Hannover (who has three seats for complex reasons relating to personal unions), Hamburg, Brandenburg (but not the Prussian lands for complex Hanseatic reasons, and which has just one vote for diplomatic reasons), the two Mecklenburgs, the various Braunschweig principalities, Hamburg and Lübeck, since then it has added one of the four Anhalts and come to a customs arrangement with Denmark-Norway, which gives them a seat at the table for Holstein and another for Oldenburg. Talks are advanced for seats for Sweden-Finland for Swedish Pomerania, for the Prince-Bishops of Lübeck, and for East Frisia. As such, they have harmonised a number of non-Reich tariffs, made a common trading law and permitted residency amongst themselves with no barriers. Some very brave commentators have compared it to a new European Economic Community, but it is a very long way off that status. 
 
      
 
    


 
   



 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
    The summer of 1985 was generally a peaceful summer, the only things that blighted the horizon being a couple of trips to minor royal marriages (which I palmed off on junior ministers wherever possible), a delicious week in Cascais and a short trip to Funchal, which I found quite charming and decided to revisit as soon as possible. In fact, I liked it so much I eventually sought permission to build a small house there on higher ground which would render it safe from the Wrath of God; I noticed that works on the main harbours of Madeira were already done by 1985, but thinking about it they would have needed to be for the relief airfield to have been built there back in 1982/3. Back in 1985 Madeira was still very lightly used by British tourists, but the numbers were slowly increasing and it was enough for one flight a week by British Airways in the winter season; otherwise you had to get a ship or an air taxi from Gib or Faro. 
 
      
 
    The one thing that was politically going on was a reshuffle, a bit of a pre-election clear-out of some of the old dears who were standing down from junior ministerial roles and replacing them with some fresh blood, as well as dealing with any senior ministers who had failed to perform. I had been assured of my place so I really wasn’t that bothered by what happened, but I was consulted on my junior bench which was very kind. The biggest question was around what was to happen to Alan Clark. Alan, at the time, was a defence specialist who was clearly chafing at the bit to become Secretary of State for Defence – something many of us considered would be a rather a mistake – and his current Secretary of State wanted him out of the MoD. He was well regarded by the Prime Minister and some of her associates, although others merely tolerated him and expressed the usual disdain out of earshot. 
 
      
 
    He had at some point, it seems, expressed an interest in being Minister for Trade, a position to which I initially thought he was ill-suited to say the least. However, I was asked to judge the reaction amongst our trading partners – and I was quite surprised, and very slightly disturbed, by the results. Alan was reasonably well known, mainly by those who had been to London and who enjoyed the Clubland, Cocktail and Casino milieu, which was quite a lot of people to be honest. Rather than regarding him as a somewhat reactionary ageing roue who was playing for the cameras, they held him in high regard as a fine example of what they considered to be an Englishman. Having relayed this information to the Prime Minister – who was as surprised as I was, although she kept a Nelsonian eye on some of his antics – she decided that he could be Minister for Trade. Oddly enough, he had to be somewhat coaxed into the role; for all his culture and upper-class charm, the word ‘trade’ probably tends to remind him that his great-grandfather was a humble Paisley cotton-spinner, which was something rather too close to new money for him. 
 
      
 
    During that summer we carried on with trying to repair our relations with Spain; one of the thorns in the side of this had been the insurgency in Cuba, and the leading light in the UK in terms of this was Richard Branson. I have never been much of a fan of Richard Branson; I regarded him as the sort of chap who made far too many appeals to the commons. He had his fan club, however, which for a while included the Prime Minister, although she became far less enamoured as his meddling started to unfold. 
 
      
 
    Branson had some money, although the original source of it was always somewhat sketchy, and he managed to do well enough out of the restructuring of the popular music industry. He also owned a couple of small islands in the Caribbean, which – as chance would have it – were both completely deserted post-Dislocation; thus there were no problems about his retaining title. 
 
      
 
    From that point onwards there was considerable scheming by Mr Branson; he wanted to found a holiday empire, and the Caribbean was clearly the place to do it. In those early days, however, the chances of getting anything done out there were very, very minimal. Resources were short for building, the chances of getting staff were minimal and there was nowhere for guests to fly to. He managed to build some rather comfy villas on his private island where he entertained the great and the good, including several ministers and a couple of members of the Royal family.  
 
      
 
    However, Branson was also a bit on the radical side; not a left-winger, although he could be presented as such, but always radical. Like many others, he took up Cuban freedom in 1983 as a cause; it faded someone amongst the chatterati, but Branson stuck with it and was the major funder of that cause. Indeed, he employed quite a few Cuban refugees in the construction of his Virgin resorts during 1984 and 1985, and a few joined the staff, which was interesting. In general, the last sort of job most liberated people wanted to do was serve white people unless it was completely on their own terms, which is partly why the Caribbean became a cruising destination rather than a beach holiday location and why the first few holiday spots tended to be small-scale B&Bs. The level of service required of a 5-star resort was just too much for the vast majority of liberated people; it brought back too many memories.  
 
      
 
    However, not all Branson’s people were completely loyal to him and we managed to find out about one or two little things he had going. We left his Underground Waterway for escapees alone; it wasn’t that busy, and it was the right thing to do. However, a couple of his other little schemes were foiled, especially after Spain started the process of abolishing slavery. We could turn a blind eye to supplies going in when slavery was the law, but as it started to be abolished the position was somewhat different. Michael Heseltine was very good at keeping the information flowing, and the odd titbit helped our (very) slowly improving relations with Spain.  
 
      
 
    Spain was trying to make the best of its seemingly bad hand in the Caribbean; it had possession of Cuba, Puerto Rico and Santo Domingo. All had varying degrees of slavery, with Santo Domingo having the most and Puerto Rico having the least, but they had nowhere near the levels of slavery some of our Caribbean islands had before the Dislocation. Each of the Spanish colonies also had a fair number of free blacks and people of mixed races to complicate matters. Only Santo Domingo was really very sugar-production-heavy, and Cuba in particular had other resources which made it well worth keeping, mainly nickel. I got the feeling that if there had been rebel movements on the other two islands, the Spanish might just have packed up and left. They were, however, determined to keep Cuba and there were occasional rather piqued notes when something had happened on the island. The Spanish assumed anything that happened there was the fault of the British – and to be fair, whilst it wasn’t the Government’s fault, British citizens or former liberated people who had taken refuge in
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