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Foreword
 
In this impressive book the author sets himself the difficult task of simultaneously meeting several different challenges. First, it is ‘an intellectual autobiography addressed primarily to those who think of themselves as “heterodox” economists,’ Second, in telling this story, he provides valuable background information, and judgements on, the vast changes that have taken place within universities over the last fifty years. This is informed by his wide-ranging experience. Third, and importantly, he extracts many valuable lessons for academics trying to navigate their own path through the academic maze.  Indeed, Peter Earl takes the reader on an introspective journey that has a far broader interest, through his ability to recognise and communicate the ‘universal in the particular’, or what Alfred Marshall (following Plato) would call the ‘one in the many, and the many in the one’. Essentially, we see a behavioural economist candidly and dispassionately evaluating his own behaviour. Even the clever title has several meanings. 
This book, written by one who was not prepared to play the ‘academic game’ by the (ever changing) rules, illustrates ‘what it is like to have an academic career that entails decades of operating without giving due thought to dominant ways of doing things or knowingly defying them.’ Of course, a major ‘rule change’ has been the evaluation of ‘research quality’ by judges who do not read a single word of the research, and take a narrow view governed by arbitrary metrics. The book has the substantial advantage of being written in a lively and engaging style, displaying broad sympathies, a sense of humour and a lack of rancour. It will appeal to a very wide readership – indeed anyone who thinks seriously about what it means to be a university researcher and teacher. I can recommend it heartily without qualification.  
 
John Creedy
Professorial Fellow 
University of Melbourne

Preface
 
 
This book presents an account of my life as a heterodox economist, from which I draw career lessons for those who follow me down the less-travelled road in which economising activity is not reduced to acts of constrained optimisation by socially isolated, utility-seeking agents with ‘given’ preferences and ‘rational expectations’. The idea for the book came to me in December 2020, almost exactly a year before I started writing it. I was about to retire and was therefore getting ready to vacate my office at the University of Queensland. The task of emptying my filing cabinets was akin to an archaeological exercise, as I uncovered documents that in some cases dated back to the late 1970s. Among the items that surfaced was a 2002 contract from the University of Michigan Press (UMP) for a book that would have been called ‘Survival Strategies for Heterodox Economists’. 
I had put together the proposal for the UMP book after being approached by the late, great heterodox economics activist, Fred Lee, who was advising on a series of books for the heterodox economics market. The proposal file was still on my computer, and it revealed that I had introduced the book’s rationale as follows:
 
Many academics embark on their careers on the basis of intrinsic motivation, a belief that they have something worthwhile to offer to their subjects, rather than out of a desire for fame and fortune, which, for economists, can be far more readily achieved in the corporate sector. Such motivation seems particularly likely to drive the efforts of heterodox economists. Unfortunately, it is ultimately rather difficult to have a satisfying career without job security, a work environment conducive to doing research on the things about which one feels passionate, and prospects of a good pension, possibly one that might permit early retirement if continued faculty membership becomes too frustrating or exhausting. Achieving such a situation has become increasingly difficult over the past couple of decades for academics in general but particularly so for heterodox economists, as the processes of increasing resource pressure in academic environments have worked in favour of the mainstream. As well as policy-driven pressures, such as research and teaching audits, there are more subtle hurdles for the heterodox economist to surmount, such as the commodification of business education and the related McDonaldisation of teaching processes.
Would-be academic heterodox economists may be poorly aware of the hazardous environment they are getting into, whilst established ones may, like slowly boiled frogs, be struggling to survive without a clear appreciation of the subtleties of how things have gradually changed since they embarked on their careers. Those heterodox economists, both young and mature, who are already wise to the fact that things are now tough, may have trouble seeing what to do in the face of it. All could benefit from the proposed book.
 
However, I had not signed the contract due to the demands of the role that I then had as co-editor of the Journal of Economic Psychology and because, by the time the proposal was accepted, I was also planning a radical pluralistic business economics textbook with Tim Wakeley (published as Earl and Wakeley, 2005). 
Digging up the unsigned UMP contract gave me pause for thought on two fronts. First, I wondered whether I should have written the book to which it referred, rather than the one with Tim, for although the latter yielded us some useful career lessons, its sales had been very disappointing. Secondly, there was the question of whether I had been qualified to write the survival strategies book back then and/or whether I would be qualified to write such a book two decades later, as heterodox economists faced an even more challenging academic environment. How well had I survived in my own career as a heterodox economist, and insofar as I had survived, was my knowledge of how to survive relevant for upcoming generations of heterodox economists? 
Certainly, in material terms, my career had eventually turned out beyond the wildest dreams that I had in the early 1980s. This came largely because of my decision in 1984 to leave the UK and move to Australia. Yet that move was not without consequences for where I had got to academically. At the time that I was clearing my office, I was not about to transition to an emeritus chair in the way that I anticipated decades earlier. Instead, I was merely an associate professor and had been required by my head of school to provide a set of key performance indicators (KPIs) for him to use in the process of making a case for me to be offered a three-year post as an honorary associate professor, with my performance in terms of these KPIs potentially to be used in deciding whether the post would be renewed. How had it come to this, especially since I had started out seemingly with a bright academic future after I had achieved a double-first in economics at Cambridge, had been offered my first academic position early in the second year of my PhD studies, and had concentrated in a field – behavioural economics – that was struggling to gain traction at the time I started out but had become very popular over the course of my career? Compared with Richard Thaler – who had started working on a behavioural approach to economics around the same time as me but who went on to a chair at the University of Chicago and to be awarded the 2017 Nobel Memorial Prise in Economic Sciences, despite his PhD supervisor Sherwin Rosen not expecting much of him reportedly (see Thaler, 2015, loc. 254) – I appeared largely to have ‘blown it’ in career terms. 
As I read what I had proposed to do in the book for UMP, I realised that, given what had happened in academic economics in the ensuing two decades, the project had probably become even more worthwhile to bring to fruition. In retirement, I would have time to write such a book once I had finished work on projects to which I was already committed. However, although uncovering the UMP contract rekindled my interest in writing a career self-help book for heterodox economists, I decided that I would write something different from what I had proposed in 2002. It would be a much more substantial, much more confessional kind of work and would be my equivalent of Herbert Simon’s (1991) Models of My Life and Richard Thaler’s (2015) Misbehaving. However, it needed to be written in a very different way from the intellectual autobiographies of Simon and Thaler so that it could yield career lessons as well as explaining how I came to develop my ideas and what these ideas are. I decided to call the book Beyond Misbehaving in the hope of signalling that I had worked on a much more radical vision of behavioural economics than the one that Thaler had developed. Despite it being the work of an academic also-ran who some might view as having frittered away a bright future, I hope this book will prove to be an interesting read and give younger generations of readers a sense of how much has changed in academic economics in the past half-century. 
Unlike the book proposed in the UMP contract, the first edition of this book was not intended purely for those who view themselves as heterodox economists. I wrote the first edition in a way that I hoped might also make it interesting to mainstream behavioural economists, who face rather smaller career challenges than those that afflict their heterodox counterparts. I hoped that the former would see that the less-travelled road in behavioural economics that I travelled complements the one with which they are familiar and provides new avenues for analysis. 
The first edition of Beyond Misbehaving was published early in January 2024. However, within a few weeks of publishing it, I concluded that I had probably positioned it in a way that put it in danger of ‘falling between two stools.’ On the one hand, the ‘heterodox behavioural’ phrase in its subtitle might deter heterodox economists from reading it if they have reservations about behavioural economics of the kind for which Thaler is known. There was a significant risk that they would not know that the kind of behavioural economics that I have practised has its roots in my pluralistic Cambridge education in the mid-1970s and weaves in ideas from institutional, Post Keynesian and neo-Schumpeterian/ evolutionary economics, as well as from marketing, organisation studies and psychology. On the other hand, the phrase ‘heterodox behavioural’ might be viewed with alarm by mainstream behavioural economists. 
I therefore decided to prepare, in US English, a second, shorter memoir book addressed purely to mainstream behavioural economists, under the title Toward a Wider Vision of Behavioral Economics. That book focuses on the development of my behavioural perspective and does not include a chapter on career lessons. Because I was retired and operating as an independent publisher, I was able to produce and publish that book within six months. With that version done, an obvious future step was to prepare a second edition of the original book, adapting it purely for heterodox economists. I began work on that task in January 2026, after completing several other projects (including a heterodox economics novel published under the gender-neutral penname of Darcy Crick, 2025). However, I decided not to make any changes to the subtitle, despite my concerns with how heterodox economists might see the phrase ‘heterodox behavioural economist’, for it is the most succinct phrase for branding the kind of economist that I have been for the past fifty years. 
Changes for the second edition go beyond reworking some parts of the book to reposition it as a ‘heterodox-only’ work, The biggest change for the second edition is the addition of a new final chapter, adapted from the final chapter of Toward a Wider Vision of Behavioral Economics. This chapter summarises my current vision of how behavioural economics should be practised and how that vision differs from the dominant approach. I have also been able to improve the accuracy and precision of the account in Section 4.7 of the ‘revise and resubmit’ stage of my PhD. The original account was largely accurate but purely memory-based, whereas the revision draws on the relevant documents that I could not locate when writing the original. The rediscovery of these documents was unknowingly facilitated by my brother-in-law, Andrew Gay, a few months after the first edition was published, when he arranged to ship to me several boxes of things that I had left with my parents almost forty years earlier when I emigrated to Tasmania. To my surprise and delight, it included a folder of PhD-related correspondence.
The page count and pagination of the print version of the second edition also differ considerably from the original because I decided to increase the inside margin sizes to make the book more comfortable to use. The bindings of the original soft cover versions were far more robust than a typical paperback, making it hard to flatten the pages when the book was open. This added about 45 pages to the print version before the new final chapter was incorporated and required a major reworking of the index. But it seemed all the more necessary once I decided to add the extra chapter.
While writing the original book and/or preparing this version, I had useful discussions with and/or received encouragement, helpful information, or comments on draft chapters, from John Austin, Ingrid Bailey, Harry Campbell, Greg Clydesdale, Alistair Dow, Sheila Dow, Glyn Kearley, Steve Kidd, John King, Alex Millmow, Charles Normand, Jason Potts, and Daniel Zizzo. John Creedy was especially helpful and provided swift and very thought-provoking feedback on chapter after chapter, along with the book’s foreword. Geoff Hodgson read the original draft of Beyond Misbehaving and provided both encouragement and some very helpful suggestions about how it might be pruned to make it more viable as a publishing proposition. Much of what I removed after considering Geoff’s suggestions (which amounted to nearly 30,000 words) is available, along with unpublished documents and papers referred to in this book, as ‘supplementary material’ at my personal website (see https://shredecon.wordpress.com/beyond-misbehaving). I also received helpful feedback from participants at a Zoom presentation that I gave in October 2023 to the University of Witwatersrand’s workshop series on economic methodology. My reference in Section 10.9 to Pixar’s way of promoting constructive criticism was the result of my wonderful team of high-achieving behavioural economics tutors – Jessica Downing-Ide, Ryan Palfrey, Lillian Rangiah and Edward Watson – giving me a copy of Ed Catmull’s (2014) book Creativity, Inc. as a memento of our working relationship, after they had the insight to notice how it intersected with what we had been teaching.
I am most grateful for all the help and encouragement from those mentioned in the previous two paragraphs, and to Marc Lavoie (2024) and Jerry Courvisanos (2025) for their encouraging reviews of the original book, though I take full responsibility for any errors and omissions in this edition. However, my greatest debt is to Annabelle Taylor, my partner since 2005. Annabelle’s love, support, and willingness to tolerate my distractedness during the writing of this book have contributed greatly to me being able to complete it rapidly despite it being a much larger and more complex undertaking than I initially imagined it would be. Her comments on the draft chapters have also been helpful in giving me a sense of whether I was succeeding in making it interesting to a wider audience and of the horror that some aspects of the Cambridge approach to teaching can generate in the mind of an experienced teacher who has been formally trained about pedagogy.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Introduction
 
 
This book is an unusual contribution to the literature on economic method and the history of economic thought. It is an intellectual autobiography addressed to those who think of themselves as ‘heterodox’ economists. However, it may also be of interest to students of economics and academic economists in general because of the insights it offers about how academia has changed over the past half-century. It should also help to satisfy any curiosity they might have about what it is like to have an academic career that entails decades of operating without giving due thought to dominant ways of doing things or knowingly defying them. In writing this book, I am continuing to misbehave: I am well aware that intellectual autobiographies are normally the preserve of those who have had outstanding careers and become very well-known and very extensively cited. My career did not come into these categories. But it might have done if I had played the academic game differently, and that is the point of writing this book.
To set the scene for what follows, it is probably best not to begin at the beginning but on Monday 2 July 2001. It was a typical, gloriously sunny, pleasantly warm winter’s day in Brisbane, Australia, and it was the day that I started work as a senior lecturer in the School of Economics at the University of Queensland, the institution at which I spent the rest of my career. Taken in isolation, this might seem rather unremarkable. Set in context, it had greater significance. On that day, I was less than two months from turning 46. Almost exactly 22 years earlier, I had started my first lecturing position on a cooler summer’s day at the University of Stirling in Scotland. I first became a senior lecturer at the start of 1987, at the University of Tasmania, Australia, and I was first offered a senior lectureship at the University of Queensland at the end of that year. On that occasion, I declined the offer, in no small part because I discovered during the interview visit that Brisbane’s summer weather was far too hot and humid for me to enjoy. So why had I moved to Brisbane in July 2001? Given my age and climatic preferences, why was I not moving to a much better job in a city with a more temperate climate? And why did I stay there, hankering for a different climate, for the rest of my career, despite not being promoted beyond the associate professor grade at the University of Queensland?
It was not that I was lazy, had a mental illness or allowed addictive forms of consumption to hold back my achievements. Nor did I lack the brains to do better: I graduated from Cambridge in 1977 with a double-first in the Economics Tripos and went on to complete my PhD there. Such qualifications usually open the door to a stellar career. Yet in early 2002, when my former PhD student Jason Potts and I applied for an Australian Research Council Discovery Grant, one of the referees questioned whether I was a worthy applicant since I had ‘failed to live up to [my] initial promise’. I had been embarrassed to be a liability to Jason, and I doubted that the referee knew what had gone on in my career beyond the details provided in our application. But I knew that the referee’s assessment of my achievements was well aimed. Eight years later, I succeeded in winning an ARC Discovery Grant, sharing the Chief Investigator role with my colleague Lana Friesen, and during the decade that ensued my work would have seemed much more consistent with the promise I had originally shown. The trouble was that what I did between 55 and 65 years of age was what I should have done when I was between 35 and 45 years of age and should have continued to do in the ensuing two decades.
It is precisely because of my failure to have the kind of career success and impact that I might have had that I decided to write this intellectual autobiography. I hope that, by sharing the secrets of my under-achievement, I may help some academic economists to limit the extent to which they fail to achieve as much as they might be capable of achieving in their careers. What follows is the tale of an unusual career from which I have been able to extract many lessons. I hope it will encourage readers to reflect during the rest of their careers on why they are doing what they are doing and whether they could be doing something better. It will become apparent that such reflection can be done not merely in relation to one’s choice of economic method and where to apply it but also in relation to how one’s mind works and the impact that this may be having on how one behaves – or misbehaves.
Three topics surface repeatedly in the chapters that follow. The first is that the environment in which I worked changed considerably during my career. This was partly because I moved between universities that had different operating systems and organisational cultures. As I learned the hard way, these differences can be surprising and perplexing. However, I also had to learn how to deal with changes in some of the things that universities have in common. Early- and mid-career academics may not realise how much universities in many countries have changed over the past half-century or the extent to which the career success and satisfaction of academics is contingent on their awareness of the nature of the system in which they are operating and how well they keep abreast of changes in that system. Much of what follows is a cautionary tale that illustrates how the context in which we choose affects the consequences of our behaviour and the extent to which we can ‘get away with’ not behaving in line with established norms. When the context in which we are behaving changes, actions that had once been career-enhancing may become problematic. However, I hope that the ‘changing universities’ theme will be stimulating in another way. I will show how changes to how the university system operates have made some aspects of academic life better but in other respects they have made academic careers much less attractive than they used to be. I hope that this book may thereby prompt readers to reflect on what might be done to recapture some of the desirable things that have been lost.
The second recurring topic in this book is the pursuit of pluralism in the teaching of economics. In many chapters of this book, I consider diverse ways in which students can develop their expertise in economics by being exposed to contending perspectives on the discipline and by having to get used to dealing with open-ended problems to which definitive answers are not possible but for which actions need to be recommended. It is challenging to teach in this way, rather than from a bible-like textbook and with closed problems that have definite answers, and it has become increasingly difficult to ensure that students receive a pluralistic learning experience. Despite this, I managed to operate as a pluralistic teacher throughout my career. Writing this book provides me with an opportunity to share how I did this, so that others may have a more straightforward time as pluralistic teachers than I sometimes did.
Last, but certainly not least, a recurring topic in this book is what it means to be a ‘behavioural’ economist and how I developed the behavioural perspective that, along with pluralism, became core to my identity as an economist. Like Geoff Hodgson (2019), I believe that taking a behavioural turn is key if heterodox approaches are to survive and their proponents are to thrive in an environment that has become increasingly challenging for them. However, Hodgson and I see the behavioural approach differently from how mainstream economists view it today. When I started out on my behavioural economics odyssey in the mid 1970s, the field had none of the popularity that it has today. But when it became a hot research area, I was puzzled to discover that Richard Thaler (the winner of the 2017 Nobel Memorial Prise in Economic Sciences) and others who called themselves behavioural economists were operating in a different way from me and seemed rarely to refer to sources that had informed my early work. In other words, I had developed a ‘heterodox’ approach to behavioural economics, and behavioural economics was itself a field amenable to teaching in a pluralistic manner. My approach includes some elements from what has become accepted as ‘the’ behavioural approach to economics, but I position them differently and offer a more extensive and more radical agenda that focuses on the processes by which knowledge grows rather than on departures from an idealised static view of what constitutes ‘rational’ behaviour. 
With Thaler and his followers having redefined ‘behavioural economics’, some readers might think that it is time for me to admit defeat and cease describing myself as a behavioural economist. But it is difficult to find a simple alternative form of branding to describe what I do. In 2009, when I created my personal website, I did so under the banner Eclectic Real-World Economics: Bringing together Austrian, Behavioural, Evolutionary, Institutional and Post Keynesian Economics. This is an accurate description of what I spent my career doing, especially if it is qualified so that its amplifying clause reads as Bringing together Compatible Elements of Austrian, Behavioural, Evolutionary, Institutional and Post Keynesian Economics to capture the fact that I work with an underlying set of unifying principles. However, the best short-form characterisation of myself as an economist that may leave me with some hope of conversing with orthodox economists remains ‘behavioural’ and I hope that heterodox economists will keep in mind the extended banner as denoting what I really mean when I refer to my work in ‘behavioural’ terms in the pages that follow.   
I have set out my alternative vision of behavioural economics elsewhere, both at length (Earl, 2022) and as a Lakatosian research programme (Earl, 2023a), but its key elements also figure in the chapters that follow, with the background to how I arrived at them, and in this book’s final chapter. My career pursuing the kind of behavioural economics that I advocate did not bring me academic glory, but it did provide a very comfortable living without requiring me to sell out from heterodox ways of thinking. The journey along this less-travelled road left me with lessons about ‘do’ and ‘don’t’ things that other heterodox economists might find it useful to know, especially if they are at an early stage in their careers and have only a fuzzy picture of the challenges of academic life.
If heterodox economists practise what I advocate, and if they do so without branding it as ‘heterodox’, they have a good chance of enhancing their career prospects without compromising their core academic beliefs. They should also feel less besieged by practitioners of orthodox economics, and they may have a bigger chance of being able to succeed in winning over those from mainstream backgrounds who have been looking for new ways forward. Some of the latter may view the dominant behavioural economics as potentially leading to a dead end in terms of scope for novel research contributions, yet they may be concerned about the potential career damage of openly practising economics that is tagged as ‘heterodox’. 
The rest of this book is divided into ten chapters. The first two chapters explore how my pre-university experiences affected the kind of economist that I became. Chapter 1 covers childhood and teenage experiences that gave me an early sense that people do not always take wise decisions, along with a sense of how innovation and imitation are central to how the competitive process works. This came because I tended to pay close attention to what my parents did and because of the hobbies that I had when I was young. I was thereby primed to resist abstract, equilibrium-focused approaches to economics and to be interested in how people deal with the challenges of everyday life and why they differ in the lifestyles that they build for themselves. Chapter 2 covers my pre-university education in economics, which was historically grounded, pluralistic, and greatly dependent on experiences that I had at school.
Chapters 3 and 4 deal, respectively, with my undergraduate and postgraduate years as a student at the University of Cambridge. In writing the account in Chapter 3, I have tried to give a sense of the form that a pluralistic economics education can take when it is being delivered without the budgetary constraints that afflict the academic world of the twenty-first century. During Chapter 3, I set out my first encounters with behavioural economics and the Post Keynesian training that I received in macroeconomics, and how I started envisaging the two approaches as complementing each other. 
The key theme of Chapter 4 is the difference between the experience that I had as a research student trying to get a Cambridge PhD and the kinds of experiences that deans of today’s graduate schools hope that their research students will enjoy. My pathway to a PhD was very problematic, lasting almost seven years. Yet I was in residence in Cambridge as a research student for only the first two years, as the difficulties I was having set in motion events that led me to move on to an academic position elsewhere without even having achieved confirmation of candidature as a PhD student. Indeed, I ended up in the unusual position of having achieved tenure as a lecturer before I was confirmed as a PhD student. However, in many respects, my postgraduate experience entailed struggles that were common in the late 1970s in the UK doctoral system. Modern PhD programmes are designed to preclude the kinds of difficulties that I experienced. Amid these challenges, I was nonetheless able to form some key ideas that have stayed with me, though I also failed to spot important intellectual opportunities that seem, with hindsight, to have been lying there for the taking.
Chapters 5 to 8 cover my experiences in the period from July 1979, when I commenced my first academic position, to my retirement from paid, full-time academic work at the end of 2020. During this period, I worked at four universities that all were very different from Cambridge and differed from each other in ways that often came as a surprise to me as I moved between them. These chapters have identical overall structures, as follows:
 
	An introductory overview of the institution in question, in time and space. 

	Reflections on my teaching experiences, the extent to which the curriculum was conducive to pluralistic and open-ended teaching, and the forces that constrained my efforts to implement teaching methods that made it possible for students to experience something as close as I could engineer to what I had enjoyed in Cambridge. The reflections on teaching often include material on my writing activities, for what I learned while teaching fed into several of my most important publications, some of which were also written to facilitate the kind of teaching that I was trying to do. 

	Reflections on the administrative and service roles that I experienced. These roles grew progressively as time passed, with consequences for the research that I was able to undertake.

	An account of how my thinking as a behavioural economist evolved. 

	An account of my experiences as a conference participant, with critical reflections on the value of conference participation.

	An audit of the published output that I achieved by working at the institution in question. Here, I provide commentary on how some works originated (where they have not been discussed in earlier sections), and I reflect critically on the (lack of) value of some of the publications that I achieved and what I might have been wiser to produce instead. Early career researchers should find plenty of food for thought here about how to manage their own research activities.

	A reflective account of the process by which I came to leave my job at the institution in question and move on to the next stage in my life. In each case, it was not job insecurity that led me to want to move on: the moves were self-inflicted crucial experiments, from which I hope others may get food for thought about how they seek to run their own careers.

 
I adopted this section structure for these chapters mindful of the possibility that some readers will be interested only in particular topics (for example, pluralism and teaching, or how my behavioural perspective evolved). The standardised structure of Chapters 5 to 8 makes it easy for readers to navigate through the book if they want only to focus on a particular area.
Chapter 5 is devoted to my time at the University of Stirling in Scotland from mid-1979 to mid-1984. When I commenced work there, the University of Stirling was a small institution that had been running for barely a dozen years. During my time there, Brian Loasby was my intellectual mentor. I also worked closely with Sheila Dow, who is now rightly regarded as one of the world’s top heterodox economists. It was a formative time for Sheila and me in terms of developing our thinking on monetary economics and economic method, and we both managed to complete our PhDs and write books and papers while we were doing so. However, Sheila spent the rest of her career at Stirling, whereas I moved ‘Down Under’. An obvious question is whether my career strategy was a mistake. Chapters 6 to 8 provide some food for thought for answering this question.
Chapter 6 covers my seven years at the University of Tasmania, Australia, from mid-1984 to mid-1991. This period was not blighted by the kinds of resource constraints that I had experienced in Scotland, but there were two major challenges that I had to address. One was how to teach non-mainstream economics within a curriculum that was the most conservative I had yet encountered. The other issue was what to do as a researcher now that I no longer had to worry about getting a PhD but was geographically remote from researchers who were on a similar wavelength to me when it came to thinking about economics. What I opted to do delivered rewards rapidly in terms of academic advancement, earning me promotion to senior lecturer at age 31. Multiple interviews for more senior positions followed and the process culminated in me being offered the position of Professor of Economics at Lincoln University, near Christchurch in New Zealand. I accepted the offer, not merely because it seemed to be a better job but also because it would enable me to live in Christchurch, which I viewed as one of the most attractive cities in Australasia. I was only 35 when I took up the position in mid-1991.
Chapter 7 reveals how, in the decade that I held the chair at Lincoln, my career ran into difficulties that were compounded by some of the decisions that I made as I tried to deal with the problems I encountered. However, working there gave me my first experiences in PhD supervision, with evolutionary economist Jason Potts (who is now Distinguished Professor of Economics at RMIT University in Melbourne) as my first start-to-finish doctoral student. Working with Jason was a joy, in sharp contrast to the challenges that Lincoln posed for me in relation to maintaining teaching standards, cultivating a commitment to pluralism among my colleagues, and for keeping my research going even as communicating with far-off scholars became easy due to the spread of email and growth of the Internet. It proved to be a challenging environment from which to escape, too. I eventually bailed out by moving to the senior lectureship at the University of Queensland (UQ) that I mentioned earlier. With this shift to a very large, well-ranked institution, I felt I had a very clear idea about what I was getting into in academic and lifestyle terms, as I had spent the second half of 1999 at UQ as a visiting professor. 
However, as Chapter 8 reveals, my time at UQ from mid-2001 to the end of 2020 came with another set of challenges. I had hoped that, during my career, I would get a chance to test my ability to deal with pretty much all the kinds of tasks that an academic economist might undertake. Two boxes remained for me to tick when I took up my position at UQ, namely serving as head of department (which I had mistakenly expected to get to do at Lincoln but which I correctly anticipated I would not be likely to do while at UQ) and being a principal investigator in a large grant-funded project. The latter box was indeed ticked while I worked at UQ, with an expensive study of how, and how well, people were dealing with the difficult task of not wasting money on connection service plans for their mobile phones. This project was very much in the territory of behavioural economics, as well as of obvious interest to heterodox economists concerned with the extent to which corporations can succeed in, as Akerlof and Shiller (2015) put it, ‘phishing for phools’, but the project also left me with knowledge, shared in this chapter, about the challenges of this kind of work. 
The period covered in Chapter 8 was long enough also for me to do the following: 
 
	Witness the processes by which pluralism can wither away as an economics department evolves in the face of changing external pressures.

	Have a major role in PhD administration and participate in systems designed to prevent students from suffering the kind of protracted experience that I had gone through with my Cambridge PhD.

	Clarify my vision of behavioural economics and its relationship with heterodox economics. 

	Experience the challenges of trying to pursue a Cambridge-style teaching philosophy as resourcing levels and the norms of colleagues evolved and as teaching transitioned towards online methods.

 
All these areas are covered during Chapter 8, after which Chapter 9 brings together the wide variety of career lessons that were scattered through the book, along with some that are not covered in earlier chapters. Finally, Chapter 10 summarises my vision of how behavioural economics should be practised, why it is not being practised along these lines, and why heterodox economists should not be afraid of adopting the approach that I advocate. Chapters 9 and 10 can both be viewed as offering concluding reflections, but they have both been written as self-contained units, full of take-home messages for the convenience of those who are too busy to read the entire book.   

1 Beginnings
 
1.1	INTRODUCTION	
 
I was born in 1955, the year of publication of a couple of the first economic journal articles that were harbingers for Richard Cyert and James March’s (1963) Behavioral Theory of the Firm. One was Herbert Simon’s (1955) formal model of choice under conditions of bounded rationality. The other was Cyert and March’s (1955) analysis of how the responsiveness of large firms to changed market conditions could be affected by their organisational structures due to the need for information to be relayed from the initial recipient to the relevant decision-maker, after which the new price would in turn need to be relayed to customers. The year of my birth also coincided with the publication of George Kelly’s (1955) magnum opus, The Psychology of Personal Constructs, in which people are viewed not as hedonistic utility-seekers but as if they are scientists seeking to predict and control what happens in their lives. The work of Cyert, March, Simon and Kelly would later have a major impact on my life. But in 1955, nothing in my family background would have served as a pointer to where my future lay.
My parents both came from working-class families in the St Pancras/Camden Town and Islington areas of London. They married on Christmas Day, 1945, when my father Eric, at twenty-one, was a private in the Royal Army Medical Corps. He had been drafted after spending most of the war making parts for Spitfire fighter aircraft and had met Julia, my mother, at a dance class. She had only turned eighteen a few weeks before their wedding and had been working in a confectionery factory. Both had qualified for ‘central school’ (i.e., middle ability) but Eric’s father could not afford to keep him there beyond fourteen, while Julia, too, had ended her education very early due to not going back to school after returning to London following a brief evacuation at the start of the war. Julia’s evacuation had taken her to live with a middle-class family in Hitchin, 35 miles north of London, and it gave her a short taste of the kind of life that she ultimately went on to have. 
Unlike many in their generation, my parents delayed starting a family. Soon after they married, my father broke his leg badly in a motorcycle accident in his army camp at Tidworth in Wiltshire: he told me that it happened because an army truck unexpectedly turned out in front of him, and he had ridden his army motorcycle straight into it rather than swerving into a group of marching soldiers. To make matters worse, his leg had to be re-broken after being poorly set. After his slow recovery and demobbing, my parents were allocated a modern council flat not far from where they had grown up, and my father returned to working in a machine shop. However, my mother caught tuberculosis, probably from her father (who eventually succumbed to it, aged only 49). She was admitted to Grove Park Hospital in Lewisham, which had been a workhouse prior to World War I and had been acquired by the Metropolitan Asylums Board in 1918 for use as a specialist hospital for tuberculosis patients. At that time, tuberculosis had no drug-based cure and long-term resting in bed was the best hope for surviving it. On seeing how many fellow patients were succumbing to the disease, my mother decided to discharge herself and try to recover at home. With my father caring for her, she lived to tell the tale, but even once she had recovered, they delayed starting a family as she remained weak. Shortly after I was born, while she was pregnant with my sister, she caught tuberculosis again; this time, newly developed drugs provided the cure.
My mother’s periods of illness had financial consequences, too, not merely by keeping her out of the workforce but also because my father’s pride limited the extent to which he was willing to claim ‘national assistance’ when he took periods of unpaid leave while she was ill. As a result, they lived on their savings. When they told me about this in the late 1960s, as they belatedly began to accumulate a house deposit, it was my first lesson on principles-based behaviour. 
At the time that I was born, no one in my family had been educated beyond age fifteen. If I had followed in my father’s footsteps, I would have become an engineer by working my way up from teaboy in a small engineering works, becoming a skilled machine-tool operator and eventually being promoted to a junior management role in a large factory. However, my parents were keen not merely to take their own lives up into post-war Britain’s middle class; they expected that my sister and I should both get the best educations that we could and have much better careers than themselves.
 
 
1.2 	THE TOWN THAT MADE ME
 
Two years before I was born, my parents marked their aspirations for a better life by moving to Stevenage, about 30 miles north of London and 30 miles south-west of Cambridge. Stevenage was one of the rapidly expanding satellite towns that were being built about thirty miles from London under the 1946 New Towns Act, as part of the post-war planning and reconstruction process. When I was about ten years old, my parents investigated the possibility of emigrating to Australia, but they decided against doing so because they feared that what they viewed as a dusty land would exacerbate my problems with asthma. Otherwise, they showed no sign of considering moving elsewhere while I was growing up. Stevenage was thus the only town in which I lived before going to university, and it was in Stevenage that I got hooked on economics. These days, it is not a town that is seen as a great place to live, but in the early post-war period, it was seen very differently.
The decision of my parents to move to Stevenage was the result of a conversation between my father and a workplace colleague who was about to leave to take up another job. The colleague said that he was going to work in a factory in a new town that was being built in the countryside with clean air (unlike smog-prone London) and plenty of new houses to rent at reasonable rates. My father made inquiries about what might be available and, within weeks, he and my mother followed suit. Instead of being socially embedded in living close to the rest of their families, my parents had been very keen to move away.
As I grew up, I witnessed with great interest a ten-fold growth in my hometown’s population. This experience helped me to get a sense not merely of the payoffs to planning but also of how planners could get things wrong due to deficient foresight. What particularly struck me was how the planners seemed to envisage that, if they equipped the town with an extensive set of cycle tracks, the residents of Stevenage would make great use of them for commuting. The planners seemed to fail to appreciate the extent of the motorisation that would take place in the post-war decades, with people (including my father) switching to commuting by car as they became more affluent. Motorisation resulted in suburban streets becoming increasingly clogged by parked cars – partly because most houses were not built with off-street parking, let alone their own garages, but also because vehicle ownership spread to spouses and then to teenagers. In Stevenage’s main industrial area, there was a long period of disruption as the key arterial road was remodelled to cope with the volume of traffic. But at least Stevenage will not suffer the disruption that other cities face in attempting to retrofit cycle tracks into their transport systems to enable people to take a greener and fitter approach to commuting.
My parents’ decision to move to Stevenage, coupled with the cohort into which I was born, gave me the educational opportunities that enabled me to achieve a place at the University of Cambridge amid students who mostly came from non-state schools. I had the good fortune to be in one of the last cohorts of school children whose academic abilities determined which high schools they were able to attend. Because of this, as a very weedy-looking, bespectacled eleven-year-old, I was one of a handfull boys from my junior primary school who started their high school education in the autumn term of 1966 at what was then known as Alleyne’s Grammar School. Located at the northern end of old Stevenage, Alleyne’s had been founded in 1558, the year that Elizabeth I became Queen of England, and it had a proud academic heritage, often recruiting teachers with Oxbridge credentials. It is now known as The Thomas Alleyne Academy. In Chapter 2, I will explain the role that Alleyne’s played in starting me on the road that I took as an economist. But first, in the rest of this chapter, I offer a reflection on the non-academic side of my personal development and how it fed into the economics that I went on to do.
 
 
1.3 	FORMATIVE EXAMPLES OF QUESTIONABLE CONSUMER BEHAVIOUR
 
I have a very rich set of memories about the evolution of the lifestyle of my parents while I was growing up in Stevenage. The vividness of these memories is a result of the fact that from a very early age I watched closely what my parents did and listened intently to what they told me or what I heard them saying to each other about their choices. What I observed primed me to be sceptical about rational economic agent models when I encountered them as an undergraduate. Later, these memories contributed significantly to my openness to the idea of taking a psychological approach to consumer behaviour, particularly in relation to the role of emotions and the management of cognitive dissonance. They also helped make me receptive to the work of Thaler and others whom Mehta (2013) has accused of ‘pathologizing’ consumers, even though I never accepted that what an ‘econ’ would be expected to do in terms of rational choice theory should be the reference point for thinking about rationality. However, my ‘case study’ of my parents’ behaviour played no role at all in stirring my interest in the challenges that consumers face in dealing with complexity and how they try to cope with them.
My father was almost 47 when we moved, early in January 1971, into a five-year-old semi-detached chalet bungalow on a small private estate near the northern end of Stevenage old town, very close to my high school. Although my parents said that taking so long to get a foot on the property ownership ladder was a consequence of the impact of my mother’s bouts of tuberculosis on their ability to save up a house deposit, I have often wondered whether, in the first couple of decades of their marriage, they had even seriously entertained the idea of becoming homeowners. Their track record in spending suggested their priorities lay elsewhere. This was not surprising, given that before they moved to Stevenage the only time either of them had entered an owner-occupied home had been when my mother was evacuated; on moving to Stevenage, they had ready access to affordable modern rental housing provided by the Stevenage Development Corporation that the government had set up to administer the creation of the new town. In 1957, when my sister was born, they upgraded from a two-bedroom house to a much more spacious three-bedroom house. Moreover, at that stage, inflation rates were low and there was no sense that delaying getting on to the property ladder could be a regret-inducing error.
While failing to save a house deposit, my parents did manage to save up for modern consumer durables, rather than using emerging hire purchase opportunities to get these products sooner. By the time they moved to Stevenage, they already had not merely a standalone radio (in a huge wooden cabinet) and a radiogram but also the television that made it possible for them and their neighbours to watch the coronation of Queen Elizabeth II in June 1953. Around the time that I was born, my father acquired a 1932 Austin Seven car and was trying, unsuccessfully, to pass his driving test. The Austin was sold after he failed the test a second time, which was around the time that my mother was again diagnosed with tuberculosis. He was also learning to play the piano and had replaced his original, old-fashioned Brinsmead (which had candlestick holders and must have been bought second-hand) with a brand-new Zender. Around 1960, a refrigerator was purchased, and my mother started to shop at the new supermarkets in the town centre (using my sister’s stroller as the means to transport the shopping home) instead of making near-daily trips to the local shops. 
Even though I was then very young, it was hard for me not to notice this sudden transformation and the exciting new environment of Sainsbury’s supermarket, whose shopping trolleys I so keenly wanted to push. The following year, my parents had a telephone installed but they cancelled the service within a matter of months after repeatedly getting misdialled calls intended for a restaurant whose number was quite similar. They found this first telephonic experience so disconcerting that they did not have a telephone service again until they retired to Polperro in Cornwall in 1987, even though there was already a wall-mounted phone in the entrance hall of the house they purchased in 1971. Because of this, all telephone calls had to be made from a payphone and were only made when absolutely necessary. I thus grew up without developing any skills in handling telephone calls.
The first instance where I wondered about the quality of my parents’ decision-making was in respect of what they did when the sales of domestic tape recorders started to take off in the early 1960s. I had barely been at school a year when my parents joined the tape-recording bandwagon and recorded me reciting the child’s poem about how ‘Incy wincy spider climbed up the spout’. However, they did not do this by purchasing the kind of reel-to-reel recorder that we had seen on a visit to London to see some of my mother’s relatives, who keenly showed off their new toy. Instead, they economised by buying a ‘Gramdeck’. It was the first grown-ups’ product whose packaging grabbed my attention, as the various modules each came in a bright red box with an embossed brassy label that contributed to the product’s air of quality despite it being targeted at those who wanted to reduce the cost of experimenting with tape recording. 
As can be seen from videos posted on YouTube by collectors of vintage electronics products, a Gramdeck did not have an electric motor for driving the tape and the tape reel spindles. Instead, it piggybacked on the motor of a record player’s turntable, over whose spindle it was mounted. It also lacked a power amplifier and loudspeaker, with the signal from its pre-amplifier module being fed into the power amplifier of the record player or radiogram whose turntable power it was using. It delivered comparable sound quality to a typical tape recorder of its time but inevitably was hardly ever used in households that primarily wanted to listen to records rather than tape recordings. It might not take long to unbox and set up, but a behavioural economist would today view this hurdle as enough to be a deterrent to its use by consumers who are naturally prone to suffer from availability bias and to engage in quasi-hyperbolic discounting. My parents’ choice seemed crazy to me at the time, even though I was only six years old: it seemed obvious that the Gramdeck was hopelessly cumbersome to use and would be what I later learned to call a ‘white elephant’. This unwise purchase resulted from a visit by a door-to-door salesperson and was my first lesson in the value of having the confidence to say ‘No’ and to think carefully about products before buying them. The experience of seeing my uncle’s tape recorder and the Gramdeck led to a memorable case of confusion some months later, when I turned seven and moved from my infants’ school to the adjacent junior school: my teacher, Miss Claxton told the class that, if we wanted, we would be able to start learning to play the recorder, but of course it was the wind instrument, which I had not encountered before, not what I thought she meant.
A year or so before the Gramdeck was purchased, my father had given me what was probably the first demonstration I received of technological progress: he had the original 78-rpm record turntable in the radiogram replaced by one that could play a stack of 45-rpm singles or 33-rpm albums. The first 45-rpm single that he purchased was one of my first tastes of something Australian, namely Slim Dusty’s hit, ‘A Pub with No Beer’. The song’s lyrics puzzled me at one point, for without any notion of a dingo in my memory, the best I could make of the phrase ‘wild dingoes call’ was ‘wilding goes cool’! I imagined that ‘wilding’ referred to what I latter came to know an Australian refers to as ‘the bush’. Little did I know then, or subsequently with my confusion about ‘recorder’, that I would later spend a lot of my time dealing with the significance of our views of the world being personally constructed (Kelly, 1955) and memory-dependent (Hayek, 1952), as this instance neatly illustrates. Nor did I anticipate that, on a road-trip vacation over half a century later, my partner Annabelle and I would find ourselves disappointed that we could not eat at the hotel in Ingham, Queensland whose beer shortage story inspired the song. This time, the pub had plenty of beer, but it offered neither gluten-free nor vegan food.
Around 1967, my father decided to upgrade from the radiogram to a stereo system (without any form of tape recorder). Again, he seemed to make a mistake, despite this time being prepared to say ‘No’ to a salesperson. He arranged a home demonstration of a Bush Arena component hi-fi system by the local hi-fi store, Stevenage Record Centre. However, he decided against it under some pressure from my mother. Her concerns that the Bush system did not function as a piece of furniture were then addressed via the purchase of an elegant but sonically less capable stereogram from another store. 
I was very disappointed, as it was clear to me that stereograms were becoming obsolete and that the component system that my parents had rejected would be easier to upgrade and, in any case, already sounded better. The upgrading issue was on my mind because it was clear that when the radiogram’s turntable had been replaced, this had very obviously entailed replacing some of the elegant, polished wood in the cabinet with a sheet of plywood to accommodate the new turntable’s mounting requirements. Any such transplant looked like it would be very problematic on the stereogram due to its very different cabinet configuration. It was also clear that the stereogram’s integral speakers resulted in a less than ideal sonic experience because of where it had to be put to fit in the lounge, whereas separate speakers would have given the flexibility to get the best stereo separation. It was not clear that my mother really understood what stereophonic sound was all about, but she saw the teak stereogram as a nice piece of furniture that included storage space for their growing collection of records.
The stereogram served them well for a decade before it was given away and replaced by a Rotel component hi-fi system that included a cassette deck. This time, my mother could not veto a component system by questioning where it, and the LPs that had been stored in the stereogram, might be put: my father had already built a set of low cupboards that also served as a modern-looking stand. This was one of several rather IKEA-like items of furniture that he made using second-hand melamine-faced panels that he purchased from a stall in Hitchin market that sold parts of kitchen units that had been salvaged rather than simply being tossed into skips when homes were being renovated. 
All in all, the stereo saga seemed to be blighted by short-term thinking. If they had bought the Bush Arena system, they could readily have upgraded the turntable (and added a stereo FM radio tuner) without any custom installation being needed, and the amplifier and speakers of the system would probably have served them for many decades. The saga was my first practical lesson on why it could matter whether systems were integrated or modular, an issue that would later become one of my enduring interests via Simon’s (1962, 1969) work on the evolutionary significance of system architecture.
My parents’ car choices provided other food for my thinking on consumer behaviour. After selling the Austin Seven, my father continued cycling to work until early 1964, when he bought a 1954 Standard Eight from a colleague, who also taught him to drive well enough to pass the test this time around. Never again did family holidays necessitate travelling by coach or train. However, at the end of 1964, the Standard Eight was replaced by a brand-new Monaco-red Ford Anglia Deluxe. I was disappointed that my father did not buy from the same dealer the one-year-old Anglia Super that he also considered. The latter had a bigger engine and a sportier look, as it was finished in white with a dark green roof and side stripes. However, my mother vetoed it on the basis that ‘Bottle green is unlucky’. This superstition-based decision rule left me wondering about her sanity, but she is not a lone example of someone having this affliction, particularly in relation to cars – as is readily evident if one Googles <dark green unlucky> and examines the search results.
Unlike the blue Ford Anglia of the Weasley family in the Harry Potter movies, my father’s red Anglia did not fly. Indeed, it suffered from terrible stalling and juddering when he took delivery of it from Zenith Motors in Stevenage, and it continued to operate as if it were powered by what my father called ‘kangaroo petrol’ until its woeful one-year warranty had expired. At that point, Zenith’s mechanics seemed finally able to diagnose what was causing the problem, namely a porous carburettor casting. This was the first situation I encountered that looked like it was an example of what Williamson (1975) labelled as ‘opportunism’ – i.e., a possible case of guileful, self-serving behaviour by Ford’s dealer, exploiting my father’s lack of knowledge about their previous ‘efforts’ at diagnosing the problem.
It is to be hoped that these days Zenith Stevenage (which went on to become a local institution and is still the town’s Ford dealer) would operate in a more Marshallian manner and treat its customers with what are now referred to as post-warranty ‘goodwill gestures’, and fix problems without charge if they become evident shortly after the expiry of vehicle warranties. However, the earlier failures to diagnose the carburettor problem may have been a case of incompetence, for other encounters with Zenith’s service department drove my father to start to service the Anglia himself. 
The last straw was when legislation was introduced requiring all new cars to have front seat belts (from 1 January 1968) and my father wisely decided to have some retrofitted even though the Anglia’s December 1964 registration meant that it fell short of the compulsory retrofitting for cars made from 1965 to 1968. He asked Zenith to install the belts that he had purchased via a mail-order offer he had seen in The Sun (which had become our daily newspaper when it succeeded The Daily Herald, whose last year or so of output provided my first experiences as a newspaper reader). However, pre-fitted seatbelt mounts had not been made compulsory until the year after my father’s car had been manufactured, and Zenith’s staff clearly had no idea about where to mount the seatbelts: when my father collected the car, he found that they had anchored what should have been the door-pillar mount to the rear floor so that, as my father put it ‘Even a deformed dwarf wouldn’t have been able to use them’. 
But although my father sought to overcome the risk of opportunism and incompetence by servicing the Anglia himself, he was over-confident about his own capacity to do the job. As a result, one Monday morning, my father and I had to push the Anglia to a local garage due to his service efforts the previous afternoon leaving it unwilling to fire properly. He was late for work that morning but fortuitously I was offered a lift by my form teacher who happened to be passing as we reached the garage. The Anglia thus provided my first experience of the economics of outsourcing versus do-it-yourself.
Despite not having accumulated a particularly high mileage, the Anglia was replaced around Easter 1970 by a brand-new Morris 1300. By this time, my mother had at last re-joined the labour force, greatly improving our family finances. However, trading up to the Morris had all the signs of being an unduly panicked reaction to the first signs of rust on the Ford. The Morris was purchased only eight months before they bought their first house and it chewed up a significant part of the house deposit that they were trying to accumulate. As a result, their first couple of years as homeowners involved needless mortgage stress. But they were happy to leave the house they had rented for the past thirteen year. They felt they had got out in the nick of time. This was not simply because of the increase in inflation of housing prices, but also because of their racial prejudices: they were concerned that, as the oldest part of the new town, the area in which we had lived was absorbing a disproportionate number of ‘immigrants’ as those who had been there longer moved on to newer public rental homes further from the town centre or, like us, became homebuyers in a private estate.
With front-wheel drive and a ‘hydrolastic’ suspension system, the Morris 1300 was mechanically much more complex than the Anglia and my father outsourced its servicing. However, he opted to have it serviced by an independent local garage close to where we lived, rather than by the authorised dealer from whom he had purchased it. This strategy also left us wondering about service quality. The most spectacular case was when one side of the front suspension collapsed one evening when my father was driving into our estate. More costly was the fact that the engine and gearbox wore out unexpectedly quickly, with my father having a reconditioned engine and gearbox installed when the car was barely six years old. His decision to authorise this rather than scrap the car was probably another mistake, for two years later he got a terrible trade-in deal due to the major rust problems that had emerged. But perhaps he was misled about the prospective costs of attending to the rust problem, for, a year or so later, he spotted the car running, with new sills. At that point, I had not yet come across the classic article on credence goods by Darby and Karni (1973), but my father’s experiences with motoring ensured that I was very conscious of both the importance of trust for the functioning of markets and the problem of knowing when a supplier was trustworthy.
My father’s behaviour in respect of the car with which he replaced the Morris provided my first experience of a factor that rational choice theory would view as irrelevant in choice, namely, a product’s country of origin. (Note that, for all her racial prejudices, my mother was willing to buy and eat fruit that people of colour had grown and harvested.) The car in question was a brand-new Honda Civic, which my father sold, after only two years, in as-new condition (without even having removed the clear plastic film that covered the doors’ interior trim) and with a very low mileage. Soon after selling the Civic, he told me that this was because he just didn’t feel comfortable having a car that came from Japan, ‘given what the Japs did to our forces in World War II’. He felt that he really should have bought a British car and hence traded the Civic against a brand-new Ford Fiesta. I was rather peeved he had done so without offering me the chance to buy the Civic from him. Given the maintenance costs I had run into on my first car, I would have been interested in such an opportunity. Even so, I refrained from immediately telling him that his ‘British’ Ford was actually made in Spain. His behaviour left me wondering how many people allow the country of origin to affect their choices. I subsequently encountered many other instances of this sort of behaviour (most recently in relation to people using a ‘nothing from China’ rule) and noted examples of it in some of David Lodge’s novels (see Earl, 2011a). However, I have never sought to investigate it via a systematic empirical study.
The choices that my father made in relation to getting his cars serviced seemed, over-confidence aside, to have far more reasonable foundations than those that he and my mother made in relation to house maintenance. There, they displayed a dysfunctional reluctance to have tradespeople come to fix things that needed to be fixed. My father would instead do his best, as with bodged work on replacing rotting windowsills and the garden gate on the house they bought. If that strategy failed, the problem would be left as it was if they felt they could ‘live with it’. An example of the latter was their willingness to keep flushing the upstairs toilet by taking the cistern lid off and fiddling with the mechanism: they never showed me or my sister the knack for doing this and they lived with this situation from the day they moved in until the day they moved out over sixteen years later following my father’s retirement. 
Their move to a brand-new bungalow in Cornwall left them without such problems for a while, but gradually more and more issues became evident each time I or my sister visited, such as a sagging kitchen ceiling and failed bathroom taps. At one point, the failure of the sound on the lounge TV was addressed by purchasing a cheap portable black and white TV and sitting it on top of the problematic TV as a source of sound, rather than by calling a TV repairer to see if the problem could be fixed. 
Whenever I or my sister commented to them about things that they were neglecting to get fixed, their replies revealed that the issue did not seem to entail concerns about the risk of opportunistic over- or under-servicing that they might reasonably have had after their vehicle maintenance experiences, and they did not seem to have an exaggerated view of my father’s capacities as a handyman (as opposed to his engineering expertise being applicable to servicing a car). Rather, both my parents were wary of having outsiders come to the house to do any
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