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 Other letters came from Hugh Trevor-Roper. In them he made several references 
to Agnes Trollope. Agnes Trollope was an invented seventeenth century historian 
living in Westmorland. At some point, when Trevor-Roper realized I lived in the 
Lake District, to give authenticity to his letters with this pseudonym to the New York 
Review of Books, he would give me a letter, and ask me to put it in an envelope and 
post it in Ambleside. I did this, without reading them. One I have discovered was 
published in the New York Review of Books on April 28 1966.  
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To this, Lawrence Stone replied: 

 
My wife has read to me (from behind a screen) the letter addressed to you by "Miss 
Agnes Trollope." Natural modesty and the Supreme Court forbid me to give detailed 
clinical answers in public to the intimate questions asked by "Miss Trollope." But let 
me suggest that she begin her historicopschologico-demographico-sexual education 
(so understandably defective in a provincial backwater like Buttocks near Ambleside) 
by a study of some of the works of Freud and N.O.Brown, Erik Erikson and Margaret 
Mead, T.H. Hollingsworth and E.A. Wrigley, Louis henry and Pierre Goubert.  
 
Trevor-Roper asked me to reply to this, and here is my typed out (signed by me in 
Agnes' handwriting) letter.  
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Just to extend the story, which incidentally shows how I was given a privileged 
position within the gossip and quarrels of great figures in the generation above me and 
trusted with materials, here is an amusing account of how the Agnes Trollope fiction 
continued, as shown in an internet exchange.  
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I wrote to my friend Arthur Searle at the Essex Record Office on 16th July.  
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Letter to Keith Thomas 21st July Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I hope my chapter on ‘3 Villages’ arrived safely and is not proving too stodgy. I enclose some 
receipts from the Essex Record Office for xeroxes, Photostats and microfilms of records. I wonder if you 
would be kind enough to write a note to the Dept. of Education and send it off in the enclosed envelope 
with the receipts? They said they would consider payment ‘upon production of receipts and certificate 
from your supervisor to the effect that these are essential to your research and that the information 
cannot be obtained from any other sources’. Most of the xeroxes were of particularly difficult cases in 
the archdeaconry records and the microfilms were of wills, manorial, parish registers, churchwardens 
accounts etc. for my village studies. The former were made necessary by the fact that I had to keep a 
room in both Oxford and Essex during my visits there, the latter mainly because I am working at 
home. Actually the total comes to over £20 (which is all I can claim for) and does not include a 
certain amount of photographic work at the B.M. and P.R.O. I hope all this is in order.  
 I wonder if you will be back in Oxford on the week-end of Saturday-Sunday 13th-14th August? If 
you are, could we meet at any time on either day (or, if better, on Friday 12th?). At present I’m 
writing a chapter discussing the various possible interpretations of witchcraft – puritanism, medical 
etc. If possible, I’ll let you have this well before I see you.  
 L.S.E. are proving as difficult as possible about my course. Having failed to tell me about the 
S.S.R.C grants at all, and then being muddled (Firth) about whether I was eligible, they have 
subsequently lost (and re-found after sending me two warning letters) your testimonial; changed my 
registration from an M.Sc. in social anthropology to a Diploma in Anthropology – without consulting 
me – which includes a considerable amount of physical anthropology and linguistics I believe; forgot to 
send me the application form for an S.S.R.C grant – they only sent it two days ago and the results are 
due out in two weeks; and now they’ve refused to let me do 3 hours seminar work a week for nine 
weeks in Nottingham, because internal students at London in no circumstances must leave the city! So 
much for the integration of history and anthropology.  
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 Sorry to end on this peevish note, and to bother you once again. I hope your work goes well. Yours 
sincerely, 
 
 I wrote on 22nd July from Field Head to Trevor-Roper 
 
 Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 It was most kind of you to write, and at such length. Thank you. I'm glad you're feeling revived on 
what sounds a delightful diet. I'm glad your insomnia has gone also. Perhaps the arrival of relations 
has disturbed your bachelor routine and elevated conversations with the gardiner. It sounds as idyllic as 
the Lakes, and that is a high compliment. It was very generous of you to suggest that I might come to 
stay and work, alongside, on witches. Unfortunately I'm just off to Ireland for a few days holiday with 
Gill (the girl who tripped down, or rather up, your stairs) and so must, regretfully, decline. 1 
 The main purpose of this letter, apart from answering yours, is to send you the enclosed (very faint 
I am afraid) carbon of a letter I have just had to send to Prof. Koenigsberger's colleague. As you will 
see there, L.S.E. are refusing to let me lecture at Nottingham – or rather the Secretary of the Graduate 
School is. She is a most incompetent and unhelpful woman. She failed to tell me that the Social Science 
Research Council were my most likely source of money, though I wrote to her twice asking for likely 
grants; she lost my testimonials; she almost forgot to send me an application form for a Social Science 
grand – and perhaps wouldn't have remember if I hadn't, by accident, aroused her over this 
Nottingham issue: now she says I mustn't teach. I've waved your and Prof. Koenigsberger's names at 
her, but she won't budge. I suppose there is nothing one can do. Since I am hoping to engineer social 
reform in India, I feel that I should not be daunted by such a small obstacle, but I don't quite know 
who to lobby. Please don't feel you need get involved: you have enough people to deal with already, 
including the Chinese and Prof. Stone. It's just so annoying that after everyone goes on moaning about 
the integration of anthropology and history (esp. the Professor of Anthropology at L.S.E. who has 
written a lot on the subject) they make it as difficult as possible for people to move from one discipline 
to the other. I feel almost tempted to pack it all up, become a pre-school master and really read myself 
into the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries.  
 I wish I could help you with references, but I fear that Ambleside is not renowned for its learned 
libraries. I'm sure it was better equipped when Dr. Arnold, De Quincey, Wordsworth, Ruskin and 
Coleridge all lived within 10 miles. Actually I've just discovered an excellent country-house library at 
Rydal Hall. It's not been catalogued and looks as if it has a fine legal collection of C17-C18 writers 
and travellers. It's now run as an Anglican retreat and the library is never used. If you think any of 
your references might be to the sort of book owned by a wealthy gentry family, or might be to works I've 
look at, don't hesitate to ask. I will be in Manchester for a morning on the way to Ireland (probably) 
and if I heard from you by Tuesday could look up a few things at the John Rylands Library – which 
I want to visit to see the original of the Minute Book of the Dedham Classis.  
 I hope your piece on witches goes well: I'm finding interpreting all my statistics incredibly difficult. 
to answer, every briefly (there will be a fuller discussion in my thesis) your two questions:  
a) Witchcraft and Catholicism – I don't think the connection is very important. The only way in 
which it was important was that anything vaguely superstitious was termed 'witchcraft'. Thus, for 
example, any attempts to cure animals or humans by prayers etc. were called 'witchcraft'. This was 
taken to extreme lengths: people who said the Lords Prayer were called witches by some. One example 
you might like was in March 1605 before the Bishop of London's Commissary (this is from a 
Correction book starting in March 1605, f.69, at present in transit to the Guildhall London and 
stored in the P.R.O. – where it has no call mark) 

 Elizabeth Chapman of Ugley, widow, was presented 'for disturbing their vicar readinge Davids 
psalmes in tyme of devyne prayer uppon the Sonday sevenight before St James daies laste in the 

                                                
1 This is the first named reference in this account to Gillian Ions, whom I had met in 
the Spring in Oxford and whom I married on December 25th 1966.  
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fornoone and for that she audatiously in the audience of the Congregacon prayers beinge finished did 
advice their vicar to leave of his witchery coniuration and sorcery ... she admitted that she said 'that 
she prayed god that he did so as he sed', she further admitted that she struck the minister.  

 I don't think people were called witches because they were Roman Catholics. As for the amount of 
popery generally, I wouldn't have thought the country was nearly as seething with it as Lancashire. the 
only statistics I know of are in an M.A. (London, 1960) thesis by M.O'Dwyer on 'Catholic 
Recusants in Essex, c. 1580-1600'. On p.24 he says that every hundred in Essex had active 
Catholics to the end of Elizabeth's reign, but the 'diocesan returns of recusants' in 1577 only had 60 
Essex names. On p.43 he says that recusants lived in 115 and owned land in 83 more parishes of a 
total of 395 parishes. In the villages I've studied in detail, 3 in all, there seems to be little Recusancy. 
Measured in terms of church attendance (gauged from the ecclesiastical court records) in all three 
villages, numbering a total population of some 1,000 persons, there were, over the whole of Elizabeth's 
reign, only some half dozen likely Catholics, at the most. An analysis of wills (on the method of 
Dickens) shows that people stopped bequeathing their soul to the Blessed Virgin Mary in the early 
1550s. 
b) Why was Essex so witch-conscious? This is a huge question, of course, and I'm not sure that my 
whole thesis answers it. I'm afraid I'll have to refer you to the penultimate chapter which discusses 
whether it was 1) the medical background – plague and unknown disease. 2) the economic background 
– a very rapidly growing population, proximity to the London market, the introduction of the new 
draperies, huge amounts of migration, early enclosures hemming in population, etc. 3) the religious 
background – strong centre of Puritanism etc 4) the kinship structure 5) the manorial and 
neighbourhood system 6) the sexual and age groups and so on. If (and I think that the impression is 
heightened by the comparatively excellent survival of Essex evidence) Essex was exceptional, I think it 
was because of a combination of these factors. Sorry to be so vague, but it would take a long time to 
discuss all the issues in detail. No doubt you will have more than enough of such discussion before 
long. 
 As for the formidable Miss Trollope, I'm sorry to hear the proverbial cat is out of the bag. I gather 
Stone knew: for instance he sent a card to Keith Thomas to say that you were carrying on 'an obscene' 
and humorous correspondence in the New York Review. So Oxford must know.  
 Please forgive me for letting you down about Nottingham. I hope you have a restful summer.  
  
 
 
There were further letters from Hugh Trevor-Roper.  
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I wrote to Lady Clay on 26th July from Field Head 
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Dear Lady Clay, 
Funny how we always seem to decide to write to each other on the same day – perhaps psychic? 

Even as I type this perhaps you’re writing - Anyhow, thank you very much for your long letter: hope 
you got my little p.c. in return. I’m off to Ireland for ten days from this evening so I’m replying now. 
This won’t be very high-power stuff I’m afraid as most of my energy is being devoted to witches as the 
moment. Like all theses mine is at least a month behind schedule, but not to worry...  

Sorry, for his sake at least, to hear of the death of K.B. Macfarlane – though he was a strange and 
frightening man. Have you seen any obituaries? What did he die of? I wonder who will take his place.  

Sorry to hear that people have been criticising C. Hill. I think its probably a measure of his courage 
(and, probably, narrow-mindedness) that people should find he doesn’t drop all his egalitarian, anti-
hierarchical principles once he is accepted into the Establishment. Only a very blind person could say 
that a book like Puritanism and Society (which I’m just reading) could have been picked up from his 
pupils. Though I think his sociology is home-spun and his sources are too limited to impressionistic 
pamphlet literature and secondary sources, I’m still convinced that he’s the most stimulating historian 
on English C17 England since Tawney – though his influence, in the long-run, will be less than 
Hoskins’. His knowledge is quite incredible, especially when, as he claims, he employs no highly 
complex filing-system etc. I was interested to hear of your meetings with Mrs. Habakkuk: she is a 
dear. I would be interested to hear of his working methods. I expect you’ve read the massive ‘Papers 
presented to the Past and Present Conference’, stimulating but not shattering. Collinson’s paper, for 
instance, used some very good sources, but did not attempt to answer any of the really exciting 
questions. He just misses, in my humble opinion, being very good indeed, both in his thesis and his 
other works. He talks about ‘the sociology of religion’, but his writing shows less evidence of 
sociological interest than Tawney’s despite the enormous amount that has been written on the subject 
since Religion and the Rise – Still, perhaps I’m a bit prejudiced since he’s stepped into my own 
particular plot, Essex Archdeaconry records...  

I wonder why you get melancholy in August – the weather, the deadness of Oxford or what? I’m 
puzzling about melancholy generally at the moment – especially in the C16. Am trying to work out 
how much mental break-down, tension, anxiety, pain there was in the Elizabethan period & how 
people reacted to it. It’s difficult to get statistics on this kind of subject. You probably know of various 
essays on social history, including one by Hoskins and interesting ones on prisons and medicine in 
Shakespeare Survey, no. 17 ed. Allardyce Nicoll (called ‘Shakespeare in His Own Age’, Camb. U.P. 
1964). This has a little on illness etc. but not beyond what one knew already – that very little was 
known about most diseases; that there were masses of quacks; that medicine was very closely connected 
with astrology etc. I don’t know where one would start looking for evidence for such subjects in the 
middle ages. Oh well, I’ve got enough problems to fill a life-time.  

Mush rush off and put a tooth-brush and comb in a bag for Ireland. Hope to see you in early 
August.  

 
Letter from Keith Thomas 27th July 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
 I have just got back from Cornwall to find your latest chapter, which I have not yet had time to 

read. I have however added a note to your batch of invoices and sent them off. I am a bit reluctant to 
fix a date in August as I am not quite sure of my movements at present (I may be in Wales then). I 
suggest that you give me a ring as soon as we get to Oxford and if I’m here I’ll fix a time with 
pleasure. If not then it will have to be when you are next in Oxford. I hope this isn’t too unsatisfactory 
for you.  

 What a lot of crosses you are having to bear for L.S.E. I do hope you get fixed up in the end. 
What is the Nottingham seminar you talk of? 

 All the best, Keith 
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1966 - AUGUST 
 

 
 

Alan, Fiona, Anne, Iris 
 

I wrote to Keith Thomas on 9th August from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your letter and for sending a note to the Dept. of Ed. Re. my invoices. As you see I 
enclose a couple more short, general, chapters which are the first half of my conclusion. I still have to 
rewrite the introduction, which was unsatisfactory, and write another concluding section on the English 
and European background. I hope to have this done by the end of month. I will just have to overlap 
into my L.S.E. course which is a nuisance.  
 There is no hurry about these chapters or the last one I sent you. I will probably be in Oxford this 
coming week-end and will ring to see if you are up. Otherwise I look forward to seeing you early in 
September. I do hope the book progresses. My Nottingham seminar is only some fill-in tutoring for one 
term which Trevor-Roper asked if I would like to do. No news of an S.S.R.C grant yet. Yours 
sincerely,  
 
 A few days later I heard again from Hugh Trevor-Roper.  
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 I replied on 22nd August from Field Head.  
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Letter to Keith Thomas on 25 August from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I wonder if you could just have a quick look at the enclosed suggested method of doing the appendix 
of witchcraft cases? If (& the Notes for Writers of … D.Phil. Theses..’ does not quite make this 
clear, p.5) the 100,000 words includes the appendices I am going to be very short of space. I don’t 
want to take up more than 7,000 words (i.e. about 10 words per case) in the appendices – which 
means a very bald summary. Do you think I have the essential details? Do you think any of the cases – 
e.g. any of those from ecclesiastical, borough or Star Chamber deserve quoting at any greater length? As 
it is, anyone wanting to pursue the ecclesiastical cases, for instance, would have to go off to Essex and 
master the procedure and palaeography of the Archdeaconry records before he could read them. Still, it 
looks as if I have no alternative.  
 Could you let me know what you think as soon as possible as I want to finish the appendix before I 
go to London.  
 
 I was furiously writing during this period and also working on the appendices. The 
next, and to me particularly significant, chapter was on ‘3 Essex villages’. This was 
very long (33 pages) and the closest I got to real anthropology.  
 The First page was as follows.  
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 One other page shows my attempt to investigate family relationships.  
 

 
 
 I mentioned that I was sending another draft of the first half of my conclusion. This 
was 17 pages and was annotated by Keith. The first page is as follows.  
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 I wrote again to Lady Clay in reply to another letter from her.  
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I sent a card to Keith Thomas on 25th August from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thought you might be interested to hear that I’ve just received a letter to say I’ve got an S.S.R.C. 
award for next year. Many thanks for all your support in this (as also for a most enjoyable 
tea/discussion during my last visit to Oxford). Hope the book thunders on …. 
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane (P.S. have received £20 for photographic expenses: thanks)  
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1966 - September 
 

 I wrote to Sir Anthony Wagner, Garter King of Arms, to inform him of my grant.  
 

 
 

 I wrote to Keith Thomas on 5th September from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
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 I enclose an introduction and concluding chapter to the thesis – parts of each you have seen before 
but I’ve pruned desperately. If we could discuss these on my next visit to Oxford, probably in early 
Oct. that would be fine. I’m now in the process of re-writing and cutting down: very exhausting I find 
it.  
 Thank you for your suggestions re. the appendices. I agree that the cases should include a very brief 
summary. The trouble is that with about 1,000 cases to list I can’t really allow myself more than 10 
words per case – even that’s 1/10th of the thesis space gone. When one has stated date, place, name, 
reference, verdict, there is little room left. Still, will see what I can do.  
 
I wrote to Hilda Grieve on 4th September 1966, from Field Head 
 
Dear Hilda,  
 It seems a long time since I was last at the E.R.O. so just drop a line to let you hear how things 
are going. I hope to be able to get to Chelmsford more often from London next year and look forward to 
seeing yu all then. I wonder how your work is going? Does 'Chelmsford' inch towards the publishers, 
or are you still trying to untangle the late middle ages? I was most impressed by the map etc. when I 
was taken round Ingatestone.  
 My thesis goes quite well. The whole of the first draft is written and, though it needs fairly 
extensive modification and simplification, I see the end in sight. I should get it off to the typist by 
December. My supervisor, Mr. Thomas, seems pleased. I have stuck my neck out and signed a 
contract with Routledge & Kegan Paul for a book on 'Tudor and Stuart Witchcraft' to be delivered by 
the end of next year. I am still proposing to do anthropology at the London School of Economics next 
year, to see if I can't save sociological history from the amateur hands of Laslett et. al. I have been 
fortunate enough (after a long tussle) to get a Social Science Research Council studentship for next 
year. Not exactly a vast amount – on a par with a State Studentship – but more than I ever hoped for 
and puts off my spare-time work in a coffee-bar for another year at least. I am still very grateful to you 
for the concern and active help you gave me in trying to find support. Garter was very nice and it was 
an experience meeting him, even if I'm not going to work for him. I'm also supplementing my income a 
little (only enough to get my thesis typed) by a term's lecturing (one day a week) at Nottingham 
university. ... you have all been terribly kind and also you, particularly, Hilda, have been one of the 
major inspirations of my thesis. I hope my acknowledgement will finally repay some of your labour. I 
imagine you will be too busy to read the proofs of the thesis, but very much look forward to your 
comments when it is finished.... 
 
 I heard from the Garter King of Arms.  
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 Trevor-Roper's next letter alludes to a letter of mine which has been lost.  
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I wrote to Lady Clay on 17th September 1966 from Field Head 
 
Dear Lady Clay,  
 The letter I promised in my card – though it will be rather short I am afraid. My thesis is at its 
most fraying stage and after a day of appendices I don’t feel like writing at all. Still, it cheers me so 
much to hear from you that I want to precipitate another letter by writing to you. It was nice to hear 
all your news. Hope the writing of your Elizabeth talk went O.K. It should be peanuts to you – except 
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that you know too much. I’ve got to that stage with my thesis. What really exhausts me is having to 
discard so much information that has taken me months to extract, to summarize it all into a half-truth 
which I might have guessed at the beginning. I find it very difficult to be sure that I’m really doing 
anything worthwhile. One gets so close to the subject that it is impossible to decide whether one hasn’t 
just buried oneself in some pile of silt at the bottom of an unimportant tributary to the historical stream 
– and other Trevor-Roper-like metaphors! (I have to eschew any colourful or high spirited writing in 
my thesis – so you’ll have to beware muddy rhetoric in my letters) Anyhow, the main point is to say 
that I hope that September has restored your good humour, and that with the trees turning to the 
melancholy slaughter of autumn you feel revived. When my eyes blear open from their appendix-
gummed state I vaguely notice leaves turning incredible reds and golds and the autumn beginning to 
toast the bracken. But even being in love isn’t enough to raise me from my witches for more than a sniff 
of the Twentieth Century. Still, the thesis goes very well and I should have nearly half of it written in 
final form, and the rest in a fairly advanced draft by the time I go to London.  
 I think you know my plans. I have got a Social Science Research Council grant for the next two 
years (they made a mistake at first and told me it was only for one) – £500 p.a. Not much to live in 
London and keep a wife on – but I can hardly grumble having resigned myself to working as a lift-boy 
to keep myself. I really am excited at the prospect of learning something about social anthropology and 
sociology. I’m sure it will be a great help to my seventeenth-century studies. I would, finally, like to 
(among other things) do a study like that of Le Roy Ladurie reviewed in last week’s T.L.S. – did you 
find his introductory essay intersting? I enclose draft chapter – it will have to be tightened up and cut 
down – on witchcraft in three Essex village. This is my first attempt at village sociology. I would very 
much value any comments – suggested sources or problems – you would care to make on it. Perhaps 
you could hold onto it until the beginning of October when I should be in Oxford and when I will 
collect it from you. Please don’t bother to read it if you find it trying – rough chapters out of theses 
must be most irritating to read – but having been launched into local history by your enthusiasm for 
Hoskins over 4 years ago, I would value your comments.  
 Hope to see you soon. Look after yourself.  
 
 I wrote to my sister Anne, who was living in France.  
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 I replied to Sir Anthony Wagner on the same day, drawing on my letter from my 
grandfather (reproduced above on 10th May).  
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 During the late autumn I wrote rough drafts of the conclusion and introduction, 
which were revised considerably before the thesis was submitted. Writing these two 
chapters is always particularly tricky and has to be done when the body of the thesis 
has been completed. There was a second, formal, conclusion, which I may also have 
written in draft at this time. It is fifteen pages long and was annotated by Keith 
Thomas. The first page is as follows.  
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 The first draft of the introduction was about 13 pages long and again annotated by 
Keith Thomas. This is the first page.  
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Witchcraft - final writing up 1966-7 
 

October 1966  
 

To my parents from 44 Ridge Road, London 1st October 1966 
 
 Well, have arrived safely and am sitting comfortably, well fed, well-dressed and surrounded by 
acres of books and tables and files. Bliss! But I miss Field Heed and the Lakes all the same, and 
especially both of you. Thanks would be too paltry to express my debt to you both: but I really am 
terribly grateful for everything you have done for me from waking me every morning at 7 a.m. (or a bit 
later!) to cutting my hair; from providing delicious meals, to helping me so magnificently in my work. 
If my work ever comes to anything it will be in a large measure due to you. I will always remember 
this last year as one of my happiest. Before too lyrical, but really, thank you – it was wonderful. .. 

 
 I wrote to Keith Thomas on 2nd October from 44, Ridge Road, London, N.8, the 
flat to which we had just moved as I started my course at the London School of 
Economics.  
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I wonder if I might see you to discuss the introductory and concluding chapters which I have sent? 
Also, I could bring down the appendices which are completed; in thesis condition, I hope. As you see, I 
am now established in London, and mail will reach me at the above address. I start at L.S.E. on 
Monday.  
 I intend coming up to Oxford on one of the next three week-ends... Will be interested to hear re. 
progress of the book etc and hope you've had a productive autumn and I look forward to seeing you,  
 Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane 

 
 The first was written to Paul Hyams, who had been reading history at Worcester 
with me as an undergraduate and had then gone on to get a Research Fellowship. We 
had shared tutorials in the last year, though he had done better with me and obtained 
a first.  
 
Letter to Paul Hyams, Jesus College, Oxford on 3rd October, from 44, Ridge Road, 
London. N.8, , 3 October 1966 
 
Dear Paul,  
 I have been meaning to write for ages, but now that I know that you must be back from Israel (how 
was it? exhilarating I hope), and in Oxford, I really have no excuse. Meeting you briefly in the street 
at the end of last term reminded me how much we had to say to each other. I was especially delighted 
to hear of your enthusiasm for anthropology, but more of that in a moment. First, news. How are 
things with you? ... What is it like to be a 'baby' don? I envy you in many ways. How goes the thesis? 
Are you writing any learned articles? If you ever have time, drop a line to the above address where I am 
now resident. I'd love to hear. My main news is engagement to Gill – the girl you met me with. You'll 
be getting a formal invitation to the wedding soon... 
 As I may have said, I'm just embarking on a 2-yr. Diploma in Social Anthropology at L.S.E. I 
started there yesterday. I've been fortunate enough to get a 2-yr. Social Science Research Council grant 
and, with Gill's grant/salary as a Probation Officer we should just scrape through. I'm doing a term’s 
tutoring, one day a week, at Nottingham University, helping them out on European History from 
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1400-1700 – god help them! In my spare time (of which I seem to get a fair amount on this course – 
exams aren't until next year (1968)) I'm finishing the thesis – which has been written once, but parts 
of which have to be re-drafted and the bibliography made. Also I've got a contract to write a book on 
witches – but that hasn't got to be completed for over a year.  
 About anthropology: I would be interested to hear your views on its utility to historians. Have you a 
lot of ideas beyond Keith's article? Are you working on any particular lines. So far I've made a 
tentative study of suicide, of the religious/economic/kinship/social system in three Elizabethan 
villages –concentrating on crime and Puritanism; then there is witchcraft of course. I couldn't have 
started to study the subject if I hadn't had the works of anthropologists as a theoretical model. I'm now 
looking around for a subject for a short dissertation instead of 2 papers of my Diploma. My new 
supervisor, Prof. Schapera, suggested the historical study of incest regulations – with particular 
reference (of course!) to sixteenth-century Essex. As a starting-point for a general study of the 
relationships between religion and sex, e.g. of subjects such as the force of taboos, the sexual effects of 
the Reformation, the structure of kinships, and the methods of settling dispute in the church courts this 
might be worth investigation. Do you know of any studies for the middle ages? Do you think it would 
be possible to do such a study for your period? Beyond general remarks about the huge number of 
prohibited degrees in Holdsworth, Pollock & M et. al. I haven't come across much of use.  
 I think this brings up a subject of wider importance. Though I'm convinced that anthropology 
would provide a whole new range of subjects, as well as new ways of looking at old problems (e.g. 
millenarianism, the feud, feudalism etc.) I'm not sure that it is really possible in any period in English 
history before 1540, to do an ideal anthropological study. As I see it, the basic feature or contribution 
of modern anthropology is to show the relationships between normally separated fields of study – e.g. 
the economic significance of religious ritual, the emotional significance of legal proceedings, the social 
significance of each etc. Though broad studies are possible for medieval Europe – e.g. similar to 
Mauss, The Gift – I think Homans' attempt showed that the documents do not allow a detailed 
reconstruction of peasant/village life.  
 To interrelate, one must be able to study a group of people, e.g. a village, a manor or monastery, in 
more than one of its activities. One must be able to study the same people in, say, their religious 
activities, and their economic. Ideally a number of different sources should bear on the same person. 
Now, after 1540, or better still, after 1560, in ideal conditions, one can fill in at least 3 major 
portions of a villagers life – probably more. His religious from ecclesiastical court records, which (in 
Essex at any rate) show whether he attended church, his attitude to birth, death, marriage etc – and 
from wills: his social from the above and from the very extensive evidence to be found in parish 
registers, court records (partic. Assize and Quarter Sessions and Coroner's Inquisitions): his economic 
from various subsidy assessments and manorial records (the latter, contrary to popular fallacy, seem to 
me to be just as good for the C16 as they had been for earlier periods). Obviously there may be other 
good sources – churchwarden's accounts, Laslett-type listings etc. But the above are the main ones.  
 Now, I know that if I only had court records – and these diminished by the absence of quarter 
sessions rolls and, before the C14, ecclesiastical court records – and very occasionally instead of 
roughly decennial subsidy assessment; no wills; no parish registers; manorial records perhaps, I just 
couldn't have started to study, without huge distortion – or by using Homans' techniques of quoting 
C19 French evidence or evidence from other parts of the country – the total situation of my three 
villages. Even with all the evidence one has there are huge gaps – no real indication of attitudes except 
by using other things (e.g. suicide, illegitimacy, witchcraft) as indices. But at least its possible. Do you 
think I'm being unfair on your period? I would like to be convinced, although, of course, I now have a 
vested interest in the Elizabethan period as the earliest period for which intensive rural sociology can be 
carried out. But perhaps I'm wrong.  
 I won't bore you with any more Paul. I will be in Oxford sometime this term and will try to look 
you up and perhaps we can discuss these further. Otherwise, perhaps I'll see you at that oldest of all 
anthropological get-togethers, the monogamous wedding where affines and agnates form a structurally 
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significant gathering to cement their kinship obligations and to re-orientate their social relationships, 
i.e. my wedding! From the borders of the realm of jargon and mystery I leave you... Have a good term.  
Yours, Alan  
 
 I wrote to Keith Thomas on 5th October from Ridge Road. 
 
Dear Mr Thomas,  
Thank you for your note. yes, Saturday 15th at 2 p.m. at St Johns would be fine – I will meet you 
then unless I hear to the contrary. Incidentally, my new supervisor, Prof. Schapera, suggested as the 
title for a dissertation (to be submitted as part of my diploma – a year this coming March) 'Incest in 
C16-C17' Essex – how does that strike you? Perhaps you could make some suggestions re. reading – 
if there is any – when we meet?  
Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
 
To parents from 44, Ridge Road, 16th October 1966 
 
... Oxford was as wonderful as ever... I saw Keith for a little over 2 hours – as usual it left me with a 
mixture of awe and depression and elation. He only made trifling criticisms of the two chapters I had 
given him and seems to think that I should not submit the thesis before the summer, but I'll see about 
that. he says his own book is at about the same stage as my thesis. Autumn in Oxford was most 
invigorating and it was reassuring to find so many people who remembered one. Incidentally I met 
Hilda Grieve, the head of the Essex Record Office, in London, and was sad to hear that she had 
retired from being supervisor. ... 
 

1966 - November 
 
 I heard from Trevor Roper in a letter dated 5th November. 
 
My dear Alan,  
 How is your work at Nottingham?... I don't suppose that you have time to visit Oxford. But if you 
do, I hope I shall see you... 
 You tell me that you have signed a contract with Routledge for a book on witches. I hope it was a 
good contract, and that you are not going to be mulcted by Michael Hurst, who has contrived to 
interpose himself between author and publisher in other cases.... I have completed and sent in my huge 
essay on that subject: 30,000 words I fear. I don't think we shall compete. You nibble at the Essex 
grass-roots: I float in the stratosphere, surveying, through iridescent, distorting mists, the slowly 
revolving globe from china to Peru, or at least from Constantinople to Glasgow. ... If you really want 
to see my essay – though I assure you that it will teach you nothing and you will probably dissent, 
pricking my iridescent, aerated soap-bubbles with your whetted witch-needle – of course you may. the 
trouble is that it is so chaotic: I doubt if I have a readable copy. But I suppose that in due course I 
shall have a proof.  
 Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
 I wrote back to Trevor-Roper on 13th November, from Ridge Road 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
.... The thesis progresses though I fear that it will not be completely finished and ready for submission 
until my final statutory term – next Summer. Doing anthropology and growing older has rather 
disturbing effects on my previous thoughts and I keep reshaping the whole structure of the thesis – 
which is rather fatal at this stage. Perhaps I can write it as I want it in the book. No, I'm not under 
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Michael Hurst's aegis – I think he is editor of the Political History series and I was intending to join 
the social history series – but Routledge have suggested that I would get better treatments in America if 
I publish as a semi-general book outside a series. The whole publishing world is, of course, a strange 
jungle to me and the mysterious creatures that roam there, emitting weird prehistoric cries, are still to be 
identified. Any help you can give me in the way of advice from your own experience is gratefully 
received.  
 I'm glad the witchcraft essay is off to press. You must have done a lot of work up in Scotland. Yes, 
I don't think we'll overlap much, but when you do have a proof I'd like to see it if this would be 
alright. I will be in Oxford next Sunday and Monday (20th, 21st) and if you are free at all on either 
occasion would like to call in. I'm giving a talk to the Habakkuk/Thirsk seminar on at 5 p.m. on 
Monday...  
 
To Trevor-Roper, from 44, Ridge Road, 22nd November 1966 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Thank you so much for tea and sympathy on Sunday. I enjoyed, as always, hearing anecdotes of 
the great whom I have never met. I'm writing now to ask whether you really do think it would be 
worth my trying for the Oriel fellowship? Considering that I have not published anything, being intent 
on hoarding intellectual capital, and that I will need another year to finish my course at L.S.E. – as 
far as I am concerned an essential condition – do you think I've still a chance? Of course you can't 
make predictions, but if you do consider it worthwhile I've decided to postpone Calcutta. I haven't seen 
the Oriel post advertized anywhere, so if you think it worth a try, perhaps you could let me know to 
whom I should make application?  
 My talk to Thirsk's seminar went without too many eruptions, though I could scarcely see some of 
the other students at the vast green baize table at All Souls.  
 I look forward to your advice on the above. Thanks again for hospitality, please thank Lady 
Alexandra for me,  
 Yours sincerely,  
   Alan Macfarlane 
 
From Trevor-Roper, 25th November, 1966 
 
My dear Alan,  
 Thank you very much for your letter. I did not answer it till I had had an opportunity of making 
enquiries in Oriel, which I have now done. The answer is that certainly an application from you 
would be accepted, even though you might make it clear that, if elected, would could not take the post 
for a year. Other things being equal, they would certainly prefer someone who could come next year, but 
if you were thought to be the best candidate an arrangement could no doubt be made. So this proviso 
should not deter you from applying if you want to do so.  
 I do not think that you should be deterred by that fact that you have not published anything. 
Otherwise will not doubt be in the same position. But you should of course have a testimonial from 
your supervisor who has seen what you have written for your thesis. I will certainly be pleased to help 
you in any way I can.  
 So in answer to your question. I do think that you have a chance. You should apply in writing to 
the Provost. Theoretically the closing date for the application is tomorrow, but this will not matter if 
you apply fairly soon. You should write to the Provost saying that you have heard that they have 
advertised the post and that you would like to be considered, and you should give an account of your 
career and the names of two referees, one of whom should be your supervisor. Perhaps the other one 
should be someone from Worcester College. I will be on the committee, so I can speak for you there 
without the necessity of a formal reference.  
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 So I hope you will apply if you have decided that you will not blame yourself afterward for 
postponing Calcutta! 
 Yours ever,  
P.S. I have followed your advice and written to Charles Phythian-Adams too.  
 
Letter to Erik, from 44, Ridge Road on 26th November 1966  
 
.... Half of me yearns to get buried in piles of old manuscripts and books with their distinctive smell, 
and to spend the rest of my life there. This is really what I do in London actually. The world of 
witches and the sixteenth century is much more real to me than the present; magic more important than 
moving staircases; tubes less noticed than the strange cavorts of my sixteenth century villagers. ... Last 
week-end I went to Oxford to give my long-dreaded talk to a history seminar at All Souls... I had tea 
with Trevor-Roper (Prof. of history) and he made some rather tempting suggestions job-wise which I'll 
say more about if they come to anything. Next day I met my other likely examiner, Prof. Evans-
Pritchard. He's a real sweetie, just my idea of the absent-minded, dishevelled, shrewd and highly 
distinguished Professor. He's one of the few people I've met whom one could say definitely 'This is a 
great man – possibly a genius'. He's one of the two greatest social anthropologists produced by Britain 
this century – with Malinowski; almost on a par with Weber and Durkheim. ... I'm also writing 
about a chapter a week of my thesis. Today I finished a chapter which once excited me very much – 
showing that there was a widespread organization of witch-doctors in Elizabethan village, plotting 
where they lived, how far their clients came etc. Should throw a cat among the historical pigeons. ... 
 
 
From Trevor-Roper, 27th November 1966 
 
My dear Alan, 
 I wonder if you are applying to Oriel or not.  
  I now know a bit more about the field. As often happens, a flood of last-minute applications has 
strengthened it. There are (in a total field of 28, 9 of whom I regards as non-starters) 8 candidates in 
your position – i.e. who have not yet taken the degree of D.Phil or published anything; so you would 
not be at all exceptional. On the other hand there are some fairly formidable candidates too. So I think 
that your chances, though as good as any of the 8, are diminished by these last-minute heavyweights.  
 I have absolutely no idea what the Fellows of Oriel really want for the college. I know what I want 
– someone fairly young who will help to revitalise the place. But perhaps they don't want to be 
revitalised: perhaps they will prefer one of the applicants who is aged 60 and who, having spent a 
roving life in business and journalism, sees Oriel as a place of rest... They may dislike this excellent 
candidate's Left-wing views, that candidate's Methodism, another's field, another's age. So, as they are 
more numerous than I, they will – if they agree among themselves – prevail, and at present I regard the 
issue as entirely open. I do not suppose that the strongest candidate will necessarily win! 
 In these circumstances you must be guided entirely by your own view of your own interest. The one 
thing which makes me pause in urging you to apply is not any question of the result – that is the luck 
of the game – but the last remark that you made on leaving my house: that if you were to apply and 
succeed, you would – or might – blame yourself afterwards for having been diverted into an easy 
course. I don't want to be the cause of your self-reproach! 
 Yours ever,  
 Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
To the Provost of Oriel College, Oxford, from 44, Ridge Road, on 29th November 
1966 
 
Dear Provost,  
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 I have heard that Oriel College will be electing a new Fellow in Modern History shortly and I 
wonder if I could apply for this post? I am sorry to be late in applying, but I have only just discovered 
that the Fellowship is open.  
 I read History at Worcester College and took a 2nd (viva for a 1st.) in Trinity term 1963. Since 
then I have been working for a D.Phil. on the subject 'Witchcraft prosecutions in Essex, 1560-1690; 
a sociological analysis' under Mr. Keith Thomas of St. John's College, Oxford. I hope to submit the 
thesis in Trinity term 1967, the last term before an extension is needed. Meanwhile, I have started a 
two-year Postgraduate Academic Diploma in Social Anthropology at the London School of Economics; 
I am being financed on this by the Social Science Research Council. My teaching experience is limited; 
I took some tutorials on sixteenth and seventeenth century English history for Hertford College in 
1965; I gave a course of 24 lectures for the Oxford Delegacy of Extra-Mural Studies in 1964-1965 
– on the same subject; at the moment, concurrent with anthropology, I am doing three essay classes a 
week at Nottingham University (on the same period in European history). As you can see, my special 
interest is in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries; as an undergraduate I did the economic documents 
paper on this period and the 'Cromwell' special subject (under Dr. Gough of your college).  
 If I were elected I would only be able to take up the Fellowship at the end of my anthropology 
diploma, i.e. in October 1968. naturally, if this occurred and there were teaching problems I would 
help in any way I could. I do feel, however, that it is important for me to complete my present course. I 
do hope this does not debar me.  
 I have asked Mr. Keith Thomas of St. John's College and Mr. Harry Pitt (of Worcester College, 
my tutor as an undergraduate) to act as my referees.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 Alan Macfarlane 
 
To Harry Pitt, from 44, Ridge Road, 29th November 1966 
 
Dear Harry, 
 So sorry to miss you last but one week-end, but terribly pleased to hear you (and Keith) are coming 
to the wedding. I very much look forward to seeing you then. If you want directions (though you've been 
there before, of course) or possible accomodation etc. do let me know. Theoretically, however, it has 
been arranged so that one can get there and back in a day. (Gill and I will be wearing suits – so dress 
is optional). 
 I'm mainly writing this note to ask if I may, once again, quote you as a referee? It's been suggested 
to me that I try for the forthcoming fellowship in Modern History at Oriel College and though I think 
I'm an outsider with a very slender chance there is nothing to lose. They may debar me altogether since 
I've stipulated that I want to finish my anthropology – which only leaves me free in Oct. 1968. But, 
if they consider me I would be most grateful if I could use your name? Please say if for any reason you 
would prefer not to do this, however.  
 Anthropology/thesis/Nottingham etc. are going well. Gill is reading Middlemarch with vast 
enthusiasm. Hope term ends well.  
 Regards to Alec and James,  
 Yours ever,  
 
To Trevor-Roper on 29th November, from 44, Ridge Road, London, N.8 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Thank you very much for your letter which I have just received on my return from Nottingham. I've 
taken the plunge and written to the Provost of Oriel. Thank you very much also for the offer of your far 
from inconsiderable support; without it I don't think it would have been worth my while applying. 
More than your support, however, I value your continued interest.  
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 I will keep you informed as to developments at my end, though you'll no doubt be far better 
informed than I am.  
 Incidentally, I came across a reference to an E.C. Trevor-Roper in a family bible of my 
grandmother's – next to it was written 'Aug.16' – she was apparently the daughter of Maria Hockin 
Stirling, and related to Admiral Hockin and the Earl of Glencairn. (My mother’s mother is a 
Swinhoe.) Wonder if all this connects up on your side? 
 Thank you again for taking so much trouble.  
 P.S. I have just received your second letter; once again thank you for spending your very valuable 
time on writing. As you say/imply, my chances are very slim. I think they were from the start, 
actually, as I can't see them wanting a budding social historian with a definite leaning towards such 
heretics as Weber and Durkheim. Still, I think I'll still apply; it'll be good practice seen at the lowest 
level and I always enjoy an excuse to visit Oxford. Also I may learn a few more details about that 
fascinating field for anthropological study, the tribal groves of academia. I must say I feel rather 
relieved that the conflict in which I found myself at first – between Oxford and Calcutta – is more or 
less resolved. I won't feel as I bind leper's sores that I missed a wonderful opportunity. It's very 
difficult. I love Oxford, and I love history; but I'm also young and idealistic and convinced that I'd be 
a beter don and person after a few years among real peasants, instead of the romantic creations of 
Hoskins et. al. 
 Still I mustn’t' waste your time with rambling. Though defeated in theory, I look forward to the 
contest. I think the only possible line is to stress my apparent weakness – i.e. my intention to shake 
history up a little by applying other insights to it.  
 Thank you for your concern.  
 
 I wrote to Keith Thomas on 29th November from Ridge Road 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your moral and verbal support at the seminar the other Monday. Hope I didn't 
expose too many flanks to the enemy. I'm delighted that you can come to the wedding; Harry Pitt has a 
deep suspicion of the North of England, so don't be dissuaded by mountain mist etc too easily. We're 
getting married in suits – so dress is optional. I'll alert all the second-hand book dealers in the district! 
 I'm really writing to ask if I can again make use of your kind offer to act as a referee. I'm trying a 
long shot and applying for a fellowship at Oriel College when Gough leaves. They may debar me 
before I start since I won't have ended my anthropology until 1968, but there doesn't seem to be 
anything to lose. As you know I have the backing of Miss Trollope1 I would be most grateful, if the 
application comes to anything, if you could write me a testimonial or whatever they need. I do hope this 
is alright by you.  
 I haven't been sending you chunks of the thesis since I think it will be best, as you suggested, if I 
give you the completed, checked, version; this should be ready in March. I'm doing about a chapter a 
week – but all my naive assumptions are being rather shaken up by anthropology.  
 Hope all your work goes well.  
Yours, Alan Macfarlane  
 
 I also wrote to Ian Campbell. I had last written to him at the start of my doctorate, 
in January 1964, so this letter written just after I finished at Oxford takes my story on 
from there. The letter is a carbon and not dated, but appears to be in late November.  
 
Dear Ian,  

                                                
1 Hugh Trevor-Roper's pseudonym in a correspondence with Lawrence Stone in the 
New York Review of Books.  
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 Please excuse a typed letter – but you will probably be so surprised (guilty? - for no reason) to hear 
from me that you'll overlook attempted efficiency. It is literally years since I've written. What prompts 
me now, apart from the usual Christmas sentiments, is partly curiosity to hear how you are getting on, 
partly that this seems to be more or less a turning point in my life and I thought I'd let you know my 
news. Anyhow, Ian I hope everything goes well with you.... Are you married? How is Pat?.... 
 As regards Sedbergh friends – to get the old school tie out of the way first. I met Charles Vignoles 
with his wife in Oxford the other day – they are both teaching. Geoffrey I think has gone into the 
Borstal service. David Porter I still see occasionally – he is a fully-fledged solicitor in his father's firm, 
has a red sports car, is pursuing a girl and is generally contented. Stuart Black was up here the other 
day – he wants to work on yachts and was looking very natty in polo-necked jersey etc. He is going out 
with Gill L. – one of my first flames if you remember. Alan Barnes is in Australia; David Badger 
was killed in a motor-bike accident; Weedy Savory was up – he is working in the armaments division 
of the Civil Service and still spends most of his time killing animals and birds. Well, I don't want this 
to sound like the Old Boys sections in the Luptonian, so will end. Incidentally, I expect you'll have 
heard that Marriot is leaving this year and Dave Alban becoming house master of Lupton. At least the 
cooking should be better if the story about him marrying the Hart House cook is true! 
 About myself. I haven't quite forsaken my dreams and ideals of my youth, though they become 
narrowed. I've just finished three years doing a doctorate at Oxford on the history of witchcraft – which 
I think I must have told you of. The thesis will need another couple of months to finish and I will 
submit it early next year. It has led me into weird crevices of the human should and I have got 
interested in a host of sociological and psychological problems. I have signed a contract to turn the 
thesis into a book next year – and if this happens it is going to be printed in America, so keep your eyes 
open in the bookshops in about 18 months time! I spent last year at home, working in the garden shed 
at the bottom of the garden which I fitted up with lights, heating, filing cabinets, my own invented 
form of a lateral suspended filing system, microfilm projector, tape recorder etc. I even got my sister 
(Anne) to work as my secretary/help for a small salary and my parents – who have retired from India 
– to help part-time analysing mortality rates etc. in the sixteenth century. It was most exciting and I 
think, if I have time to finish the work, I will have made quite a break-through both in history and 
sociology. Anyhow the year was well spent, but now my life has changed radically.  With my yearning 
to go to India, I decided that I should do some training in anthropology, so I am now at the London 
School of Economics doing a 2-year diploma in Soc. Anthropology.  
 This is, of course, only putting off the evil hour of decision. I'm still planning to go to India, if only 
for a couple of years, to see what there is to be done. I think population problems will be my final 
resting place, but in what capacity I don't know. But I'm also very attracted by the academic life and 
have a desire to become a Professor at some beautiful tree-shaded old city like Oxford. Anyhow, 
anthropology is fascinating – among the most fascinating peoples I study being the Kwaktiuls (?) and 
other tribes around Vancouver Island! 
 I've saved my most important news until last – this being the reason above all, for this letter. I'm 
getting married on my birthday Dec. 20th. The wedding is at Hawkshead parish church – I'm not 
sending an invitation as there isn't much likelihood of your being able to attend and I don't want to 
cadge a present. But think of me! .... 
This letter will also have to serve as a Christmas card, so VERY HAPPY CHRISTMAS and also 
HAPPY BIRTHDAY on 16th Dec. All happiness in what you are doing.  
 Yrs. ever, Alan  
 

December 1966 
 
St John's college, Oxford, 1 December 1966 Keith to Alan  
 
Dear Alan,  
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 Many thanks for your letter. I thought your paper was admirably delivered, and I should like to 
discuss its implications with you some time. Keep the thesis until you have completely checked it all, if 
you like, but do leave time for any minor alterations if you want to make them after my comment! I 
take it that you now plan to submit it the end of Trinity term.  
 As for the Oriel Fellowship, I hadn't ever realised that you had the academic life in mind, as I had 
always thought you intended to go back to India.... 
 
To parents from 44 Ridge Road, 2nd December 1966 
 
... I don't seem to have done much else but work recently. I want to get the thesis as nearly completed 
as possible by Christmas and I am hammering away at it. Its a grisly business dissecting and 
surgically cutting away great chunks which were so lovingly nurtured. Still I hope it will read better. 
I've got about 2.3 of the way through which is better than I had hoped. This leaves little time for 
anthropology, unfortunately. .. 
 
6th December 1966 44, Ridge Road, London, Alan to Keith 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you very much for your letter and for writing to Oriel. I do hope I haven't put you in an 
awkward position. Of course, Brian Harrison would be a much better bet for Oriel and I would be 
very happy to 'lose' to someone from whom I have learnt the rudiments of filing system techniques. I'm 
still set on India, actually, and am prowling round the School of Oriental Studies sniffing for grants, 
but the Oriel fellowship, at one time, looked a golden opportunity. T-R suggested that I tried for it 
when the field was light, but it has thickened and I am pretty well resigned. But I won't, I hope, be 
pestering you for too many references for a while.  
 Yes, I'll try to give yu as much time as possible to correct the thesis. I will, I hope, be submit it at 
the end of the Trinity term.  
 I've managed to persuade Schapera to broaden the 'incest' dissertation a bit – I may now cover 
kinship and marriage in my three Essex villages a bit.  
 
From Trevor-Roper, Oriel College, 12th December 1966 
 
My dear Alan, 
 Alas, I have to tell you that although you reached the semi-finals, you have not reached the finals, 
in the contest for the dubious honour of succession to Gough at Oriel. I am very sorry, and feel slightly 
guilty, having encouraged you to enter; but with necessity, as Simonides (I think) says, even the Gods 
cannot contend; and today, at our second meeting, when we reduced the list to the last five candidates, 
it was clearly impossible to go further in support of one who, for good reasons, could not have taken up 
the post for another year.  
 I should explain that, when I first made the suggestion to you, I had just had an agonised appeal 
from Christopher Seton-Watson who told me that the field was very poor and that the only possible 
candidate was one X (whom I knew and thought impossible); and he therefore begged me to encourage 
applications. But at the very last minute there was a rush of heavyweights which made the issue very 
different: hence my shamefaced second letter. On seeing the final list, I very much doubted whether you 
had any chance; but as no battle is lost till it has been fought, I didn't despair. However, as I say, 
today's vote put you out, and I hope you will forgive me for having persuaded you to expose yourself to 
this honourable defeat. Allow me to console you (if it is any consolation) by saying that it is a defeat 
which everyone has (I think I incurred it three times), and that you are in good company among your 
own contemporaries.  
 Who Oriel will choose, I do not know. If you saw the elector, you would realise that anything 
might happen. At times I have almost thought of entering Agnes Trollope. There might be difficulty 
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about her sex, and when it came to an interview, but I would still give her even odds if she had good 
referees, such as could no doubt be found in Westmorland, or even in the B.M.  
 I hope you will take this, as you seem to take everything, in good spirit, and that I shall be a better 
adviser, and a more effective patron, in some later battle.  
 Thank you very much for your Xmas card.  
 Yours ever, 
 Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
Letter to the Provost of Oriel, from 44, Ridge Road, 13th December 1966 
 
Dear Provost,  
 I wrote to you some two weeks ago asking if I might apply for election to a Fellowship in Modern 
History when Dr Gough retires. I gather that one of my referees, Mr. Thomas, has heard from you, 
but since I have not had a confirmation of my letter, or any correspondence from you, I wondered if a 
letter had gone astray. I will be leaving London for three weeks on the 17th December, after which date 
all mail will be delayed. I am writing all this in case you have written to me and are wondering why I 
have not replied. If this is not the case, please ignore this letter.  
 I look forward to hearing from you at some point.  
 Yours sincerely,  
  Alan Macfarlane  
 
From the Vice-Provost of Oriel College, 14th December 1966 
 
Dear Mr. Macfarlane,  
 I thought it best to let you know at once that, after giving your application the most careful 
consideration, in a very strong field, our committee has decided not to include your name in the short 
list for candidates for the history fellowship.  
 Thank you for letting us consider you for this appointment.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 C. Seton-Watson 
 
To Trevor Roper, from 44, Ridge Road, on 15th December 1966 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Thank you for your most kind letter; it, alone, made my attempt at the Oriel Fellowship 
worthwhile. Thank you, also, for all your help and encouragement. At this stage in my career the 
important thing for me is not to succeed, or find some cosy nest, but rather to feel that someone is 
interested in what I am doing. It therefore not only brightened a few grey London weeks to feel that, 
however remote, I might one day return to the polished tables of Academia, but also gave me great 
pleasure to feel that you had some confidence in my abilities. This makes me sound very dejected and 
alone. Actually, if anything, I am over brimming witch (sic) confidence and am conceited enough to 
think that one day Oriel will regret their decision. On the evidence before them, however, they were, of 
course, right. As I said in a previous letter, the present method has at least taken the decision off my 
shoulders. I do hope your pessimistic fears concerning the abilities of the electors prove false and a 
reasonable man is chosen. Actually, I have a friend, far more experienced and competent than myself, 
who has also entered. If he succeeds I shall rejoice, since he has helped me often; if he fails I will be in 
very good company indeed.  
 I am leaving London for the Lakes tomorrow. My mind is slightly distracted from witches for I 
marry in 5 days – on my 25th birthday. I think I must have told you already: the girl is the one who 
fell up your stairs on one occasion. I am not really in a fit state of spiritual preparation to get married 
– as you can judge from the fact that I suggested 'Luther's Hymn', 'Jerusalem' and 'Hark the Herald 
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Angels...' as appropriate for the wedding service. The tone of gentle disapproval which the vicar's letter 
conveyed was superb! Miss Trollope, if not running her basset hounds with the Coniston foxhounds, 
will surely be among the confetti-sprinklers... 
 Thank you again for all the time and trouble you have taken, especially re. Oriel. I look forward to 
seeing you next term, when I will call in if I may.  
 Yours sincerely 
 
 Keith Thomas and Harry Pitt came to the wedding in Hawkshead Church on 20th 
December. 
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 All from left:  
top row - Father, Gill's father, Lesley (Gill's best woman) 
middle row - mother, Gill's mother 
front row - grandmother Violet, Gill, Alan  
 
27. 12. 66 St John's College, Oxford Keith to Alan  
 
Dear Alan,  
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Harry and I thoroughly enjoyed our trip to the Lake District. It was a very nice wedding, and I hope 
you had a good Christmas honeymoon. This is just to say that my wedding present turns out to be too 
big for the post (don't get excited; it's very dull), and I shall therefore hold on to it until you appear in 
Oxford. Let me know when you are coming, and bring Gill if possible. Valerie and I would like it very 
much if you could both have supper with us. Yours, Keith  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote on 30th December 1966 from Chiefswood, Melrose, Scotland  
 
My dear Alan,  
 Many thanks for your letter: it is very kind of you to accept my bungling attempt at Oriel so 
charitably and I admire your equanimity. Your letter arrived on what I deduced to be your wedding-
day, viz on 20 Dec; so I looked desperately around for a wedding present, but these rural solitudes are 
not the best place to look. I ended up by looking in my own shelves, only to decide that half my books 
here are too dear to me to give, and the other half too unworthy to be received. so you must accept this 
letter in lieu, at least as an interim contribution, and I shall hope, later, in a more favourable milieu, 
to find a more appropriate offering. Meanwhile, I send you my best wishes, or, as you would say, to 
judge from the Freudian lapse in your letter, my best witches. As for the Fellows of Oriel, I hope that 
they will regret their decision more than you do. I think that perhaps it was anyway the wrong thing for 
you; whether it is wrong for them will depend, to some extent, on whom they do choose. I think I can 
identify your friend. Anyhow the great thing is that you don't seem too upset by the affair, and I hope 
that will find the place that you want: to which if I can help you, I shall be very self-satisfied, having, 
as I do, great confidence in you. .... I greatly look forward to seeing the result of your work. Do take 
some trouble to write it in beautiful, lucid, lapidary English prose. No subject is so arcane or so 
rebarbative, so technical or so trivial, that it does not deserve that trouble, and if we take no trouble to 
write, why should anyone take the trouble to read us? ... 
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1967 
 

January 1967 
 
 
I wrote to Keith Thomas on 9th January from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your note. I'm so glad you enjoyed the wedding; I was delighted that you were able 
to come. May I take you up on your kind invitation to supper? Gill and I be coming down to Oxford 
for either 28-29 Jan or 4-5 Feb. and wondered if any of these four evenings suit? Otherwise, we will 
be coming down later in the term. Perhaps, also, you would have time to talk witchcraft on one of these 
days? I'm not sending you anything more until the thesis is quite finished, but there are a number of 
problems I would like your advice on you said that there were a few points in my talk which you'd like 
to discuss. I could also collect the appendices I left with you.  
 I think you mentioned that you would be holding seminars at Oxford this term, similar to those last 
year. I wonder if you could possibly send me the time & date &, if possible, subject/speaker, as, with 
your permission, I would very much like to attend one or two if I can get away from L.S.E. The 
historical seminars at London University, under Bindoff and Neale, are dreadful & there seems to be 
nothing stimulating here.  
 Hope the book progresses,  
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
P.S. You'll have heard my fate at Oriel: thanks for your trouble, anyhow.  
 
Keith Thomas wrote back on 10th January 1967 
 
Dear Alan, Many thanks for your letter. It would be very nice if you and Gill could come to supper 
with us on Saturday 28 January, at 7.30. I do hope you can come (we are not free the following 
weekend). We could even talk about witchcraft after dinner if that wasn't too barbarous: I only had 
one or two points, and they needn't take more than 5 minutes. Alternatively we could arrange 
something else when you come.  
 Here's the programme for the class this term. You'll see there's still one blank date, which I shall 
have to fill myself unless I get a bid from some one. Any offers?  
 I hadn't heard from Oriel, but I'm sorry, and I hope you won't be discouraged. Yours, Keith 
 
I wrote to Keith Thomas on 13th January from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you very much for your letter and the programme. yes, Gill and I would love to come to 
supper on Sat. 28 January at 7.30 p.m; I look forward to seeing you then and having a short chat 
about witchcraft afterwards.  
 I'd be delighted to read a paper if you still haven't got anyone for February 21st, though I imagine 
you have plenty up your sleeve. Actually what I really want to hear is your paper on 'Suicide' which 
we missed last year. If you would like me to do something – and I think witchcraft has been rather 
flogged at the seminar level – I could do something along the same lines as Ralph Houlbrooke, i.e. on 
marriage. As you know, I'm doing work for a dissertation on incest and marriage prohibitions in the 
period combined with a discussion on the anthropological approach to marriage and kinship and 
examples from the Essex records and my study of three villages it this be of interest. I'll quite 
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understand, however, if you feel that one session on marriage is enough. If possible, I'd like to come to 
the sessions on Feb. 7 and Feb. 14. If you would like something on marriage, perhaps you could think 
of a title – something on the lines of 'Incest and marriage in Elizabethan society'. 
 Hope the term goes well.  
 Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane 
P.S. I have a lot of material on sexual matters in the sixteenth century – illegitimacy, prostitution, 
buggery, rape, pre-marital intercourse, and obscenity etc. If you think this is not too frivolous I could do 
something on 'Incest and sexual offences in the C16' rather than marriage....  
 
Keith Thomas wrote on 14th January from St John's College, Oxford  
 
Dear Alan,  
 Many thanks for your letter. It was splendid of you to be so ready to help with the seminar and I 
should have jumped at your offer, which sounded most appetising. Unfortunately I was rung up only 
yesterday by Anne Whiteman with a quit unsolicited suggestion, which you'll see enclosed. It is an 
interesting subject on which she says she has some new material and I readily accepted, never dreaming 
that you would have time to help me as well as do your London work. Anyway I hope we can lay your 
paper on a future occasion. Meanwhile we both look forward very much to 28 Jan.  
With many thanks, Yrs, Keith  
 
To parents from 44 Ridge Road, 15th January 1967 
 
... I will also, if I may, send the carbon of my thesis by registered post. If you could possibly correct the 
worse errors of grammar and spelling, I would be terribly grateful. That will probably be in a couple 
of weeks or so. I will send full instructions.... 
 
I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 15th January from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 How very nice to get your long and most entertaining letter. I regaled my family with it, as usual – 
good for my prestige, and a pleasure for them. I was very touched by the kind things you said; as I've 
said before, for a struggling graduate in the no-man's land between University and an academic trench, 
it is most comforting to know that the general's are interested (o.k metaphors?). I will take to heart your 
advice re. style, though I'm afraid it's a little (late) for my thesis which is now completed. I shall have 
to check the footnotes, draw maps, and compile the bibliography, but the text, thank God, is finished. I 
feel very much in sympathy with Francis Hutchinson when he wrote about witchcraft:  
 
'As the very Nature of the Subject carries both Horror and Difficulty, polite Men, and great Lovers of 
Ease, will turn away their thought from it with Disdain' (Historical Essay, 1718, p.vii) 
 
perhaps it is just writing a thesis that is exhausting, but I think I chose a neurotic subject. Still, it was 
very fascinating, and I don't regret the choice at all. I'm looking forward very much to seeing your essay 
on the subject: did you find it a particularly difficult topic? Still, you seem to glide through amazingly 
intricate tangles with enormous ease; I couldn't begin to write books on either Hitler or Medieval 
Europe. After four years I still feel I know hardly anything about witchcraft in one county. This 
probably sounds timid to the extreme; an acute example of the academic fear of being contradicted. I 
expect it is, but what is the cure? Also, what is the cure for the jargon mania? I agree absolutely that it 
is intensely annoying to be faced with whole sentences which appear to mean nothing, as I constantly 
am as an anthropologist, but I see little hope of avoiding some technical terms. For instance, I couldn't, 
as an anthropologist, avoid using terms like 'agnatic', 'affinal', 'matrilineal', 'sibling', if I was 
discussing kinship in Elizabethan society, merely because it would take far longer to describe anything 
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if I did. Where does one draw the line? When a word has already been coined? Is it jargonistic to talk 
of status, social mobility, projection etc.? I didn't want to get off onto this tack – but [if] you know of 
any good rule by which one can avoid jargon I would be eternally obliged. ... 
 I won't drivel on any longer since you must be very busy indeed. Talking of work – I wonder if you 
could tell me, since you may be intimately concerned, how long examiners like to have in which to read 
a thesis? Obviously, the longer the better, but what would be a reasonable time?  
 I do hope that we will be able to meet soon. May I wish you a very rewarding term, free from 
trouble from those you have etc. Thank you again for your generous letter.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 22nd January from 8 St Aldate's Oxford1 
 
My dear Alan,  
 Thank you very much for your letter. I am so glad that your thesis is finished. I agree with you and 
Francis Hutchinson about witchcraft – in fact I nearly used Francis Hutchinson's phrase as an 
epigraph to my essay, which is now in proof. It is a depressing subject; and yet if the 'horror' depresses, 
the 'difficulty' attracts. I am so glad to have tackled it. I hope I have said something new about it. I 
am sure you have, and I shall be interested to see whether your well-timed thesis has blown up my airy 
generalisations. I hope not. I assure you that it is no very admirable quality that takes me into these 
tangled thickets. As Dr Johnson retorted to Boswell, who credited him with 'courage' for going 'sliding 
in Ch Ch meadow' when he should have been waiting on his tutor in Pembroke College, 'Courage? No 
sir: stark insensibility'. 
 You ask how long examiners like to read a thesis. I think that a month is a fair allowance. They 
are seldom free to read it when it first arrives—theses tend to be presented in term—and so they have to 
wait and find time. Then they generally need to do some checking. Then they have to find a date for 
viva convenient to them both. However, they are usually reasonable people and if you have a particular 
time-table problem, say so in our submission to the Registry. The Board is thoroughly accustomed to 
applications, especially by Indians, for 'late submission' (so that they can scribble to the last minute) 
and 'early viva' (so that they can catch an available dhow or catamaran back to Bombay or Madras). 
This can be very inconvenient – especially when they time it, as they sometimes do, so that the 
examiners would have to do everything between Christmas and the New Year. However, the Board 
tries to co-operate, only insisting that its approval of such courses is subject to the convenience of the 
examiners, whom we never commit to an unreasonable time-table. It is always convenient to the Board 
if a supervisor suggests examiners. We don't necessarily appoint the suggested examiners but we 
generally do, and suggestions are always a help; so you will probably discuss possible examiners with 
Keith Thomas. 
 As for 'jargon' the rules—it seems to me—are very simple. First, one must distinguish between 
'terms of art' and 'jargon'. At least I make this artificial distinction. 'Terms of art' are agreed, exact 
definitions, necessary to the discussion of an esoteric subject. The terms you mention ('agnatic', 
'affinal', 'matrilinear', 'sibling') are such terms and there is nothing wrong with them at all, or with 
any other such terms. I simply think (a) that the terms should be 'agreed' between writer and reader 
explicitly if they are unusual terms, and (b) that they should be respectable, properly constructed, 
euphonious terms, as simple as possible, not fanciful neologisms or grotesque hybrids. 'Jargon' is (to 
me) something quite different; the use of pompous clichés, or second-hand conglomerations of words 
stuck together in habitual postures, when it is perfectly possible to use a clean, simple word or phrase. 
Thus where you or I would naturally say 'enter' or 'go', your Jargonaut, when in full sail, would just 
as naturally say 'effect an entry' or 'proceed', as if it were better English, and raised his social or 

                                                
1 Also published on pp. 135-139 of One Hundred Letters from Hugh Trevor-Roper 
(2014) edited by Richard Davenport-Hines and Adam Sisman 
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professional status to say so. I'm afraid that many writers really do seem to think that this kind of 
long-windedness is necessary to their status, just as rat catchers now, in our status-bound society, call 
themselves 'rodent operatives' and dentists 'dental surgeons', etc. etc.—and graduates 'postgraduates': a 
revolting word which I refuse even to use, but which I have tried in vain to exclude from the vocabulary 
of the university. 
 In 'jargon' I also include metaphors which are not sensed as metaphors: i.e. metaphors which are so 
dulled by use that they create no vivid comparable image but only elongate the phrase. I make it a rule 
never to use a metaphor unless, with my mind's eye, I see the action or object from which I draw the 
image. I have just seen the Jargonauts, sailing in the good ship Jargo, which however, for them, has a 
certain florid Hindu decor and tramples down the waves like its kindred vessel the Juggernaut, and 
uttering horrible, polysyllabical, prosy meaningless noises as they plough through the inky Black Sea 
towards the Gold Fleece of journalistic success. What is the point of a metaphor if it is not really a 
metaphor at all—if it creates no image in the mind of the reader (because there has been none in the 
mind of the writer), but is merely a means of taking longer to say something? It is for this reason that I 
hate mixed metaphors. A mixed metaphor is proof that the writer has not seen the images; for if he had, 
the two images would have cancelled each other out in absurdity. For instance, if I were to say that 
some scholar of whom my opinion was low (I fear there are some) was a poor fish, not worth powder 
and shot, it would be self-evident that I had not seen him as a fish at all: the phrase would have been, 
to me, mere jargon. 
 Why do I feel so strongly, indeed passionately about this? Even as I write, I feel myself to be 
somewhat absurd. But I have my reasons. It is not merely that the English language—all language—
is to me something beautiful which deserves to be treated well: it is also a moral question. Clear 
language is the expression of clear thought and muddy language is the slime which obscures thought, 
concealing the slovenliness, the crookedness slovenly, crooked minds and excusing the indolence of 
indolent minds. Indeed, it can be worse than that: it can excuse cruelty, vice, crime thing. All the great 
crimes of our time have been palliated, perhaps made possible by jargon. The use of phrases like 
liquidate' by the Bolsheviks 'pass on', or 'send to the East' by the Nazis, instead of ‘kill', 'send to the 
gas chambers', made it possible for a whole bureaucracy to organise and carry out mass murder 
without even admitting to themselves what they were doing. Slipshod language, opaque meaningless 
metaphors, not only excuse the mind from the rigours of thought, they protect the conscience from the 
sense of responsibility. I feel morally revolted by totalitarian (or other) double-talk—that is what really 
maddened me in China—and since double-talk is impossible if language is used exactly and clearly, 
this is to me a compelling reason for insisting on exact, clear language. 
 And yet, I do not want language to be purely dry, neuter, antiseptic. It is too noble a thing for that. 
It is capable of warmth, light, subtlety, power. I want it to realise these capacities. But even in 
realising them, it must not slip into jargon. Fortunately, the safeguards are already there. Thanks to 
metaphors, images, language can move in more than one dimension and living metaphors, since they 
reinforce and vivify the intended meaning, cannot by definition obscure it. Only dead metaphors can do 
that. They are the unfailing resource of cant and hypocrisy. 
 Do you doubt my comforting equation? Then try reading some 17th century sermons, preferably 
Scotch. They never let one down. Try the letters of Samuel Rutherford. There is a metaphor in every 
sentence, and every one is stone-dead. He never draws his images from the peel-tower or the yew tree, 
the oatmeal or the salt beef, the gannet or the grouse: it is always from the fish-pools of Hebron, the 
cedar and the cypress, the gourd and the hyssop, the flamingo and the quail. And the whole work, of 
which edition after edition seemed edifying to generation after generation of your compatriots, is nothing 
but nauseating cant from beginning to end. 
 If, as an anthropologist, you are faced with whole sentences which appear to mean nothing, don't 
despair; they probably do mean nothing and can therefore be ignored. Life is short, and those who will 
not take the trouble to write clearly cannot properly expect to be read. 
 Do please call on me. Tuesday is a bad day for entertaining you, as it is our servantless day, and 
Xandra hates cooking; also it is the day when we have a 'business lunch' at Oriel and guests aren't 
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allowed. But I would give you a very dull dinner in college to show you what you have escaped. 
Otherwise take a chance and telephone me: I am likely to be in Oxford on Tuesdays. 
Yours ever Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
P.S. Have you ever read George Orwell's essay 'Politics and the English Language' which is published 
in his volume of essays Shooting an Elephant and Other Essays? It says everything that I believe on 
this subject. 
 
 I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 31st January from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Once again, thank you for a most amusing, and helpful, letter. I don't know how you find the time 
to write at such length, and the energy to write with such vitality. After a day at the L.S.E. I feel 
completely worn out. Today was particularly hectic – I gather there may be some repercussions in the 
Press since amidst the surging crowds opposing the new Director an aged Porter was killed – or rather, 
suffered a heart-attack from which I think he died. Anyhow, this is just going to be a short note to ask 
if I may really take up on your kind invitation for dinner at Oriel. I wonder if you are free on February 
21st? ... I realise that you will probably be fully booked, but it would be nice to meet. I could then 
bring up the matters you discuss in your letter.  
 Yes, I've read 'Politics and the English Language' - wonderful.  
 I hope to see you soon. Thank you, again, for writing.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 

February 1967 
 

I wrote to my parents on 19th February  
 
Dear M & D.,  
 ... The day at Oxford was generally very enjoyable. I had lunch in the senior common room at 
Balliol and for the first and last time (probably) waived hullo across a crowded room at the Master 
(Christopher Hill); afterwards we had an amusing discussion about why he persisted in believing in 
Margaret Murray etc. In the evening I went out to dinner with Harry Pitt and we had a most 
invigorating argument. I saw David in the afternoon. Oxford was, as always, very lovely.  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 6th February from the History Faculty Library  
 
My dear Alan,  
 I am extremely sorry, but dinner on February 21st is now impossible. Since I wrote to you we have 
accepted an invitation to dine with the President of Trinity that night.  
 But I hope we shall nevertheless see you. At present I have no other engagements that day, so do 
come between 3 and 5, or, if you prefer, come to tea at my house at 5... Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-
Roper 
 
I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 28th February from 44, Ridge Road  
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 This is a very tardy note to say that I very much enjoyed seeing you last week and only wish we 
could have had a longer talk. I wonder how the session with the gentleman from Prague went? 
Anyhow, I very much appreciate even a few minutes in your very busy time-table. Perhaps you will be 
kind enough to let me come down to one or two of your graduate seminars, if you are still holding them, 
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and we could then have a chance for a longer meeting. I was also sorry not to be able to see the proofs 
of your 'Encounter' article on witches. I look forward to reading the final version.  
 I hope you have a restful vacation; I presume you will be retiring to the Scottish house. You seem to 
be very over-worked at the moment, if th piles of letters on your huge table are anything to go by! 
 Thank you once again for listening to my problems.  
 Yours sincerely,  

 
March 1967 

 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 2nd March1967  
 
My dear Alan,  
 I was delighted to see you the other day, even for so short a time. I have had to retire to bed, which 
is very inconvenient as I am just about to give a lecture in Paris and then go to Rumania. So please 
forgive a hasty, dictated letter in answer to yours.  
 Of course I would have given you the proofs of my Encounter article on Witches had I had them by 
me. Since you are so kind as to express this interest, here they are. The text is not quite the same as the 
text which will be published in the book, and of course 90% of the footnotes have been left out. But do 
read it in this form if you like. Would you be so kind as to return them to my secretary for me... Of 
course I would be delighted if you would speak to my summer seminar. What would you like to talk 
about? May I write to you again when I am up? 
Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 8th March from the British Embassy, Paris  
 
My dear Alan,  
 Many thanks for your letter, which reached me just as I was leaving Oxford. I had a hasty recovery 
followed by, or even coinciding with, a precipitous preparation for travel. However, all is now well. I 
have delivered my Parisian lecture and am none the worse for either the scrimmage or the exertion; and 
tonight I begin the long train-journey to Belgrade, where I am spending two days before going on to 
Bucharest. Meanwhile, I hope that my essay on Witches will not drive you into paroxysms of 
disagreement. If it does, I shall ask you to come to my seminar and disagree publicly for the enjoyment 
of the audience.  
 Of course I would be delighted to see you there. But I must admit that I am a little frightened of 
your suggested subjects. The general title of the class is 'Intellectual Movements in 16th and 17th 
century Europe', and I propose to include Platonism, Socinianism, Scepticism, perhaps Cartesianism, 
Paracelsianism, (Allen Debus, of Chicago, I hope will do that), & no doubt witch-beliefs which, to 
keep up the polysyllables, we could describe as Demonianism. All these, I think, can be described as 
intellectual movements. But your proposed subjects, Sex and Death, interesting though they are, are 
hardly in the same category. They are rather social attitudes than intellectual movements, and would 
seem more suited – unless re-baptised with polysyllabic abstract names ending in -ism – for a different 
course in which other talks would be on attitudes to money, time, servants and such things.  
 So what do we do? Wait, I think, is the answer, and see what second thoughts occur to you, as you 
meditate on social anthropology in L.S.E., to me as I meditate on anti-Trinitarianism in its 
Transylvanian home of Cluj, formerly Clausenburg. I have always longed to visit it. I have a romantic 
image of it in my mind. No doubt contact with the reality will be a deception – as in Persia, where I 
arrived, across hot and dusty deserts, to look at the fabled city of Shiraz, the home of Hafiz and the 
Persian poets, and found that it was like Godalming.  
 Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
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I wrote to my parents on 12th March from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear M. and D.,  
 Since I wrote a few days ago this will only be a note. It is principally to thank you, Mummy, very 
much indeed for all the trouble you took over th thesis. I really am very grateful. From this you will 
gather that it arrived safely. I've not been through all your suggestions, but I agree with nearly all the 
amendments I've looked at so far. It really is a great comfort to have had someone else go through it. It 
must have taken you a great deal of time – I hope you didn't feel it was all wasted.  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 29th March from the History Faculty Library  
 
My dear Alan,  
 I have stopped for two days between Moldavia and Scotland. Thank you very much for sending 
back the essay on witches, and for your comments. While you chew on my theories I will chew on your 
criticisms, but I will give one or two immediate answers, as far as I can do in my enfeebled state: for 
both my mind and body are etiolated by whirligig rotation.  
 First, the word 'witch-craze'. This is a term of art which I use deliberately in order to evade those 
pernickety little arrows of yours which come whizzing out of your piddling little county of Essex. 
Throughout I distinguish between 'witch-beliefs', which I leave to you and your pig-bound peasants, 
and 'the witch-craze', which is the high, metaphysical, system, which subsumes and vitalises them; the 
majestic intellectual confections of a Bodin, a del Rio, a Voetius.  
 Secondly, the mountains. I did realise, of course, that there are no very high mountains, no moon-
wracking Tenerife, in the outskirts of Chelmsford. My point is that it is in the mountain areas that the 
beliefs are invested for reasons of social fear with the name of heresy. That done, the craze, once 
defined, is applied elsewhere. I entirely agree that a map would be desirable, and I have long 
ruminated on one; but I am always defeated by the statistical difficulty The available records would, 
as far as I can see, show a cluster of trials in the Alps and Pyrenees up to the end of the 14th century; 
then a movement outwards and northwards until, in the later 17th century, Bayle could write that the 
Northern countries were worse than Savoy and Switzerland. But while this general impression is very 
clear, I do not believe that statistical precision is available, and therefore in the end I decided that it 
was better not to construct a map which was bound to be somewhat impressionistic.  
 I plead guilty to the printing slips, but I rebut, with genial unconcern, your objection that 'the first 
English law was 1542 – the second 1563 (not 2)'. What I wrote was that the Scottish law was in 
1563 and that 'the first general English law' was passed 'in the previous year' (i.e. 1562). I regard 
the law of 1542 as being particular, not general, in that it merely punished certain specific acts, not 
witchcraft generally – the interpretation of Notestein.  
 I am too tired to begin another sheet. I will write again when, in the repose of the Tweed valley, I 
have forgotten the exertions of the Danube. Yours ever, Hugh Trevor Roper 
 

 
April 1967 

 
I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 16th April from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Thank you for writing, even if your remarks about me and my 'pig-bound peasants' seemed slightly 
more acid than I had expected. My comments were not 'criticisms', at least not meant to be, but just 
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comments. Perhaps the distinction is too fine. Anyway, it was very kind of you to write when you were 
obviously so tired by your 'Grand Tour'. I hope I shall have a chance of hearing how it all went. I 
will only be in Oxford twice this term, I think, both in connection with my thesis. Perhaps, if you have 
time from your busy schedule, I could call on you. But perhaps I am banished to my pig-sty? I must 
say I find the witches of Hatfield Peverel preferable to those of Bodin's imagination.  
 If you do ever find (time) to drop me a line, perhaps you could state the dates when your Encounter 
articles will appear as I would like to include the references in my bibliography. I presume your 
seminar will be at 11 a.m. on Fridays as usual.  
 May I wish you a profitable term, meanwhile I sit here sharpening my 'pernickety little arrows'! 
 Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane 
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 19th April from Chiefswood, Melrose  
 
My dear Alan,  
 I fear that my genial observations – I don't recollect their form, and I hope they weren't 'acid': they 
were genially intend – about your pig-bound Essex peasants have disconcerted you. But he who loves 
peasants must love their pigs, and she who hates her peasant neighbours must bewitch their pigs. 
Peasants and pigs are inseperable; and what God has joined together, let not man, by mere literary 
fastidiousness, dissever. I do not doubt for a minute that the witches of Hatfield Peverel were more 
engaging than Bodin's succubi; but the essential thing is that they are different. Yours live in the world 
of witch-beliefs, his in the world of the witch-craze; and I don't understand why you object to the latter 
word, which is a distinctive term of art (in German, Hexenwahn as distinct from Hexenglaube). You, 
in Essex, deal with the one; I, in Bavaria, Mecklenburg, Hanover, Scotland and Lorraine, with the 
other. Of course I admit a connexion: without the witch-craze, as revived by the new Fathers of the 
Reformed Church, would the clergymen in all those Essex vicarages have been so sure of the diabolical 
influence at work in their pig-styes? I know you are going to contest this, but I am going to argue back; 
and perhaps you will you will prevail by producing some knock-out detail from a hitherto unknown 
document in a parish chest: in which case I shall have to yield gracefully. But it will be too late, even 
then, to alter my essay. What I have written I have written, as Pilate so insouciantly said. When it 
will be published, I can't say: all I know is that Macmillan give their provisional date of publication 
as mid-August, and that Macmillan have stipulated that Encounter publish their version near to that 
date: I suppose in the July or August number. 
 So enough, for the time being, of witches. The argument can continue when we meet. When will 
that be? My class is now on Wednesday at 11.0. ( received an appeal from the Chairman of the 
Board, when I was in Rumania, to change from Friday to Wednesday; and argument being difficult 
across the intervening Carpathians, I yielded). I am coming down to Oxford on Friday 21 April & 
staying till after my first class, on 26 April; but immediately after that, I am returning, to Scotland to 
strike a blow for liberty here, and not return ing to Oxford till 11.0 a.m. on the following Wednesday; 
after which I shall stay in Oxford till the end of term.  
 I am beginning to recover from Rumania. It takes time: time, solitude and the therapeutic noise of 
falling water. Why does one travel to these countries? So I ask myself each time on my return. Caelum 
non animum... But no; for I did enjoy Rumania – I suppose I even enjoyed China in a perversely, 
intellectual way – simply because I learned so much; and one can bear a lot if one is learning. On the 
other hand some of the things that one learns are so depressing.  
 The most dispiriting of my experiences was lecturing in Rumania. They insisted that we lecture at 
all three universities. It was a very macabre experience. The undergraduates who (we were told) would 
flock to any lecture by anyone from the West, were excluded. Only professors of mature age, anchored 
to orthodoxy by their salaries, were present. No questions – or even informal discussions of the subject 
– were allowed. At Cluj, where we positively asked for questions, the Chairman formally invited 
questions, but in a tone of voice that made it quite clear that instructions had already gone out that no 
questions were to be asked; and none were. If we attempted to discuss the subject in casual conversation 
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afterwards, dead silence ensued, broken by some hasty observation about the weather. As I spoke, and 
looked at the closed faces before me, I felt that this was an episode from Kafka. Nobody in that room 
wanted to be there. We were all prisoners. Neither Dimitri Obolensky1 (who was my companion) nor 
I wanted to lecture. None of our audience wanted to hear us. If any wanted to hear him, it was 
unlikely – given the difference of our subjects – that they wanted to hear me, or vice versa. Those who 
might have wanted to hear us, were excluded. We were all involved in an elaborate ritual, prisoners of 
a system of make-believe. For of course none of them believed in the system to which they so 
ceremoniously conformed. Almost all of them were sophisticated, Paris-educated scholars, who spoke 
perfect French (all conversation, lectures, etc. were in French). But equally none of them dared admit, 
by so much as a flickering eyebrow, that he had ever entertained a non-Marxist or deviationist idea.  
 Some carried their conformity better than others. Some were clearly broken before they were bribed; 
others rejoiced in the discovery that conformity brings power, perhaps even freedom – as in the 
concentration-camp, where Arbeit macht frei. (In fact, the most distinguished Rumanian historian was 
offered the alternative of the Chair of History at Bucharest or the concentration-camp: like Gyges in 
Herodotus, he preferred to survive). I now feel that I have seen the whole range of academic corruption, 
the extended spectrum or gamut of la trahison des clercs. 
 I must stop: midnight strikes: it is the hour of the Sabbat in those Essex pig-styes; I will not detain 
you as you strain your eyes (or at least your oculus imaginationis) from Ridge Road to Hatfield 
Peverel. Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote a postcard on 20th April from Chiefswood, Melrose  
 
I wrote last night saying I didn't know when Encounter was publishing my essay. This morning I 
have received a copy of Encounter for May: it contains the first half of the essay, and threatens its 
readers with the second half next month. HRT-R  
 
Letter to Erik, from 44 Ridge Road on 21st April 1967 
 
... I hope to see the Oxford crowd in a week or so when I take the bibliography of my thesis to be vetted 
by my supervisor. I am handing it in on June 7th, so keep your fingers crossed for me. I had a long 
letter from Trevor-Roper yesterday. We are having a row about witchcraft, as I expected we would. 
His theories are out this month in Encounter. It could well turn into a full-scale academic war since 
there are a lot of methodological questions at stake; the 'New History' with its 
anthropological/sociological bias is coming under fire a lot, and my thesis is a representative of it. ... 

 
I wrote to Keith Thomas on 25th April from 44, Ridge Road  
 
Dear Keith,2  
 I enclose a re-written introduction (in which I've shelved the problem of definitions), a slightly 
renovated second chapter, a completely new chapter on 'Rise and Decline' of w. prosecutions, a new, 
short, appendix, and the 'Abstract'. I will be sending the bibliography in a couple of days. I wondered 
if you could possibly have a quick look at these before I send them to be typed; I am not altogether 
                                                
1 A Russian born historian (1918-2001) who became a Professor of Russian and 
Balkan history at Oxford.  
2 This was the first letter in which I wrote 'Dear Keith'. Even after he had attended my 
wedding in December of the previous year, I continued to write to 'Mr. Thomas' as I 
had for the previous three years since he started to supervise me. The change may be 
linked to the fact that Gill and I had been to a private supper with Keith and his wife 
Valerie at their house on 28th January, which further broke down the status gap 
between us.  
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happy with the new chapter on 'Rise and Decline'. Would you be able to do this and see me as early 
as Sunday or Monday or Tuesday 29th April - 1st May? If this is too soon, perhaps you could 
suggest a day or time later that week. The sooner I can send the stuff off to the typist, obviously, the 
better. If you could suggest a time and place, I could manage anything between 11 a.m. and 8 p.m. on 
any of th above days.  
 I hope your Indian trip was a great success. I'm longing to hear about it. Looking forward to 
discussing witches,  
 Yours sincerely,  
P.S. I suppose we had better discuss examiners etc.  
 
Card from Keith, St John's College, 27 April 1967 
 
Dear Alan,  
 Many thanks for your chapters. I have a huge back-log of other stuff & you don't give me much 
time but I'll try to be free for Tuesday 2 May at 2 p.m., if you can come then. Keith  
 
30.4.67 44, Ridge Road, London Alan to Trevor-Roper 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Thank you very much for your long letter in which you succeeded in mollifying me and my pig-
bound peasant friends. I must say, I continue to be amazed at the way at which you find the 
time/energy to write such long letters to unimportant people like myself. Most dons I know live in the 
world of snappy post-cards, unless they are directly discussing work and it is therefore a very pleasant 
surprise to find someone who can describe his travels with such gusto. I was both amused and horrified 
by your account of the 'Kafka-like' situation in Rumania. I look forward to seeing what the situation is 
like in India. Keith Thomas has just returned from some lectures there (with Richard Cobb) and I 
should get some amusing stories from him. Before he even went there was a typically Indian 
correspondence. He was asked to suggest some subject that would be appropriate to the problems of 
India today although located in the English seventeenth century. When he suggested 'Attitudes to 
famine and disease' the university authorities replied politely that this was rather irrelevant to India's 
current problems and couldn't he talk about 'The Gentry' instead! In a way one can see their point – 
too near the bone etc. But academics seem singularly blind in many ways. All this talk of India will 
show you that I'm still thinking of going there. The choice is really between spending an idyllic two 
yeas in a remote hill-tribe at the foot of the Himalayas studying myths and social structure in an 
unchanged setting amidst the incredible beauty of that region, or becoming involved in politics, famine, 
and disease by studying problems of change and population in India itself. The former appeals to my 
senses and intellect, the latter to my heart and my wife. Perhaps I will end up doing neither – as 
assistant lecturer in Tudor history at a Reed-brick university! 
 As you see I'm avoiding the subject of witches since I want to launch my main attack when I've 
read the chapter in your book – which may dissolve the onslaught into a hymn of praise (like detergents 
clearing the menacing oil-slicks). The point about my objection to 'witch-craze' incidentally was not to 
the use of a differentiating term for the intellectual system as opposed to village beliefs. It's just that it is 
one of the terms, along with 'epidemic', 'persecution' and so on which are highly emotional and pre-
judge the issues. 'Witch-craze' suggests both that the believers were 'crazy' and that it was a temporary 
'craze' or aberration, like marbles or mini-skirts, a sort of perverse fashion. It may, in fact that been 
both these, but I just think that in a subject so engulfed in emotion, it is necessary to avoid emotional 
words and phrase as much as possible. you will see what I mean from the cold-blooded prose of my 
thesis! 
Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane 
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May 1967 
 
I wrote to Keith Thomas on 3rd May from 44. Ridge Road  
 
Dear Keith,  
 Just a note about thesis regulations, but let me thank you first for tea and comments. I appreciated 
both very much, although the latter tend to make me a trifle depressed at this stage. Still, I'll dip in my 
tar-barrel for a final coat.1 Anyhow, I fully realize how much trouble you have taken and am most 
grateful.  
 I've looked at the Examination Statutes and the forms sent me by the Registry and there doesn't 
appear to be any mention of how examiners are chosen. I imagine the Board will ask you informally 
for suggestions. All that you appear to have to do is send a certificate (which I will bring with me at 
the end of May) to say that I've spent six terms in Oxford 'pursuing my research'. Otherwise, all I 
have to do is have 3 copies of the thesis at the Faculty Office, and a cheque for £25 at the University 
Chest (and a note from my college). The Board meets on June 8. I will be up at the end of May to 
have my thesis bound.  
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
 
I wrote to Keith on 20th May from 44, Ridge Road 
  
Dear Keith,  
 I wonder if you would be kind enough to sign the 'Supervisor's Certificate' part of this form? Thank 
you.  
 Everything is under control at this end and the thesis is back from the typist and I'm correcting a 
rather massive number of mistakes made by the typist and getting maps and diagrams ready. I hope to 
deliver the copies to the binders in about 10 days. Luckily I obliterated T-R. from the bibliography 
since my inclusion of his June article in Encounter2 may prove anticipatory! 
 Any success with the examiners? 
 I hope all goes well with you – I trust you not too caught up in examining this year.  
 Yours ever,  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote to me on 20th May from the History Faculty Library  
 
My dear Alan,  
 I agree and yet I don't agree about the use of language. I mean, dry, toneless, antiseptic language is 
no doubt best for mere intellectual analysis. The only book I have been able to read right through, with 
unfailing interest, about the extermination of the Jews under Hitler is R. Hilberg, The Destruction of 
the European Jews, which is also the longest; and I could red it precisely because it was written in 
that cold analytical style. On the other hand, on such a subject, the emotional consent is merely 
disguised, not excluded, by stylistic austerity. And such austerity, it seems to me, is not always 
legitimate, or at least not the only legitimate form. At times, the mind must take the risk of judging or 
history becomes meaningless and human responsibility atomised into insignificance. 2 + 2 = 5; and 
the witch-craze of the 1620s was a craze, not a natural expression of the cosmology of the time. You 
don't agree, but I am going to stand on my own ground, blow you never so loud on your archaic 
anthropological blow-pipe.  

                                                
1 Keith has warned me not to 'spoil the ship for a ha'porth of tar', ie. to make sure 
everything was as sound as possible - a final effort in checking and grammar.  
2 Encounter article 
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 Now that the experience is behind you, would you tell me what you feel about the excursions to 
Nottingham? I ask because the situation recurs. John Hale at Warwick wants such assistance (survey 
of European history 1400-1600). How did it work out? What in fact did they pay you (so that I 
may compare rates) was it satisfactory? Do you, in retrospect, think that you gained by the experience? 
I will treat you as a corpus vile, a guinea-pig, a patrol sent forward to report on the terrain. Is it a 
howling wilderness or does it flow with milk & honey? 
 I have been ill off & on with some disagreeable virus for some weeks and am now going to 
Scotland for a week, to picnic on anti-biotics at Chiefswood; but I shall eke the antibiotics out with 
champagne and return, I hope, cured next week-end. I hope you are well.  
 Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
 Keith Thomas wrote to me on 26th May from 1967 St John's College, Oxford  
 
Yes, do alter it – though perhaps I ought to initial the alteration? (Call in when you bring it up, 
perhaps?) Did I ever ask whether the Hearth Tax returns were any use for social status of Essex 
witches & accusers? Forgive my memory: we probably talked about them. Keith  
 
 I wrote to Keith Thomas on 28th May from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Keith,  
 Thank you for your card. Sorry to keep plaguing you, but perhaps you could change the terms to 
'six' and initial it, and send the form on in the enclosed envelope? Also, I wonder if you’d sign the 
application for early examination – I don't know how long they normally take, perhaps not more than 
two months anyhow. But I may be in the Outer Hebrides from mid-August and don't want to have to 
rush back to Oxford. Both forms are to go, like the thesis to the 'Secretary of Faculties' – but I'm not 
sure whether this means the Secretary of the History Faculty in the Faculty Library, so perhaps you 
could address the envelope. (I've just noticed the early examination form has to be in by Wednesday, so 
I'd be grateful if you'd post it soon.) 
 About witches in Hearth Taxes. I did have a look for the 1645 suspects and accusers (a sample) 
in the 1662 hearth Tax, but didn't come up with anything interesting. As you know, there are only a 
handful of Essex cases after 1650 and it would be impossible to get any statistical evidence. In a 
county like Wilts. where the accusations came later, it might be more hopeful. Hope this answers your 
query.  
 Thanks, in advance, for signatures etc. Yours,  
 
 I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 28th May from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 How nice to hear from you. I was so sorry to hear that you were ill (though I had heard dramatic 
stories of you delivering speeches in Congregation and then being carried out with a temperature of 104 
from other sources!). I do hope that a well-balanced course of anti-biotics and champagne have indeed 
cured you. The thought of reading 400 pages of description of witchcraft among the peasants and their 
pigs will probably be enough to send you fleeing to Chiefswood again! When does the book appear? 
Masses of people at L.S.E. keep asking me 'what I think' of your Encounter article, but I'm reserving 
my opinions until the full version appears, as I said. I don't think, at the moment, we can pursue the 
matter about language much further. Like you, I agree yet disagree., I'll just be interested to hear 
whether you think my complete omission of words like 'persecution', 'epidemic', etc. and my horribly 
cold-blooded analysis of accusations makes my account 'meaningless'. I was amused, however, to hear 
that I was likely to blow on my 'archaic anthropological blow-pipe'. Having discovered the dictionary 
definition of archaic to be 'primitive, antiquated, no longer in ordinary use' I assumed that you meant 
the subjects of anthropological study, rather than the approach,. In optimistic moments our tutors try to 
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persuade us that anthropology is a 'science', a more systematic and rational way of looking at societies 
than the 'old-fashioned' common-sense approach of historians etc. Not that I necessarily agree... But I 
would tend to argue that anthropologists, in their analysis of witchcraft beliefs anyhow, are at lest 50 
years 'ahead' of historians, if one can speak like that. Already most historical writing is beginning to 
look incredibly naive and unambitious to me – but perhaps that is merely because I am getting older 
and wiser. But enough of that side-track.  
 You ask about Nottingham. I wrote Fryer a longish letter stating what I thought was wrong with 
the teaching system – or a few items at lest. Probably very presumptuous of me, but it was done, I 
hope, in the earnest desire that it might help him. I've got a copy of the letter and his rather evasive 
reply in the Lakes and will gladly let you see them if you're interested. I'll be up there in a couple of 
weeks and will send them then. They do not bear on my own enjoyment of the situation. To tell the 
truth my feelings are mixed. I'm sure it was a very useful experience and I'm sure that anyone who has 
done a very little university teaching would benefit. My trouble was that I grudged the time from my 
anthropology. I think if the student was really interested in what he was tutoring – i.e. going to teach 
that subject later on, or doing a thesis on it at the moment – then it would be fine. Jumping from Essex 
Witchcraft to Pacific islands to Gustavus Adolphus was a bit confusing. What I really did enjoy was 
teaching Religion and the Rise of Capitalism which overlapped with economic anthropology. As for the 
students – they left little to be desired. They were extremely intelligent and willing to learn. Given a 
better and more ambitious teaching system, they could have done very well instead of spending most of 
the time feeling a trifle frustrated. I expect Warwick is different. I saw hardly anything of the rest of 
the staff – probably my fault – but a pity. As for pay, they gave me £50 for ten sessions of 3 
seminars a time. Then when they got your letter, Fryer took me aside and promised me another £20. 
Then (I like to think partly caused by my letter, but I doubt it) a cheque for another £50 mysteriously 
arrived. So, finally, I was handsomely paid – £100 for 30 seminars (admittedly I had to spend a 
day travelling to get to them). If there are any other details you want, do let me know.  
 Has Agnes Trollope's obituary appeared yet? 
 
 I wrote a postcard to Keith Thomas on 30th May from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Keith,   
 Thank you for your card. As I have an anthropology exam. in a week I don't think I'll be able to 
call in for a special visit to Oxford, unless there is something urgent you want to talk about. I'm happy 
at my end. If there is anything, I could come up on Friday afternoon, any time between 2.30 and 
4.30, if I get a card from you on Friday morning.  
 Yours, Alan  
 

June 1967 
 
Keith Thomas sent me a card on 1st June 1967  
 
No, don't bother then. It's just that I had thought you would be showing me the final version before 
handing it in. Keith 
P.S. I posted your letter.  
 
I wrote to Trevor Roper on 13th June. The address incorporated the fictitious address 
of Agnes Trollope - Field Head, Outgate, Nr. Buttocks, Westmorland  
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 I enclose the letters which I said I'd send. Sorry the carbon is on such a messy piece of paper. re-
reading my remarks and Fryer's reply I think that perhaps I applied too high a standard –that of 



 439 

Oxford. It just seemed a pity that a new University should be a rather shoddy version of an old one 
rather than something new and exciting. I think his 'sensible' reply was all that my impertinence and 
idealism deserved.  
 Could you return these at your leisure? Thank you. 
 I do hope the end of term went smoothly. I'm having a rest in Agnes Trollop country for a week; 
cuckoos, buttercups and no witches to disturb my rest. I feel much recovered.  
 With best wishes,  
Yours sincerely,  
Alan Macfarlane  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote on 15th June from 8 St Aldate's, Oxford  
 
My dear Alan,  
 Thank you for sending me this correspondence. Whether you will have achieved anything will 
depend, I suppose, on Fryer, whom you have met and can judge, and I have not met and therefore 
cannot judge. Perhaps he did not much like the criticism but perhaps he will nevertheless do something 
to meet it. It is depressing that you should have found these predictable faults. I am afraid that English 
universities will go the way of American universities unless people are constantly vigilant at certain key 
points: the absolute necessity of books, the importance of personal contact and dialogue, the necessity of 
personal thought, independent judgment, clear writing. I think you were right to make these points, and 
I don't think that Fryer’s reply necessarily indicates resistance, although we are all a bit resistant to 
criticism, especially when status-conscious, as most professors are.  
 I envy you being in the country. I feel as one who hath been long in city pent. But I shall escape 
soon.  
  I'm afraid I shall not read your thesis as an examiner. Your supervisor recommended other 
names, out of which we have chosen two.  
 Forgive a hurried letter. Come & see us again soon.  
 Yours sincerely,  
 

July 1967 
 
I wrote a postcard to Keith on 1st July from 44, Ridge Road 
 
Dear Keith,  
 I will be coming up to Oxford on July 12th (Wednesday) for my viva and wondered if I could 
possibly see you at all for a few minutes? The viva is in the morning, so I could manage any time 
between 2 p.m. and 6 p.m. – the earlier the better, really.  
 Will fully understand if you are busy.  
 I hope to see you.  
 Yours,  
  Alan (Macfarlane)  
 
Keith wrote a postcard back on 4th July from St John's College  
 
Dear Alan,  
 Will you lunch with me in College then on 12 July? Come to my room at 1 p.m. or whenever your 
ordeal is finished. Keith  
 
Letter to Lady Clay from 44, Ridge Road, 9th July 1967 
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Dear Rosalind,  
 Very many thanks for your most welcome letter. I'm afraid this will not be a proper reply. It is 
really a note to say that my viva (before the anthropologist Evans-Pritchard and Christopher Hill – 
I'm delighted with the choice) is on July 12th - Wednesday, at 10 a.m. I wondered if I might call in 
at some time? I'm having lunch with Keith Thomas and wondered if you couldn't manage any of the 
following times.  
11.30– onwards, 2.30-3.30 or 3.45-5.0? Perhaps you could drop a card to college, or ring them, 
making sure they leave in my pigeon-hole and don't post it on, if any of these are impossible. The 
morning one may well be impossible if the viva drags on ... Anyhow, I hope I shall be able to see you. 
... Went to Don Giovanni at Covent Garden last night with Tito Gobbi – still feeling slightly dazed! 
 Will give you the rest of my news when I see you. Oxford, and especially your garden, will be a 
refreshing change from Tubeland.  
 Best wishes,  
[Lady Clay replied to say all the times were convenient.] 
 
My mother wrote to me on 12th July from Field Head  
 
We are thinking very hard about the poor old prospective doctor of phil. today, I'm afraid I didn't 
realise the viva was so important or I would have written in time to cheer you on. We are thinking of 
ringing up tonight to find out how it went and I do hope they'll soon put you out of your agony. ... 
 
The outline of the thesis I presented can be seen from the table of contents, and the 
help I received from the acknowledgements.  
 
The thesis was organized as follows:  
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I wrote to Keith on 13th July from 44 Ridge Road 
 
Dear Keith,  
 Just to thank you for a delicious lunch (raspberries and cream are a treat in garden-less N.8) and, 
more importantly, to say how very grateful I am for all your guidance over the last three years. I don't 
know what would have happened to my thesis without your encouragement and enthusiasm and the 
constant contact with someone interested in the same problems meant more than I can say. I also 
appreciate all the time and trouble you took correcting my appalling grammar and faulty logic.  
 I do hope that I will be able to repay, in part at least, all your help. I every much look forward to 
reading the draft of the book – it really sounded very exciting.  
 Thank you again – for everything.  
 Yours, Alan  
 
My mother wrote to me on 14th July from Field Head  
 
My dear Alan,  
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 A line to add to the squeaks on the telephone – we were thrilled to bits of course – if anyone 
deserved it you did, in fact you should have a D.Phil. and Bar! Every time I get a pain in my stomach 
thinking about Rosemary I remember and feel warm and soothed and happy again. You will probably 
have a much delayed nervous breakdown now that the tension has suddenly relaxed. Let us know when 
we can collect Great Grannys moth-eaten mink and see you collect.  
 
15.7. 1967 St John's College, Keith to Alan  
 
Dear Alan,  
 It was very nice of you to write. I feel faintly sad that your thesis is finished, as I enjoyed our 
sessions together so much. But I am delighted it made such a good impression and renew my warmest 
congratulations. I always thought it was very good and it is nice that other people think so too.  
 How lucky you are to have the Lake District to which to retire. We hope to be in York at the end of 
August/beginning of September and will have the car. I'll give you a ring if we ever get near 
Ambleside, but I expect you'll be in Scotland then.  
 Let me know at the end of the summer if you have any more thoughts about the Cambridge 
conference.1 No hurry as I shan't be able to start on my piece till Christmas time anyway.  
 Yours, Keith 
 
16.7. 1967 44, Ridge Road, London, Alan to parents 
 
Dear Mummy and Daddy,  
 Thank you very much for your two letters. Thank you, much more, for all your support and help 
without which of course, I could not even have begun to think of doing the thesis. The enclosed abstract 
indicated a couple of the ways in which you both helped – but I can't begin to say how grateful I am 
for everything you did. Anyhow, it is over now and I can't say I am sorry. Having carefully prepared 
myself for all sorts of questions the viva, finally, was only a formal one – as I said on the 'phone. We 
all dressed up and met in 'Room 13' – rather an inauspicious start. But they were both very sweet and 
immediately told me that I needn't worry about the questions they would ask me since they both thought 
the thesis was excellent and would recommend it to the Faculty Board as worthy to be accepted. E-P. 
then compared a few points in the thesis to the Azande and Christopher Hill made the point about 
'what happened before 1560' and 'was society really so integrated and neighbourly before then?' I 
think both of them had minor points to make – but felt that it would be better to discuss these in a 
slightly less formal atmosphere. So both of them suggested that I went and see them later in the 
Summer if I ever visit Oxford. E-P. also bought me a drink at the Mitre later in the morning which 
was kind of him. The whole session only lasted 20 mins! I then had lunch with Keith who was 
delighted. I'm afraid there is still a considerable amount of ritual to go through. In mid-October, at the 
next meeting of the History Faculty Board they will receive the examiner's recommendation and 
(automatically I believe) give me permission to supplicate – ie. to dress up and go through the ritual in 
the Sheldonian. So it will probably not be until October or November that you will have to don ancient 
furs etc. I will also be collecting my M.A. We both feel a little anti-climaxish – but I will endeavour 
not to have a delayed nervous break-down. As you see, in fact, I am off onto all sorts of other 
subjects... 
 
 After the viva we went off for a drink at a nearby hotel and talked about 
anthropology and the future. I was now at the L.S.E. where E-P knew most of the 

                                                
1 The Association of Social Anthropologists conference, organized by Mary Douglas, 
and held at King's College, Cambridge, in 1968, to which both Keith and I presented 
papers, both of which were published.  
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senior anthropologists. E-P invited me to come down to Oxford for a longer talk, and 
I arranged to do this.  

The arrangements and the talk are described below – basically I went down and 
spent the day from about 11 am until 6pm with E-P in full flow. Whether he felt I was 
a visiting anthropologist to whom he was imparting the sacred oral history of the 
Oxford Anthropology Tribe, I do not know. But it certainly felt like that. There is a 
good deal bordering on the libellous in what he told me, so the following is just for 
private consumption – and highly biased. But I felt enormously privileged to be eaves-
dropping in this way. It is a mark of my interest that I clearly sat down straight away 
to write down some fieldnotes, even if abbreviated. As will be seen, there is wisdom 
and gossip, bitterness and humour in all of this, and it is important to remember that 
he was in considerable pain as we walked, lunched and talked.  
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 I had written a long letter to Ian Green on 8th August 1965 in reply to his question 
about doing research. He was still wondering what to do in a long letter he wrote to 
me on 24th July, 1967. Although this is nearly a year after I finished my period at 
Oxford, it reflects on a number of issues of doing a doctorate and seems worth 
including here as part of a reflective postscript, particularly relating to the all 
important question of the choice of a supervisor.  
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August 1967 
  
I wrote to my parents on 8th August on 44, Ridge Road 
 
... We both went away last week-end. Gill to her parents who are very well, and myself to Oxford. I 
had a very refreshing week-end, including many of my old rituals (lunch with Ralph and David at 
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Timms;1 fish and chips in Walton Street etc.. the high-light was 7 hours of conversation with Evans-
Pritchard on Friday. he took me out to lunch (we were first quietly ejected out of a snooty restaurant 
because we were both scruffy) and then back to his very shabby but delightful home just outside 
Oxford. He is a very sad old man – a bit like Grandpa with his dog and slippers – a diabetic, deaf, 
his wife recently committed suicide & 5 children to look after. But he was full of hilarious and 
extremely racy anecdotes about my supervisor, Malinowski, Frazer & others. Have jotted some of them 
down – but I'd better not send them in a letter as they are very libellous! ... 
 I'm afraid I can't say exactly when my D.Phil./M.A. ceremony will be. I think, probably, either 
at the end of Oct. or beginning of Nov. I've got to be passed by the History Board first – to whom the 
examiners report back. I will find out as soon as possible. 
 Lots of love from us both to you all,  
 Longing to see you,  
 
 I took notes on the seven hours of conversation with Evans-Pritchard.  
 
 
 

                                                
1 Timms was a boathouse when I was at the Dragon School, but later combined this 
with a restaurant.  
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   Only parts are legible, so I shall transcribe just a few selected items of a personal 
and advisory kind, omitting a good deal of very funny, but somewhat scurrilous, 
comment on leading anthropologists. Evans-Pritchard was, in many ways, the 
pinnacle of British social anthropology in the middle of the twentieth century and 
from his many encounters and a long an combative life was well placed to observe the 
quirks and qualities of his contemporaries.  
 

Evans-Pritchard 4th August 
 
Personal – fear of death – no – Catholicism  

-   illness – diabetes 
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-   discussion – general – re. mad dogs etc.  
-   house = scruffy, lots of children, guitars, 17 tortoises (couldn’t bear to see them in 

market) [I remember these – and asking E-P whether it had not occurred to him 
that by buying up the tortoises he was not just encouraging the trade…] – 
chickens, over-grown; German maid – problems of selling – driver – cautious 
[presumably we drove somewhere and I noted E-P as a cautious driver] 
 

Personal 
-   committee/admin work = 2-3 hrs a day [I was shocked at this load, but later 

experienced it myself, on a larger scale, in Cambridge] 
-   v. shaky, slow, considerable pains 
-   ribald humour & infectious spluttering humour. “I’ve seen death close too often to 

be very afraid” 
-   fairly straight Catholic line on contraception 
-   gives non-lecture at Chicago = they ask him over – he wants money but won’t give 

lecture: therefore they advertise & then cancel lecture 
 

Fieldwork 
Necessity of – yes. 
Dangers of tape-recorder – get too much information 
Importance of texts & of getting enough biographical information 
 
2nd-class minds & their progress [this may have been a comment about the fact that 

both E-P and I had received seconds in our Oxford History finals – and this was no bar, 
since many who got firsts burnt themselves out] 

 
-   need to go back to Comte & Montesquieu & for intellectual breathing space [E-P 

gave lectures on the History of Anthropology, which have been published, and 
start with Montesquieu. For some years I did a similar course, also starting with 
Montesquieu, in Cambridge – and indeed found that the broad historical roots 
were important] 
 

= holiday at Butlins last yr – [I asked E-P why he went for his holidays at an Irish Butlin’s 
Camp, usually the abode of people other than Fellows of All Souls, Oxford, and he replied 
that “it is the one place I can be certain I shall not meet any of my colleagues”; I guess the 
reference to the Irish bogs refers to the sale of some land he held in Ireland?] 

-   doesn’t matter if my books are torn to pieces 
-   I’m not going to make any further intellectual contribution [a sad remark at the 

age of 62, but probably related to his illness and the pain which he was suffering 
even as we walked and talked; he had already written several immortal works, of 
course] 

 
 Letter to Evans-Pritchard.  
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September 1967 
 
From Alan to Erik, from Field Head, 4th September 1967 
 
Dear Erik,  
 ... My witchcraft thesis is finished and I was viva'd by Christopher Hill the Master of Balliol and 
Evans-Pritchard, Professor of Anthropology, in July (forgive me if I've already told you all this). The 
viva only lasted 20 minutes and I'm glad to say that I passed. I take my degree in November (4th I 
think). It is a great relief to have it over though, as with essay crises, new crises soon follow. I'm 
turning the thesis into a book, as you know, and am also half-way through an M.Phil. in 
anthropology on 'Incest and other sexual offences in sixteenth century England' or some such. .. 
 

1967 - October 
 

I received notice that I could supplicate, that is receive, my doctoral degree.  
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1967 - November 
 

I received my degree on 4th November.  
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Trevor-Roper wrote on 8th November 1967 from Oxford  
 
My dear Alan,  
 ... I'm glad that the scientifically chosen examiners approved your thesis; as I am sure that any 
right-minded examiners would have done. Naturally, since Christopher Hill has repeatedly declared his 
faith in the True Word of Margaret Murray, I am a bit sceptical of his qualifications, which I cannot 
get him to exhibit in discussion of this delicate question; but I don't really hold even this against him. I 
hope I shall see your thesis when it appears from the press of Messrs Routledge (I hope it is Routledge 
and not Weidenfeld & Nicolson).  
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 What are you doing now? Have you finished your work at LSE? Are you going to Calcutta? Or 
has matrimony adjusted the Benthamite springs of action? 
 I am sorry to report – but you may already have heard the sad news locally that Miss Agnes 
Trollope passed away in the autumn. I was with her at the end. Her last words were, 'don't let the 
poor bassets starve'. I am doing my best, but the cost of hound-meat is disagreeably high. I have been 
asked to edit her Nachlass – also to write a brief memoir of her in the press. I would like to do so, but 
am terribly pressed for time: too many committees, too many lectures, can't even read; and what is the 
point of life if one can't read? On this – as on all else (except for one thing, which you won't guess, so 
don’t try) – I agree with Gibbon.  
 I hope you have made proper practical – i.e. economic - arrangements with Routledge. They are 
good publishers. I have only once failed with them, and that was because I didn't realise the extremely 
complex religious situation in the firm. But that won't (I think) trouble you.  
 I am escaping from committees on 25 Nov, by the drastic expedient of flying ( I detest flying: it is 
pure torture to me, every minute) to China. 
Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
Letter to Gill's parents (John and Mary) from 6, Milverton Road on 12th November 
 
Please excuse a short scribble but I just wanted to say how sorry I was you weren't able to come to the 
ceremony. Also to assure you that you didn't miss much! Although I enjoyed wearing my scarlet and 
blue gown and it was nice seeing old friends etc. the weather made it a rather dismal day. It drizzled 
steadily and a cold wind blew through the medieval quadrangles. My father was upset because he had 
forgotten his camera and there were long waits between events. A pity - since Oxford can look really 
lovely at this time of year.  
 
I wrote to Trevor-Roper on 19th November 1967 from 6, Milverton Road, London  
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 How very nice to hear from you and how kind of you to send me an offprint of the essay on the 
Witch Craze. The only fact which marred my pleasure was to hear of the recent death of the much-
esteemed Agnes Trollope. If I had any black-edged writing paper I would have written on it. Please 
send my sincerest condolences to her family and any of her basset-hounds still surviving on the scraps 
from the Regius Professor's table. the only consolation is that she was briefly mentioned as one of the 
angels of light in a recent review in The Sunday Times. I should have realized then, of course, from 
"The late Miss Agnes Trollope" but I was so distracted to find myself described elsewhere in the 
article ("they dogmatise about unverifiable sexual practices, and invoke the analogy of Congolese 
tribes..." – I was just off to give a talk at Balliol two days later on 'Problems in the sexual life of the 
Tudor and Stuart period'!) that I missed the implications. But since her arch enemy had discovered her 
real identity, perhaps there was nothing else for it.  
 Thank you very much for your advice about Routledge’s. The only trouble I anticipate is not 
religious – but nepotism: all the directors appear to be called Franklin. I hope to have the typescript to 
them by March.  
 I am still at the L.S.E., – just finishing an M.Phil. on "Marriage & sexual attitudes in Tudor 
and Stuart England" and preparing to go out to India. Not Calcutta, I fear, but probably the Assam 
hills where I was born. I feel sad that the moving stair will pass me by and realize that I may never be 
able to return to Oxford. But feel that I would feel I had betrayed myself if I didn’t at least try to get 
away at some point. Fortunately my wife feels the same. London is miserable in many ways and I 
miss my Oxford friends & autumnal trees etc very much – not least my awed visits to the Regius 
Professor's lodgings – but find anthropology continuously exciting.  
 I'm sorry you are weighed down by committees, lectures etc. You shouldn't write such long letters to 
'unimportant persons' like myself – then you would have more time to read. Even I find little time to 
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read and I've got no teaching! I hope, anyhow, that once the dreaded flight is over, China revives you. I 
wonder why you've been drawn back to a place that frustrated you so much? If you ever have time to 
drop me a post-card (or, even better, a letter) I'd love to hear how you get on (also my father collects 
stamps). Hope you are equipped with your 'Sayings of Mao'! 
 Again, thank you for writing and sending Witches.  
 With best wishes,  
 Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane 
P.S. Enclose a dingy/dirty xerox of my thesis abstract – which I hope you'll keep with best wishes.  
 

1967 - December 
 
Trevor-Roper wrote again on 29th December 1967 from Chiefswood, Melrose, 
Scotland  
 
My dear Alan,  
 Thank you very much for your letter of 19 Nov. I hardly had time to read it, or its enclosure – the 
abstract of your thesis – before leaving for the Far East on 25 Nov. But we are now back: in fact we 
got back just in time for Christmas, having spent a fortnight not in Red China (I will never be allowed 
back there) but in the Republic of China – i.e. Kuomintang Formosa [Taiwan] – and a week, on the 
way back, in Bangkok and Angkor. I greatly enjoyed Formosa, which was quite different from my 
expectation, and almost reconciles me to the new American Co-Prosperity Sphere (as the Japanese used 
to call it) which is being defended in Vietnam. Certainly it is, in every way, preferable to the grim, 
monotonous, terrorised conformism of Red China. As we skirted the hills of Assam, I cast a loose 
thought towards you. I hope you enjoy returning thither: they looked tempting to me, from the air (but 
almost any terra firm is tempting when seen from the air), after that infinite, dreary, dusty brown plain 
of India. We flew out by the new SAS Trans-Asian Express which goes from Copenhagen to 
Bangkok, stopping only at Tashkent. Anyway, while you are there if you will keep in touch (a) with 
books, (b) with me, I will keep my eye fixed on the moving stair for you.  
 Your abstract makes me want to read your thesis, but I suppose it will appear in your book, to 
which I look forward. Routledge will produce it well and Colin Franklin will take trouble with it. Do 
the index yourself – or use domestic labour – and in detail, so that the index reads as another chapter 
and the reader discovers in it gems he has missed in a too perfunctory reading of the text. At least that 
is the ideal! 
My essay on Witches is to appear separately as a Penguin. I have added a brief, brisk foreword 
sharply re-defining the territory between us in view of the incapacity of your supervisor to read what is 
clearly stated on the first page of the text! 
 Miss Trollope's death was a sad blow to many. I have had several letters deploring it, including 
one from Professor Stone of Princeton.  
 I have no objection to studies of sexual practices so long as they are based on verifiable evidence, not 
on the ipse dixit of some Gadarene sciolist1; but I want to know how the facts are known, and trace the 
argument by the known processes of scholarship, from which here is no escape, no appeal. It is because 
Christopher Hill sometimes (e.g. in his Intellectual Origins of the Puritan Revolution), Stone generally, 
and Laslett always skips these processes, and flouts these canons, that Miss Trollope and I 
occasionally demur! 
Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper  
 

1968 - January 
 
                                                
1 Sciolist - a person who pretends to be well informed. 
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I wrote to Trevor-Roper from 6, Milverton Road on 14th January  
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Very many thanks for your interesting letter of 29th December. I very much enjoyed hearing of your 
journey to and from Formosa and envied your few days in Angkor. Oxford must always seem very 
small and sheltered after these excursions, although it has its own powerful currents. I was touched by 
your offer to keep an eye on the 'moving stair' for me. I've a suspicion that when you have read my two 
forthcoming books this offer will be withdrawn, however. I will be caged among other snarling beasts 
like Laslett and Stone, classed as one of the 'Gadarene sciolists'. I try to justify this in my mind by 
arguing that you and I use 'scholarship' in different ways. For me 'scholarship' is something more than 
precision of footnotes, logical consistency in the text, and style. There must be a breadth of vision, and 
imaginative understanding of the period and what is significant in it, which many 'scholars' in the 
narrow sense of the word do not have. Perhaps this is an idiosyncratic usage. But for me K.B. 
MacFarlane, for instance, or even, perhaps – though I don't know his work well – Maitland, are not 
scholars, whereas Tawney (who often made mistakes and made fairly wild guesses on occasions) is a 
scholar. Some people, like you, I find difficult to classify – e.g. C.H[ill]. Often one is convinced and 
there is such an immense abyss of lack of sympathy and understanding shown – e.g. in his bits on the 
'Witch Cult' which is, I see, repeated in his latest book – that one has doubts. Actually it is difficult to 
think of many historians of this century whom one can whole-heartedly admire. The self-importance of 
those whom I come across at the I.H.R.1 is amazing and the dreariness of their seminars beyond 
belief. I mustn't go on as this will sound very arrogant. But I felt I had better warn you that, poised 
between disciplines, I find most present historical debates very arid. If nothing else, the growing battle 
between self-styled 'New' and 'Old' schools of history should prove lively. I hope that our friendship 
will not end if we find ourselves temporarily ranged on opposite sides. In the fight against pomposity 
and academic small-mindedness I like to think we are each using different weapons in the same cause.  
 I look forward to the Penguin on witches although, as we have both made clear, our work hardly 
overlaps. My book should be ready for the publishers at the end of April or before.  
 I will be in Oxford to give a talk on Tuesday January 30th & the following day. I don't suppose 
you'll be free, but if yu are on either morning or afternoon, perhaps we could meet for a few minutes. If 
I don't get a card in the next few days I'll assume you are fully booked up.  
 Again, thank you for writing. Hope all goes well with your work. 
 Yours sincerely,  
 
Trevor-Roper wrote back on 16th January from the Savile Club 69 Brook Street W1  
 
My dear Alan,  
 Your really must use language more exactly! Scholarship is something quite definite. Of course it is 
'more than precision of footnotes, logical consistency in the text, and style'. (It is also a good deal less: 
it has nothing to do with style). But it does not include 'breadth of vision', imagination etc. Scholarship 
is technical accuracy and understanding of the rules of evidence within a discipline: nothing more. 
Historical scholarship consists of knowing and understanding the sources and problems handling the 
evidence aright, perceiving its value, reasoning correctly. It is not the sum of a historian's equipment, 
but it is necessary to him. Firth was a fine scholar and a good historian; so was Namier; but there are 
fine scholars who are not good historians, because they lack breadth or penetration (like Firth's pupils 
Godfrey Davies and E.S. de Beer), and there are historians who are not good scholars, but have other 
gifts, like Tawney and Hill, both of whom have insight and intellectual power but not scholarship. 
Laslett and Stone are, in my opinion, neither good historians (for they lack understanding and 
sympathy) nor scholars – they get their facts wrong, misquote their sources, use slipshod methods. 

                                                
1 Institute of Historical Research, London University.  
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Elton is a scholar; Plumb, I think, not. Gibbon was a scholar and historian, Macaulay a historian 
but not a scholar.  
 Who are the self-important historians of the IHR? 
 I don't know on which side I am on in the alleged battle between Old and New Historians. I don't 
really know what it is all about and can't get very interested. My complaint against the avant-garde 
sociological anthropological historians is not their aims, which I approve, but their methods: their 
refusal to correct their history by means of exact scholarship. They are like Margaret Murray (mutatis 
mutandis). They need the scholarship of a Ewen (who was a scholar but not a historian).  
 I would be delighted to see you on 30 or 31 Jan. I am theoretically on leave, but should be in 
Oxford, I think. Will you ring me on arrival if we haven't fixed a meeting before? At present I am a 
little uncertain having just arrived from Scotland and not yet being sorted out.  
 Yours ever, Hugh Trevor-Roper 
 
 We exchanged a few further letters until the later 1970s, but I will end the 
correspondence about my thesis with a last letter written from London on 3rd 
February 1968 
 
Dear Professor Trevor-Roper,  
 Many thanks for your chastening letter of 16th January. I think I really agree with you about 
scholarship – except that I don't think the division between historian and scholar is as absolute as you 
make it. To be able to 'handle the evidence aright' or 'know and understand the sources and problems' 
is not something that can be mechanically learnt. It requires imaginative sympathy. But I don't want 
to embark on that discussion at the moment. the point of this letter is to apologise for not contacting you 
on 30th or 31st. In the event my visit to Oxford was shorter and more rushed than I had expected and 
I felt it would be rude to suggest specific limited times. I did in fact ring on Wednesday morning, but 
you had already left home. Next time I visit Oxford perhaps we can fix something definite in advance – 
then I can plan my other engagements round it. I was very sorry not to see you as I always enjoy our 
meetings very much.  
 I do hope your numerous projects go well and that your room is not too thick in piles of papers.  
Yours ever,  

 
 The book, as it was published in the summer of 1970. 
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