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Introduction

When I moved back to Yorkshire in 2008, I had the unforeseen pleasure and 
privilege of meeting Win, then in her ninetieth year, through a mutual friend. 
In typical style, Win welcomed me enthusiastically, invited me to meet her 
writing group, accompanied me to a musical production about the credit 
crunch from the Mikron Theatre Company and shared some of her life stories 
(oral and written) with me.  

My interest as a feminist was piqued on learning about Win’s professional 
life as the only woman at her level in local government and her continuing 
active engagement with politics at all levels: an inspiration for the future as well 
as a mine of informed opinion on the past and how it relates to the present.

I had recently edited a short book by my mother on growing up between 
the wars - which Win admired - and so, in one of our sessions, I persuaded 
Win to publish some of her memories and reflections, to coincide with her 
90th year.

Because there is so much to tell, this collection can only contain snapshots 
of that long history, but which we hope nonetheless provides a sufficient 
flavour of it.  It is divided into four sections, which focus, in turn, on Win’s 
family, professional, community and creative lives. They contain original 
writings by Win as well as photographs and press cuttings to provide additional 
context. It will become clear to the reader that these four aspects are not 
completely distinct one from the other: they overlap in both content and 
style. Win’s political life informed and was informed by all her areas of activity.  
Additionally, along with a hard-headed, pragmatic approach to moving things 
forward, there is a strong romantic streak which manifests itself in Win’s work 
and writings. 

It was from her close-knit political family background that Win learned 
the social conscience and social activism which can be seen underpinning 
the successful public profile which she used to bring about changes for 
ordinary working women and men. This heritage continues in the work of 
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Win’s daughter who founded the national organisation for single parents, 
Gingerbread, in 1972 and continues to work for social justice. 

In her professional life Win placed an emphasis on society not only using 
but valuing the skills of working-class women. In her pioneering work 
organising Home Helps, she aimed to raise the status of ordinary women 
through good personnel management, improving terms and conditions of 
work, training and accreditation, as well as opportunities to participate in 
national and international conferences. In our discussions about her career in 
local government, Win’s reflections would always raise new insights on how 
things have changed - or indeed gone backwards - in public services, as in 
mainstream politics

Throughout her professional, political and community lives, Win continued 
to be an inveterate campaigner and letter writer, expressing her opinion (both 
favourable and adverse) on a whole range of topics. One local campaign, which 
we have not been able to include, was the one around the closure of Bretton 
Hall University College - a debate that continued for several years before final 
closure in 2007. 

Win took up creative writing in the 1990s partly because, despite being 
active in voluntary public service, she felt mentally lazy (she at age 80 and her 
third husband aged 90 were featured in the local press as being “never too old 
to learn”). She found herself “surprised and impressed by the writing skill and 
imagination of other students and their gentle encouragement of each other’s 
efforts”. The writing group that still meets on Mondays at Win’s house has just 
published a collection of the work of Pat Charlesworth, one of their members 
who died in May 2009. 

In the fourth section here we have included a small selection of Win’s 
opinions on life, love and art and the necessity of not taking oneself too 
seriously, not to mention the priceless pieces of political satire on the noble life 
and times of Lord and Lady Chattersby. But this is still an unfinished work. 

Win and her ideas live on. She has just told me that she has saved the 
telephone kiosk across the road from Old Tavern and is now running  a 
campaign against the abolition of chequebooks – which would particularly 
affect the elderly and small community organisations…

Patricia Daniel
June 2010
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Teresa Veronica Mullen (Tess and Tom)

My mother, Teresa Veronica Mullen, was born on January 3rd 1895 at 
Shevington, near Wigan in Lancashire and was the middle child of a family 
of thirteen. She used to say that her own childhood consisted of looking after 
younger children. The family later moved to Haydock. 

My grandfather was of Irish descent, probably brought over as a child during 
the great exodus associated with the potato famine, although we do not know 
of any connection he may have had with Ireland or any relations. He was 
musical, played the violin and taught all his sons to play. Hence Tess’s expressed 
dislike of noise and most music: “crying children and screeching violins”. 

My grandfather, who was a non-practising Roman Catholic, died when 
mother was thirteen years old. He was an under-manager at a local Lancashire 
pit and went down to rescue men after an explosion. The effects of the gas 
killed him some little time later. There was no workmen’s compensation in 
those days so his widow had a hard struggle to support her family. 

My grandmother Winifred’s maiden name was King. She died in her late 
eighties. She was Lancashire born and bred, a devout Roman Catholic. She 
was tall and strong and her sons were all tall, well-made men. Tess was the 
smallest of the family, all of whom seem to have been remarkably healthy 
– although one baby died either through being “overlaid” in bed with her 
mother or through cot-death. The boys went into the army, the navy, the 
mines, engineering or glass-making; the girls, as far as is known, went “into 
service”. One sister still survives, Mrs Ciss Boulter, who was the youngest of 
the family, now old and frail. Also my cousin, Mrs. Freda Spencer, who was 
born at the same time as Ciss and became a nursing sister in Manchester.

Tess went to “live in” and work in a pub in the Leigh district of Lancashire, 
owned by an uncle. Here she met Tom Nally. He too had an Irish father and a 
Lancashire mother, but he was an “Orangeman” and a free-thinker. They were 
married on July 4th of either 1913 or 1914. Their first child, Will, a son, was 
born on December 11th 1914, when Tess was 19 years old.
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Tom Nally was born February 24th 1890. He was one of eleven children 
of William and Alice Nally. His mother’s maiden name was Crook. He was 
born at Astley near Tyldesly, Lancashire. He was the tallest of a short family. 
However, I know that his brothers were strong men and some of them well 
known as sportsmen in the district. His sister Maggie was a qualified midwife 
and delivered babies locally for over fifty years, besides running a grocery and 
a milliner’s shop in Astley village. Her children are still alive. 

Tom Nally became the “under-manager” at a local pit. This was Nook Pit, 
considered to be a small mine, which, however, employed some 200 men 
and was a huge complex with five shafts. Tom was very bright and passed 
his mining examinations through Leigh Technical College when he was very 
young. He got his management job when he was still under 21 by lying about 
his age. His father and some of his brothers worked under him. On marriage 
Tom and Tess went to live at the pit-head in a “manager’s house” with thirteen 
rooms, and Tom could have reasonably expected a comfortable life compared 
with most of his contemporaries. During the First World War the miners 
appear to have done quite well, but in real terms their earnings did not keep 
up with the escalating cost of living. 

The attempts by the local coal-owners to depress the standards of the miner 
led Tom Nally to refuse to manage men in deteriorating conditions. The 
family story is of him rolling up his certificates, determined to work at the 
coal-face and devote his time to trade union and political action. He had to 
leave Lancashire and go down to the productive coal-field in the Midlands. 
After a short time in lodgings, Tom and Tess went to live at 70 Godfrey Street, 
Netherfield, Nottingshire, where their daughters were born on September 
30th 1919. Tess was in total agreement with Tom. She was already involved in 
working in the “women’s sections” of the Labour Party and the “Women’s 
Guilds” of the Co-operative Movement. (I do not know of a real history of 
the Co-op Women’s Guilds ever being written. They were a great educational 
and emancipating force for women – fostering talent and getting women into 
public life).

Tom worked at Gedling Colliery in Nottinghamshire. He was prominent in 
the Independent Labour Party, in the Notts Miners Association, in the Labour 
Party and in the Socialist Sunday School, where the twins were christened. 
He fought and won a seat on the Carlton Urban District Council, where 
he promoted sports facilities and children’s playgrounds, which he demanded 
to be opened on Sundays. (I remember headlines in the local press:  “Nally 
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wants Continental Sundays”). Tess was very much involved in electioneering 
campaigns. She used to tell us how she chalked slogans and messages on walls 
and pavements – dodging the local “bobby”. She used to write articles for 
some Labour newssheet as “Red Rose”, but I don’t know details. 

Tom later fought “the County Council Election of the Century” when he 
contested a seat on the County Council in the mining district of Kimberley 
in Nottinghamshire and defeated the coal-owner, Sir Dennis Bayley. On the 
day when his nomination papers went in he was “given his cards” at the pit 
where he worked – as he had feared. The effrontery of a miner opposing Sir 
Dennis, who had sat for thirty years, caused a national stir. So Tom attended 
his first County Council meeting travelling on his bicycle and could not 
afford to have the County Council lunch. Tess supported him. She was a good 
manager, terrified of ever being in debt. She kept the household going with 
the accumulated Co-op “divi”, and Tom was very soon in work again.

Chairman − Tom and Tess Nally at the National Housing and Town Planning Council 
Annual Conference 1955.
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The General Strike 1926

When the General Strike broke out, followed by the months through which 
the miners fought on alone and were “locked out”, Tom was one of the 
leaders. 

We were seven years old but we knew what was happening as our parents 
and the many visitors to our small terraced home encouraged us to hear 
their discussions.  A.J. Cook, the national miners’ leader was a frequent visitor 
who always sent us coloured postcards when he travelled overseas to meet 
international colleagues.  He used to joke that if we gave him a kiss we could 
have a ten-shilling note between us.  We never did, for our mother had always 
issued a firm edict from our babyhood that admirers of her identical twins 
should not be allowed to pick us up or embrace us - for reasons of hygiene.  
Will used to say, “I have been victimised since the twins came.” We all grew up 
learning the language of the striving working class – Will was to address his 
first public meeting at 13 years of age and was a star of the Labour League of 
Youth in his teens.  He was one of the band of young Members of Parliament 
in 1945, returned in great jubilation that we now had a Labour Government.

The General Strike lasted for nine days but the miners were to carry on 
until the bleak December of that year.  Tess was at the centre of the activities in 
Netherfield and ran a food distribution centre from the home. Sympathisers in 
many areas formed committees to help the miners survive and I well remember 
the large parcels of clothing arriving at our house and though much of it was 
very welcome Mother was surprised when evening dresses and elaborate hats 
were included.  Alice and I had much fun dressing up in these garments.  Large 
tins of cocoa mixed with milk powder and huge long loaves were stacked in 
our kitchen and it was exciting to watch Mother serving the miners wives and 
we were sometimes allowed to help in our “shop”.  Arrangements had been 
made with the local Co-op manager to fill his warehouses with staple items of 
food as attempts were made to starve the miners out by preventing deliveries 
of foodstuffs into the villages.  Soup kitchens were organised by the women 
and our garden shed was turned into a cobblers workshop where miners could 
repair shoes with materials provided by the supporters groups. Tess used to 
tell the story of how the “coal-house” was never empty throughout the strike, 
because miners somehow illegally got coal from slag-heaps to make sure that 
Tom Nally had coal, and they brought it during the night. But after the strike 
Tom would never again drink cocoa!
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I remember being mystified when we went with father to a centre where 
strike pay was being issued.  Men received money at one table, then walked to 
another table and gave some of the money back. The union men were helping 
to support the families of the non-union men. We had two pet cats both black, 
one called Big Un and the other Little Un and this smaller cat used to follow 
father when he joined the pickets. This cat was rechristened Picket and lived 
for many years after the strike.  The London Committee of Supporters offered 
to find homes for miners’ children for the duration of the strike and “lock 
out”.  Mother went round the village to secure names but returned with an 
empty sheet.  Only when she wrote down brother Will’s name did she get 
other mothers to agree to send children away from the hardships the families 
suffered.  His then name of Billy had been misread and the lady who took him 
had wanted “Betty”. On seeing his neatly folded and cared for clothes, she had 
asked him, “Are you sure you are a miner’s child?” He was moved to stay with 
a Labour M.P but soon returned home as did many of the other group of the 
first “evacuees” - though that name was not used until the war.

Alice and I went to stay with friends in Chesham Buckinghamshire. Father 
had made the acquaintance of Wilf Cook at meetings: he and his wife, Amy, 
looked after us at their bungalow up a country lane. They had it built and 
named it “Uptouz” as they had much work to do to create a garden. We 
enjoyed the countryside and finding snails in the hedgerows and watching 
the birds and foxes in the fields.  Choirs of Welsh miners toured the country 
collecting funds and we were taken to a big meeting in the Market Square 
where the choir sang from a large dray lorry.  Someone shouted “There are 
miners’ children here” and we were hoisted over the heads of the crowds 
to stand with the singers. Uncle Wilf had tried to protect us but the people 
were wild with cheers and claps.  A very frightening experience for two little 
girls.  One result was that someone realised we were not attending school and 
even though an old retired aunt who had been a headmistress helped us with 
lessons, we had to attend school for our last weeks in Chesham.  Fortunately 
the staff were understanding and we did not have to be on show though we 
were used to being stared at as identical twins. 

Father came to take us home for Christmas and our days of school and 
being taken to meetings and social gatherings of the Co-op and Labour parties 
was resumed. Tom had returned to the pit and by election of the men became 
the “check weigh man”, recording the amount of coal each miner produced 
and representing their interests. There was great opposition to the Spencer 
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Union, which is now part of trade union history. 
Once the lock-out ended, the strike leaders were victimised and no colliery 

would employ them. Tom was given a job with the Nottingham Co-op, to 
organise and run a “mutuality club” for members - a fairer system than the 
many “clubs” which charged people huge interest. He never worked in the 
mining industry again. He also became the part-time agent for the Rushcliffe 
Constituency Labour Party.

Tess and the Birth Control Movement

During this time, Tess became interested in the Birth Control Movement. 
To appreciate this, one needs to know of her rebellion against the Roman 
Catholic Church.

When she was a little girl, her fastidious nature was repelled by the priest 
placing “the bread of Christ” wafers on her tongue, and she used to make 
sure that she had a clean handkerchief to wipe it away.  Could not hell-fire 
have descended for this sin of rejection? She hated the fact that her mother 
considered it an honour to wash the priest’s blankets, and she resented the bottle 
of whisky which was kept in the house for “Father”. At school the brightest 
girls were sent to help the priest’s housekeeper, and this was a privilege. Tess 
was affronted, because she liked school lessons, and then she discovered all the 
empty bottles in the cellar!

In addition to this, she saw her mother and the neighbours having far more 
children than they could really care for. Her own mother was having her last 
child at the same time as her eldest daughter was having a baby, auntie Cissie 
and cousin Freda respectively. The later death by suicide of her youngest sister 
- who was married to a cruel man and was trapped by children and fear of 
further pregnancies - had a great impact on Tess. Her story about this was that, 
because her sister’s death was by suicide, the Catholic priest would not allow 
her to be buried in consecrated ground, and her mother was distraught at this. 
Tess and Tom visited Haydock and made such a fuss with the priest about 
the distress of the family that he agreed to permit the usual family funeral. 
“Grandma” always had a high regard for Tom.

After leaving home, Tess never acknowledged her R.C. origins and she 
married in a C. of E. church. After the twins were born, she was visited by a 
Catholic priest – who probably thought that “Nally” was a Catholic name. 
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He invited her to return to the fold with her babies but was left in no doubt 
about her opinions!

In 1927, the family left Netherfield and moved to a newly-built semi-
detached house which was called “The Land” after the row of houses where 
Tom was born, in Frederick Avenue, Carlton Hill, Nottinghamshire. Tess had 
saved much of the money needed to pay the deposit, as this was the period 
of emerging home-ownership. From this address she was to establish the first 
Birth Control Clinic in Nottingham - and was much vilified in the press as 
she campaigned for financial help and premises. She trailed around the city, 
one twin on each side to demonstrate her love of children. Finally, an elderly 
Polish émigré tailor, who had built up a business making riding habits for the 
gentry (his name was “Ladu”, as I remember) let her have the top floor of his 
house, and the weekly clinic was held there. The tailor lost business by this but 
he was in favour of the clinic and liked Tess. The address was 100 Goldsmith 
Street, Nottingham. Tom gave her much support, although great pressure was 
put on him as a County Councillor: he had to champion this new service 
against public opposition and defend his wife.

The Birth Control Movement asserted that only married women would 
be helped but Tess ignored this rule. When a girl with an obvious Woolworth 
curtain ring on her finger asked for help, Tess invented the term “Ms.” when 
she wrote the name - and also slipped the girl a real wedding ring (possibly 
obtained from a pawnbroker) to wear while she saw the doctor. Generally, 
though, the patients were married with children, who did not want more 
children than they could keep. The members of the Committee all did their 
best by talking to women’s organisations about birth control. It only became 
“Family Planning” years later.

Then, in 1929, Tom was appointed as Labour / Co-operative agent for the 
Lancashire constituency of Mossley, for which a Labour M.P., H.M. Gibson, 
sat in Parliament. The family moved north and settled at 100 Denton Road, 
Audenshaw. Tess became the only woman member of the Board of Management 
of the Denton Co-operative Society, as well as very prominent in Regional 
Women’s Guild activities and in the Labour Party. Luckily there were small 
allowances and expenses for this work as married women in general could not 
find much paid employment in those days. Teachers, civil servants and many 
factory workers were required to give up work on marriage. The rates of pay 
for women in all employments were very low, often 50% of the men’s rate.

Labour lost the 1931 General Election, but Tom continued as secretary to 
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the Manchester and District Co-operative Party, covering the political work of 
the numerous Co-operative Societies. Both he and Tess were frequent speakers 
at Men’s and Women’s Guilds, and organised and attended conferences, rallies 
and demonstrations.

Tess was a good speaker, with a sharp wit. Her appearance was very attractive: 
she was always smart and well-dressed. She was well-known as a good hostess 
to all the visitors to our home. These included A.J. Cook, who was a particular 
friend, Jimmy Maxton, Tom Willliams, the Pankhursts and many more. Local 
party members, trade unionists and councillors were frequent callers. In 
general, while her housekeeping was erratic, Tess was a good home-maker, 
with a great sense of style.

Tess continued her birth control interests, but did not actively run any 
of the Manchester services, no doubt because of the impact on Tom’s work. 
Wherever she could, she promoted good maternity and child welfare services. 
Tom was elected to the Manchester City Council for the Openshaw ward and 
later became an alderman. When he died in December 1956, aged 63, after a 
heart attack, he was the leader of the Labour-controlled City Council.

In 1935 the family moved from Audenshaw to Nettleton Grove, Blackley, 
Manchester, to be within the City boundaries and more convenient for 
everyone. The Labour Party and Co-op interests continued. Will was now a 
journalist with the Co-op News in Manchester, and married in 1939 at the 
age of 25.

The War Years and Afterwards

The outbreak of the Second World War was a great blow to Tess. Politically she 
was a pacifist – although her personality somewhat belied this! As the peace-
time political activities ceased, she centred on her new grandson Michael and 
on caring for Tom and the family. Life became hard and frightening. As the 
war progressed and the air-raids began, the cellar became a bomb-shelter, pit-
propped by Tom. The twins were both married in 1940 and grand-daughter 
Tessa was born in 1941.

Tess spent some time at St. Anne’s, helping in a large hotel, and then ran 
a hostel for displaced Ukrainian women textile workers in Rochdale. This 
may have been after the war ended. When the war broke out, she was only 
forty-four years old. After Tom died, she worked for a few months helping in 
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a Girls’ Remand Home in Whalley Range, but by then she was 60 years old, 
so it could only have been temporary. She had really feared being “called up” 
for war-work.  (I cannot recall now whether war-time direction of Labour 
applied to women up to 40 or to 50. Certainly childless women had to register 
for employment in the war-effort and could be directed anywhere.)

For a short time Tess helped in the drapery store of Failsworth Co-op, but 
really she was thrashing around and unhappy during the war, the six years of 
which so altered most peoples’ lives, prospects and expectations. The coalition 
government and electoral truce meant that many local branches of the Labour 
Party temporarily “ceased to function”  “for the duration”. Nevertheless, the 
National Executive and the Regional and District parties started to plan for 
the post-war election. The 1945 election was a triumph for the administrative 
skills and for democracy. The services vote from the armed forces overseas 
meant that the results came three weeks after polling day. The Labour Party 
won a decisive victory and Will, who by this time was a well-known war 
correspondent, was elected as an M.P. for Bilston in Staffordshire, turning a 
marginal seat into a majority of 18,000. Much national and family joy!

Tess resumed some of her work; she was elected to the Board of Failsworth 
Co-operative Society and worked actively for the Blackley Constituency 
Labour Party. Tom became the leader of the Manchester City Council and 
won a national reputation in the fields of town planning and local government 
finance.

They moved to 77 Claremont Road, Alexandra Park, Manchester, to be 
nearer the city centre and took over a house that my sister, Alice and her 
husband were buying. Tom was working very hard and they both were very 
disappointed when Will resigned his seat in Parliament, in the hope of getting 
a seat in some Northern constituency, in 1954. His health was beginning to 
deteriorate and he did not secure alternative employment – his situation was a 
great worry to both Tom and Tess and his sisters for the rest of his life.

Tom had suffered from heart attacks for some years and in December 1956 
he died in the Jewish Hospital in Manchester. He was then only 63 and Tess 
was 60. She could have carried on many aspects of her public work for many 
years,  but her spirit seemed crushed.  She was to live through 33 years of 
widowhood, during which she confined her concern to family matters. She 
moved house no less than five times, and finally bought a most unsuitable 
small cottage on busy main road. Both her daughters were widowed and Will 
could not resuscitate his life. She had five grandchildren, and by the time she 
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died, she had seven great grandchildren. Will died of cancer in August 1965, 
a great family sorrow. He was staying with his sister Win and husband Jim 
Wheable at the time. He had secured a teaching job but his health broke down 
and he was supported almost entirely by Win.

Tess retained a lively mind, and always listened to “Today in Parliament.” 
She refused to leave her own home and the twins visited weekly, and often 
daily, to care for her. Two days before she died in the general ward of a hospital, 
she was visited by her daughter and great-grandson, Lloyd. She spent much of 
that visit deploring Labour’s leadership election in which John Prescott stood 
against Neil Kinnock. A quarter of an hour before she died of a fatal heart 
attack, she was assisted to the toilet and bathroom by the nurses. Amazing to 
live to 93 and still be in control of bodily functions and mentally alert!

She always had a sense of humour and an irreverent view of the nation’s 
leaders. Margaret Thatcher was “candyfloss” and “very common”. Neil 
Kinnock was the “Dylan Thomas of the Labour Party” and Harold Wilson 
was “the town-hall clock – facing in four directions at the same time.” When 
she died in 1988, her funeral service was conducted by a Methodist woman 
minister. 

Tess had thought that feminists were ill-advised in attacking men: miners’ 
wives were often glad to be women when they knew the hardships that their 
men faced. She believed that working-class people, men and women alike, 
needed to help each other, that they were equal but different and all suffering 
deprivation.  Both her daughters established careers and served on public 
bodies – as councillors and magistrates, for example, but she found this no 
compensation for the tragic loss of her only son at 50 years.

Tess and Tom had lived always without incurring debt. The last cheque in 
Tom’s book had been for the rates that he paid on behalf of the Openshaw 
Labour Club. The life of neither can be contemplated separately. They were 
a partnership of complete integrity and complemented each other -Tom 
and Tess Nally. Together they had a full life with many joys and sorrows. 
They knew most of the “leading lights” in the Labour movement and were 
respected and admired. 

We three children all had careers in political and public service and the days 
of the General Strike were a proudly remembered heritage.

(October 1994)
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Ron Barber and the Spanish Civil War

Now in my old age it is time I told my daughter, three grandsons and 
their six little children, my great grandchildren, a little of the life of my 
first husband, the grandfather they never knew. These are my memories of 
Ron’s experiences and of other friends who gave their young years to the 
cause of freedom and democracy.

We were young and beautiful, a striking couple blessed with good looks, 
health and intelligence. Ron Barber was tall and strong with golden hair and 
steadfast blue eyes, whilst my hair was black and my eyes dark brown.  I 
had a lithe figure envied by my girl friends, while my identical twin sister 
and I were regarded as the best-dressed girls in our group. But never did we 
consider ourselves as exceptional, or favoured, as we grew up in the days of 
unemployment and the political unrest of the 1930’s.  All who were young and 
aware in those days did not have great expectations for our futures. We knew 
about Hitler and his 1933 victory in Germany and we were haunted by fears 
of European catastrophe.

When Spain erupted in July 1936, we all believed that the defence of 
democracy and the restoration of the elected Republican government of Spain 

Co-operative Women’s Guild trip in the early 1930s. 
Tess is middle of the front row.
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was essential.  The alternative was a second world war.  The International 
Brigade was formed with volunteers from all the countries of Europe and 
some from the USA.  Some were seeking adventure but most were sincere and 
idealistic.  Manchester, London. Glasgow and the South Wales Valleys provided 
the first British volunteers.  Very many of them were to lose their lives in 
Spain.

Ron was an early volunteer and so it was that on an autumn evening in 
1936 I stood in the bus station in Lower Moseley Street, Manchester to see 
Ron, not yet 20 years old, and his friend George start their journey.  With 
us was another friend, Fred Bloor, who had already been to Spain and was 
back to organise other groups.  In the event he broke down and begged the 
two volunteers not to go. He had been in action in Anduyar in the province 
of Córdoba and had seen a company of 145 men reduced to 45 in 5 weeks 
of heavy bombardment and fighting against troops of Moorish tribesmen.  
Finally George weakened but Ron boarded the coach to London, after an 
emotional farewell.  I had been sworn to secrecy but returned home and told 
my father what had happened.  I had promised to visit Ron’s father, brother 
and two young sisters the following day to tell them that Ron had left for 
Spain.  His mother had died of cancer some three years earlier.

My father attempted to have Ron taken from the coach when it arrived in 
London but Ron had foreseen this might happen and had left at an earlier stop.  
There was no trace of him until several weeks later when I received a letter 
from Paris.  He had contracted pneumonia and was cared for by Charlotte 
Haldane, hospitalised and described as an English student.  At this time many 
famous writers and intellectuals were supporting the British Battalion by 
establishing a Dependants’ Aid Committee and ambulance units.  Democrats 
of all parties championed the cause of the Republic and were incensed at the 
non-intervention pact, which denied all help to the legitimate government.

Once recovered from pneumonia and with an improved facility in the 
French language, Ron was put in charge of a group of volunteers who had to 
pretend to be students and were supplied with false papers.  They made their 
way down to Marseilles to join a ship, the City of Barcelona, which was to take 
some 400 men to Spain.  In spite of supposed non-intervention, the ship was 
the victim of an Italian torpedo.  The ship sank in four minutes and most of 
the volunteers were drowned There was no acknowledgement of the disaster 
in the French port or in the press.  The ship had been examined by officers 
sympathetic to the Republican cause, who had declared the ship free of any 
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illegal passengers.  Ron was a fine swimmer and had dived as far away from 
the ship as possible as she was submerged.  Just as he was overcome by fatigue 
and about to drown he was hauled onto a floating door by a black American 
volunteer.  Together they reached the shores of Barcelona and were rescued by 
comrades who had witnessed the sinking.

At the end of the war, Ron had the reputation of having served on more 
fronts without being killed than any other member of the British contingents.  
He experienced bombing, hand-to -hand fighting and hunger as supplies 
failed to arrive.  The volunteers suffered the fierce heat of the sun and the 
cruel cold and winds of the nights.  He was part of the Battle of Madrid, of 
Corunna Road, of Malaga and Jarama, Vizcaya and Brunette.

During a long lull in the fighting he helped in the care of villagers, working 
with a Dr. Taylor, an American.  Fortunately he had first aid qualifications and 
the holidays and weekends he had spent helping a Derbyshire farmer prepared 
him for the number of times he acted as midwife to Spanish mothers in 
villages without medical services

Letters home, as in all armies, were censored but there were detailed reports 
in the liberal press so it was possible to follow the accounts of victory and 
defeat.  After the fall of Catalonia the world concluded that the Spanish war 
was over.  The government of the Republic, under the leadership of Negrín, 
assembled in Toulouse.  Although the Republic still held a third of Spain 
they were without replacement of war materials and arms and the civilian 
population was near to starvation.  The last great battle at Teruel included 350 
new volunteers.

Most of the civilians had been evacuated before several International 
Battalions joined the besieged Republic Army.  The bad weather in Teruel 
registered temperature of 18 degrees below zero and four feet of snow 
fell.  Heavy Italian artillery and shelling eventually forced the retreat of the 
Republicans.  Air raids were launched by the Italians as were submarine attacks 
in the Mediterranean and British ships bringing food and supplies were hit.

On the 27th February 1939 Prime Minister Chamberlain announced 
recognition of Franco and the Nationalists.  He was condemned by both the 
Labour and Liberal Parties.  Clement Attlee called this action a “gross betrayal 
of democracy” and “part of a policy of appeasement in Europe designed to 
flatter Hitler and Mussolini into good behaviour”. Anthony Eden, the Foreign 
Secretary, resigned because of Chamberlain’s refusal to conclude arrangements 
for the withdrawal of volunteers.  In addition, Eden could not accept the 
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government’s agreement of the recognition of Italy’s possession of Abyssinia.
Clement Attlee, Ellen Wilkinson and Phillip Noel-Baker had visited Spain 

and Ron met them all, but remembered especially the visit of Paul Robeson 
who had sung Negro spirituals in the snow in a damaged church on Christmas 
Eve 1938.  That Christmas Day was Ron’s 21st birthday. 

Finally the volunteers had to withdraw from Spain, as did the leading figures 
in the Republican Army.  Refugees from Franco fled over the Pyrenees and 
one of these, a young lawyer named Tony Sole, the nephew of the President of 
Catalonia, became a guest in my parental home once he reached England.  He 
was later helped by the International Co-operative Alliance to get to Mexico 
where, eventually, his family were able to join him.

Ron had several frightening experiences as he and two comrades, the only 
survivors of their company, slowly made their way to Barcelona where, with 
the help of a seaman, Ron became a stowaway.  Once at sea the Captain agreed 
he could work as crew until they reached Marseilles.  During the voyage a 
badly decomposed body was found in one of the holds.  Ron had the task of 
removing it and going through the clothes in search of identity.  There were 
no clues and a short service was held aboard for “an unknown soldier of the 
Republic”.

At Marseilles the Captain went ashore to organise Ron’s embarcation but 
neither the French authorities nor the British Consul would accept him.  The 
Foreign Enlistment Act had denied him British citizenship.  He got the Captain 
to telegraph my father, an Alderman of Manchester and a prominent member 
of the Labour Party.  The ship was bound for Odessa in Russia and would, after 
some weeks, return to Marseilles.  My father immediately contacted prominent 
British MPs and the Foreign Office and expressed himself as outraged that the 
British Consul had prevented Ron landing.  Father demanded that when 
the ship returned, Ron should be given all help.  We agreed to reimburse 
all expenses but Ron was merely put on a ferry with no additional funds or 
assistance.  Some passengers gave him half a crown to buy something to eat.

At Dover Ron was treated like a criminal and locked in a cage as being 
without a passport, for he had not been provided with the papers promised in 
negotiation with the Foreign Office.  Eventually, after numerous phone calls, 
he was allowed to land and caught the train to London.  Unfortunately it 
was Saturday and the office in King Street that looked after the International 
Brigade was closed.  Ron spent that night and the Sunday sleeping in the 
baskets at Convent Garden, eating the fruit and vegetables lying about there.  
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He had tried to get admission to a Salvation Army Hostel but could not 
produce the 9 pence required to get a bed and his appearance must have 
alarmed the staff.

On the Monday morning he went to the office and was given money to 
buy clothes and his rail fare to Manchester.  He took the first train he could 
and then he realised that his appearance had given him a carriage to himself.  
At London Road station he strode down the approach and saw a man selling 
the Fascist newspaper Blackshirt.  A friend who witnessed the incident later 
told me how this tall figure in the shabby uniform and high boots, with a face 
the colour of mahogany and long, almost white, bleached hair, had marched 
swiftly along, cried out loudly “Ah! Fascita!”, grabbed the frightened man 
by his collar and hauled him into the air and then, recollecting himself, just 
hurled him against the wall. At the first Gent’s Outfitters he came to, he asked 

Ron Barber, 1942
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the scared assistant to find him a complete outfit.  He had managed to get 
washed during his journey but his clothes were stiff with the blood of fallen 
comrades and everything he had on was dirty.  His boots and socks were worn 
and smelly.  I saw these clothes later as the shop had made them into a parcel 
and insisted he take them away.

We continued to collect for the “Food for Spain” campaign and to contribute 
to funds to help the Basque children, orphaned in the war, to seek sanctuary 
in Britain.  Ron took our Spanish visitor to many meetings where he acted as 
interpreter as Tony spoke of the tragedy of Spain.

Our local Moston Labour Party organised a “Welcome Home” and a 
presentation and a collection was made for a handsome leather dressing case. 
A plaque was fastened to the wall of the Labour Hall acknowledging the 
pride the Party felt in his endeavours.  A comrade who had served with him 
made the presentation and told us how Ron had saved his life by carrying 
him over his shoulder as shells exploded around them.  He said that Ron’s 
comrades regarded him as invincible for there were other occasions when his 
companions were killed around him and he had often played the hero’s part.

Soon after war with Germany was declared, Ron was invited to the War 
Office to advise on the consequences of bombardment of civilians.  We all felt 
our youth was over and we were the generation to fight the war.

Three Weddings

The First Wedding
1940. The second year of the war. Air raids on London and other major cities.  
Neville Chamberlain Prime Minister resigned and the National Government, 
under the leadership of Winston Churchill was formed and promised “blood, 
toil sweat and tears”. The Belgium Army surrendered, the British Army started 
to withdraw and were cut off at Dunkirk. Over 335,000 troops were evacuated 
by British warships and 420 small boats responded to the call to save the troops 
from heavy German bombardment.  The “Battle of Britain” was fought in the 
air.  The Channel Islands were occupied by the Germans.  Churchill told the 
world, “We shall fight them on the beaches…”

I was married on my 21st birthday on September 30th 1940 to Ronald Barber 
in the Central Manchester Registry Office.  My outfit was a “bottle green” 
dress, coat and wide brimmed hat.  I made the dress.  The witnesses were 
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my twin sister Alice and a friend from 
the Co-operative Youth Group, Walter 
Frost.  There were no guests or other 
family members. We were surprised that 
Manchester Evening News photographers 
turned up but they had checked the lists 
and realised the bride was the daughter 
of Alderman Tom Nally, Labour Leader 
of the Council.  We travelled by bus from 
Blackley and returned home to a simple 
meal prepared by our Mother.  Alice 
was married some weeks later when 
Bill Lister, who had joined the Royal 
Engineers, was home on leave. We had 
hoped to have a double wedding on our 
birthdays but Bill had not returned from 
the Dunkirk debacle. Our parents were 
not present at either ceremony. I was a 
witness at Alice’s wedding together with 
Bill’s brother Arnold. 

We did have a home, a semi-detached, 
three-bedroomed house in the same cul-
de-sac as Ron’s family home in Moston, 
Manchester.  We had bought dining 
suite, bedroom suite, three piece settee 
and chairs on hire purchase agreement as 
most young couples did.  We received a 
few modest gifts from family. The house 
was rented at a fair price and Ron’s 
earnings from Metro-Vickers were 

adequate for our needs.  We considered ourselves as fortunate to have our 
own home, but we knew that earlier in the month London had suffered the 
worst air-raid since the beginning of the war.  We looked at the large “barrage 
balloons” on the fields opposite the house with some apprehension.  Ron had 
experienced bombardments of civilian targets in Spain as a volunteer with the 
British Battalion of the International Brigade, and declared the balloons as 
useless defence devices.

The wedding reported in the local paper
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Although in a reserved engineering occupation, Ron joined the Royal 
Navy in 1942 as a Chief Petty Officer on the aircraft carrier H.M.S. Implacable, 
which saw much service in some dangerous theatres of war and was one of 
the first to sail to rescue prisoners of war.  On V.J. day the ship sailed to Japan, 
converting to a hospital ship and taking on doctors and nurses.  She broke all 
speed records to bring home our prisoners of war from the Japanese camps.  
In the event they then had to sail slowly around Australia as the prisoners they 
took on board were in such terrible physical and psychological condition it 
was deemed unwise to return them to the U.K. until some healing had been 
accomplished.  Ron survived the war but died of cancer of the pancreas, like 
dozens of his shipmates. This was attributable to entering the field of radiation 
in Japan after the Hiroshima atomic bomb. But, like other instances, this was 
never accepted by the Ministry of Defence as being the cause of so many 
deaths.  

The Second Wedding
1962. On December 20th at the age of 43 years, after many years alone with 
my only daughter, Tessa.  I married Jim Wheable.  I was well established in my 
career and working for the City of Salford Health Department and was housed 
in a very pleasant semi-detached house as a “key officer”.  Regulations decreed 
one married where one lived so the ceremony took place in a dreary office 
at the Salford Registrar of Births, Deaths and Marriages.  My twin sister Alice 
and George Crowther, Jim’s business partner, were witnesses.  I wore a ruby 
velvet dress and hat with a luxurious musquash fur coat, a wedding present 
from Jim.  We were an incongruous well-dressed party of 20 as we assembled 
in the shabby room for the ceremony and afterwards in the rain on the steps 
of the Registry Office for photographs.  The lunch reception was held in a 
well-run, high quality restaurant on the East Lancs Road.  Brother Will Nally, 
as befits a former M.P. made a witty but sincere speech, ably supported by my 
friend of many years, John Marshall, a university lecturer. 

Jim, for whom it was a first marriage, responded with pleasure that close 
family members and a few valued friends had attended.  He especially welcomed 
my daughter, Tessa and her husband George Fothergill and their four-month 
old baby son Gavin, whose two and half year old brother had been left with 
friends. Jim had been born in Hampshire and had a farming career before the 
war. He established a business in Yorkshire and we had been introduced by a 
mutual Manchester friend.
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We travelled by train to London for a honeymoon, which included 
Christmas festivities, visits to shows and Covent Garden operas and the art 
galleries.  We returned home on January 2nd. And thereafter spent almost 20 
years of married happiness until Jim’s sudden death on November 5th 1982.  In 
1964 we moved to Upper Denby where we had bought a de-licensed public 
house we named “Old Tavern”.  I was to spend ten years of widowhood in 
my much loved home. 

The Third Wedding
1992. Both John Archer and I had been widowed for 10 years when, in old age, 
we had a romantic meeting in the Royal Academy of Art.  I was in London to 
attend a meeting of the National Council of the Sanctuary Housing Association 
and visit my eldest grandson. John, a Friend of the Academy was there to see 
the Sisley Exhibition. Sharing a table in the restaurant we discovered we were 
both socialists, had mutual acquaintances in Leeds and were attracted to each 
other.  We met in September, visited each other’s homes, had a joyous holiday 
in Paris and married on December 23rd the same year. 

Both our families and friends were delighted and the wedding ceremony 
took place in a London Registry Office, on a bright, sunny, winter’s day.  I wore 
an elegant purple knitted two-piece.  The witnesses were Bob Archer, John’s 
son and Camilla, now the wife of my grandson, Lloyd Fothergill. Rachel, Bob’s 
six year-old daughter, had asked to be a bridesmaid and importantly carried a 

Win and Jim Wheable at their wedding reception (left) and outside Old Tavern (right)
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bouquet of flowers.  The Brixton Registry Office was welcoming with a large 
reception room where we all met.  John and I had travelled by rather shabby 
taxi with Bob and Vivian and Rachel.  My two grandsons and their partners 
came by underground train.  The staff were delighted to be presiding over the 
marriage of such an elderly pair and the ceremony, conducted by a charming 
woman registrar, was unhurried and sincere.

The reception was held in the oldest building in the town of Clapham, a 
high-class French restaurant, The Grafton, owned by a Swiss family, which 
we had previously sampled before making the booking. Excellent wines, 
champagne toasts and a gourmet lunch contributed to an intimate occasion 
of celebration.  John’s and Bob’s speeches were erudite, affectionate and 
humorous.

The whole party walked back to John’s flat for conversation and afternoon 
tea with splendid mince pies which the restaurant had made for us. Some time 
after my first wedding, war food rationing regulations did alter for wedding 
cakes to be made on application and proof of a marriage ceremony.  But I have 
always favoured quiet private weddings and did not wish to have a cake at any 
of my three weddings.

The next day was Christmas Eve and I had booked amazingly expensive 
seats to see Lloyd Webbers Phantom of the Opera. I quite enjoyed the production 
whilst John watched for quarter of an hour, then went to sleep, confessing 
later that he was no fan of Andrew Lloyd Webber.  We spent Christmas Day 
at Lloyd’s home with Camilla’s parents and sister from Lewes in convivial and 

John and Win inside and outside the Registry Office.
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warm fellowship.
John had family roots in Leeds and had spent time as a civil servant with 

The Ministry of Agriculture in Leeds and he was happy to return to live in 
Yorkshire. We were in “Old Tavern” for New Year and the beginning of eight 
years of love and happiness.  John died in hospital, after a short illness on 
December 23rd 2000, our 8th Wedding Anniversary. We were able to say our 
goodbyes and both of us were so glad that just a few weeks earlier we had 
again been in Paris together.

Alice and Win with John Archer (1989)
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One can fall in love at any age

On 14th July 2000, Win and John Archer were interviewed by Thora 
Hird, herself 89 at the time, for a programme on late marriage “You 
can fall in love at any age” in the series Third Age Lifeline, produced 
by David Fuller for Carlton TV. Caroline Rowe, the daughter of Helen 
Cresswell, well-known children’s writer and a special friend of Win, 
introduced the couple to her colleague.
During the interview Win explains that “marriage is what our generation 
was brought up to do if you fall in love.” Thora Hird concludes the 
interview by telling her audience: “Don’t stop doing things when you get 
old because you’ll only grow old if you stop doing things!”

On a pleasantly warm September day in 1992 I strolled down Piccadilly, 
happy to be in London. The self-service restaurant at the Royal Academy is an 
attractive ground floor room but hardly adequate for the numbers of lunch-
time visitors. Of course, the food is good – mostly vegetarian, salads and carrot 
cake.  There seems a general belief that steak puddings and fish and chips are 
incongruous fare for lovers of art.

Just pondering these matters I noticed a tall, distinguished elderly gentleman 
vainly trying to find somewhere to sit.  He was just about to lower his tray at 
the end of a table when a young woman rudely moved in front of him and put 
her large handbag on the seat. He merely bowed courteously and moved on 
with the soup slopping out of his bowl and his half bottle of wine balancing 
precariously. I leaned across to the couple sharing my bench and authoritatively 
asked them to “move up”. I touched the sleeve of the gentleman and invited 
him to sit next to me. The stress and anxiety left his fact and he smiled his 
gratitude.

We were soon in conversation and I told him I had a meeting next day 
and, as was my custom, had come from Yorkshire a day early to spend time in 
the galleries. He knew Leeds well and had lived there many years being a top 
civil servant with the Ministry of  Agriculture,   responsible for the Yorkshire 
region. Though reared and educated in London and Paris his forbears were 
Leeds people and his grandfather had built houses in Harehills. I had retired 
from a local government career in Leeds and soon we discovered mutual 
social and academic acquaintances and shared political beliefs. Apparently we 
had both been delegates to the 1978 Labour conference in Blackpool and 
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we ruefully recalled the speech of Leeds M.P. Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
Denis Healey, with his warning of dictatorial measures from the International 
Monetary Fund.

We mused that our paths may have crossed several times in former years.  
Sadly we were both now widowed after very happy marriages and we sat 
silent for a while both thinking of the coincidences in our meeting. Drinking 
coffee my companion said he was a “Friend of the Royal Academy”, and 
could thereby invite me to visit the exhibition as his guest, free of charge. 
Both of us wished to view the exhibition of the paintings of Alfred Sisley, a 
French impressionist of English descent. I had seen the beautiful landscapes on 
a previous visit and obviously, John, who by now had told me his name, was a 
great lover of the French impressionists and we talked of Monet and Renoir, 
Pissaro and Degas and of the light and colour in all their works.

An exhibition of the “Sacred Art of Tibet” was also being shown and we sat 
together in the little dark film studio to hear explanations and see pictures of 
the life and rituals of this far away land. We saw blank, icy landscapes and cold, 
stern people carrying the gold shields and ornaments through the tall hills. By 
the end of the film we were leaning close together and holding hands against 
the effects of the harsh terrain and the clanging music of the cymbals. Neither 
of us wished to spend time marvelling at the design and jewels of the artefacts 
for the contrast with the hard lives of the people dimmed our appreciation of 
this unique exhibition.

Almost by mutual consent we left the academy, crossed Piccadilly and 
entered Fortnum and Mason with its elaborate display of good things to eat 
and its famous, welcoming tea rooms. Over the “Earl Grey”, John told me that 
he had thought, when in the Academy restaurant, that he would quite like to 
know “The lady in the pink hat”, and would I now come to see his collection 
of Impressionist prints in his Clapham Common garden flat. I was pleased to 
accept for I was not due at my grandson’s home till later that evening, and I 
wanted to prolong our meeting. Together we spent a relaxed couple of hours 
in his very attractive flat just as if we were old friends indeed and when we 
parted at the tube station we unselfconsciously exchanged a kiss.

I was less than my usual attentive self at my important Board meeting the 
next day and journeying back on the train to Wakefield in the evening I knew 
I would receive a phone call before I went to bed… 

(1997)
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Having Babies

My mother Tess was born in 1885, the middle child of a family of thirteen 
children. She was christened Teresa Veronica after the only child to die in 
infancy. Her mother was a strong and healthy woman, and all her sons became 
six-foot men. Tess was the smallest of the family being 5 foot 4 inches. Her 
own children, a son and twin daughters, were all above average height and 
build.

My twin sister and I were born in 1919 in a Nottinghamshire mining 
village. The local doctor and midwife were present but no one was expecting 
twins. Friends of our parents afterwards joked that father’s sermon at the 
Socialist Sunday School on “suffer the little children to come unto me” had 
been answered in good measure.

These days great play is made about fathers being present at the birth but in 
the first half of the last century husbands would also be called upon to help the 
“handy woman” delivering the baby. They had to look after the other children 
in the small workers’ houses which only had one living room - and assist in 
boiling water. Older children of neighbours often coped with the laundry 
whilst their mothers prepared meals. My grandmother was a devout Roman 
Catholic who believed each child was a gift from God. Her free-thinking 
husband, though a caring father, saw no marvels in the frequent pregnancies 
of his wife. Certainly, my mother’s experience of crowded family life was a 
great influence in her subsequent rejection of the Catholic religion and her 
espousal of birth control. 

My only daughter was born in August 1941 in a Prestwich maternity home, 
as I had evacuated to relatives in Macclesfield to escape the severe air raids in 
Manchester. There was no offer or discussion of “natural” or assisted birth and 
labour was hard and long and spent alone until birth was imminent. Nevertheless 
the nurses were kind and helpful in encouraging mothers to breast feed. The 
stay in hospital was for fourteen days and, before discharge, lessons were given 
on holding the baby and how to bathe and change nappies. 

Back home in Manchester, there was an air-raid each time I decided to wean 
the baby so I continued to breast feed for as long as possible. Health visitors 
advised that breast-feeding actually helped in regaining the mother’s figure. I 
attended the “baby clinic” on only two occasions as there were mothers and 
babies sniffing with colds and there were instances of bedding and clothes 
being stolen from prams. I just read all the available advice literature I could 
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find and struggled with war time rations to maintain my own health.
By the time my twin sister became pregnant both our husbands were far 

away fighting the war, so Alice came to stay with me. She was booked into 
a maternity home owned by a group of doctors. We had to travel on two 
buses to get there, so when it seemed the baby was to arrive early we left my 
child with a neighbour and made the journey together. I was very worried as 
Alice had told me she could no longer feel the baby move but we had very 
little knowledge and trusted the fact that her last examination had revealed 
no problems. There was only one phone in the avenue where I lived and the 
housekeeper looking after widower on important war work agreed to take a 
message. I was not allowed to stay with my sister to await the birth.

Some hours after admission, not having received a phone call, I telephoned 
the home to be told that a baby boy had been born dead and that I was to visit 
as soon as possible. Alice’s husband received my telegram just as his company 
of Royal Engineers were embarking on the D-Day landings. He could not be 
allowed leave and eighteen months went by before he returned to England. 
Alice was caught up in the Direction of Labour Regulations and after two 
weeks was required to start work in the offices of a Manchester engineering 
firm.

My parents were away in St. Anne’s having a short break as my father was 
exhausted by the strains of running the city where there were problems of 
people having lost their homes and lives in the air raids. So I was alone and 
silently wept on my journey to Harpurhey to see Alice. Only twins know 
how the sorrows of each impact on the other, so I had rather hoped for some 
sympathy and comfort from the staff. I was greeted by the Matron, who said I 
had been a long time arriving and that I was to return with a box that would 
hold the stillborn baby. I must then take it to the verger of the church and ask 
him to bury the baby. My weak protests that I couldn’t do this and why didn’t 
they arrange this service met with the response that, as I was the available next 
of kin, it was my responsibility. I went to comfort my sister and we sat crying 
together. I then gathered the baby basket and little garments Alice had made 
and which could so easily have been removed by the nurse. 

On my way to the bus stop I called at the baby shop where I had ordered 
some gowns but was unable to speak. The shop owner guessed what had 
happened, put her arms around me, and returned the deposit I had left against 
the goods.

Again, long waits for the two buses as I travelled to my parental home 
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where I phoned my father at the hotel. Incoherently I told him what had 
happened and he told me to wait until her got the next train to Manchester 
and home. On arrival and hearing my tearful account, he telephoned the 
manager of the Cooperative Funeral Service and asked him to make all the 
necessary arrangements and to see that the baby was buried with some dignity 
and respect. He would settle the account and it was important that my sister 
was not further distressed. There was no suggestion of a service – the baby had 
never been a person and neither his mother nor I had been allowed to see him. 
Many months went by before Alice could bring herself to ask me what had 
happened to her longed-for baby. I just told her we had arranged the burial at 
the nearby church. When Bill returned home, I told him the full story.

My father had meetings with the Town Clerk and Medical Officer of 
Health to express his outrage that young fathers, or other relatives, could 
actually be travelling on Manchester buses and trains carrying dead babies in 
boxes. I think he was responsible for all hospitals and maternity homes being 
asked to deal with still births in a more humane fashion. I never spoke of my 
experience again. Only now, in my 80th year, have I written about the little 
nephew I never had.

After the war, Alice and Bill had a little daughter followed by a son, but 
I know that Alice will remember June 5th and those dark days of the D-day 
landings of 1944. 

By the time my daughter became a mother in 1961, maternity and child 
welfare services had received much attention. Midwives and Health Visitors 
were employed in all authorities and there was generally a choice as to 
whether there would be a home or hospital confinement. My first grandson 
was born in hospital and his brother, two years later, was born at home. In 
both cases the father was present at the birth – but this was not a universal 
practice as husbands had to work and care for other children. Many doctors 
and midwives were opposed to the presence of fathers and in most families 
the idea was inconceivable.

When my daughter was born in 1941 there were no maternity benefits 
or allowances and when child benefit was later established, it was payable 
only to the second or subsequent children. I had to pay the maternity home 
a sum based on our family income and this remained the practice until the 
establishment of the National Health Service. The first half of the 20th century 
can be regarded as a period of vast improvements in the care of mothers and 
babies.
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However, I am not convinced that whipping mothers out of hospital back 
to home in 48 hours is necessarily beneficial, for I believe that a bit of cosseting 
is called for. The mother has no opportunity for rest once she returns home to 
resume responsibility for other children and the home. I feel saddened at the 
early return to work which is now regarded as normal. I think at least a year 
should go by before careers are resumed. The present government is promising 
further legislation to help parents.

(1999)

 
Now, in 2010, maternity services are being centralised in specialist units. 

There have been protests at the close of small local centres. Shortages of 
community midwives threaten home births. Maternity benefits 

have been improved and fathers are now granted time off work. 

Dynasty
 
Tessa, born 1941, was married in 1960 to George J. Fothergill, son of a 
Westmorland farmer, an Oxford graduate, in his first teaching post at Bolton 
School. Lloyd was born in 1961 and Gavin in 1962. Tessa married Shoza 
Noiri, a Japanese musician, in Japan, in 1979. Mukai Sadhu Noiri was born in 
1979. Thus I have a cherished family of one daughter, three grandsons - and, 
at the latest count, six great grandchildren. 



Tessa (Raga Woods) and Shoza (Agar) with 
Sadhu  (1979) 

Tessa and George with Lloyd and Gavin  (1963)

Win’s youngest Grandson, 
Sadhu Makai Noiri



Win with two eldest grandsons Lloyd and Gavin Fothergill

Win with grandsons Gavin and Sadhu during 
Sadhu’s time at New York University (Nov 2002)



Niece Marlaine with Tessa in the snow with 
Gavin’s children (2009)

Win (far right) with Alice and family at the wedding of 
Tom Lister, Alice’s son, and Evelyn (31st May 1986)

Lloyd and Camilla with youngest child Eliza. Gavin 
and Jessica with youngest child Jenna
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Tom Nally

Genial Tom Nally, prominent Manchester 
City Councillor, Leader of the Council 

Labour Group and Secretary of the Manchester 
and District Co-operative Party, died, after 
some years of indifferent health, just before 
Xmas. Like all men in public life Tom had 
critics, but he made no enemies. Before he took 
up the Secretaryship of “M & D,” he had been 
a miner in the Nottingham Coalfields where 
he played his part in the industrial struggles 
of the district. Her served, as a young man, on 
the Management Committee of the Netherfield 
Society and during a period of victimisation 
was employed by the Nottingham Society. His 
political outlook was always influenced by his 
industrial experience. To him the Co-operative 
Movement was indispensable in the fight for 
the economic and social emancipation of the 
people. In Manchester, therefore he worked 
with success to improve the spiritual as well 
as the organisational ties between the Co-
operative Movement, the Labour Party and the 
trade unions. To some extent the Co-operative 
Party in Manchester has always suffered from 
the failure of the local Co-operative Societies 
to shake off the traditions of the nineteenth 
century. Within the City itself there are still 
more separate societies than modern business 
conditions justify. The Manchester and District 
Party was formed to achieve on the political 
field a unity of purpose which was deficient on 
the economic field.

“M. & D.” also operated in a number 
of parliamentary constituencies and local 
government areas outside the City. Tom sought 
to strengthen Co-operative local government 
representation in all these areas. His own 
wealth of experience in local government 
administration was tapped as much by 
District Councillors as by his colleagues on 
the Manchester City Council. The societies 

affiliated to “M. & D.” turned to him as an 
adviser when they ran into problems connected 
with local government. For many years his 
Party was responsible for the parliamentary 
candidature in the Mossley Division. He never 
realised his ambition, however, to secure Co-
operative parliamentary representation within 
the City itself.

Tom’s approach to problems and to 
people was that of the humanist. He was the 
good family man and the warm friend; no 
one could possibly have thought of him as a 
party bureaucrat or a mere political machine 
minder.

I have seen too much of political life to 
believe that any political organisation is 
indestructible. Most of the material things 
we leave behind us, whether they are goods 
or organisations, are soon dissolved by time if 
others care little about them and do nothing to 
preserve them. What matters is that the causes 
we have loved go on, that the people we have 
worked for and with, so behave, that our own 
contribution is renewed and significantly 
enlarged by our successors.

I have never met any one who talked less 
about himself than Tom. Whenever I spoke 
to him about his health or his personal affairs 
it was almost as if he did not hear me.  He 
paid himself no tributes and wasted no time 
in self-admiration. Tom never lost his head 
or besmirched his soul. He was too human 
not to have had his faults and his limitations, 
his failures and his disappointments, and 
too genuine and sincere a man, too deeply 
convinced a Socialist and co-operator to be 
forgotten soon by those of us who knew him as 
a colleague and friend. We offer our sympathy 
to his widow and his family who, in so many 
ways, joined and supported him in his party 
work and public service.

Obituary in the Monthly Letter of the Co-operative Party, 20th December 1956. Written by Jack 
Bailey, the national organiser.
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Extract from the autobiography of Tom Williams.... 

“As the stoppage dragged on (1926) the miners inevitably began to 
drift back to work.  The alternative was to watch their families starve.  
So now my job changed.  Now I had the melancholy task of trying to 
persuade the men to stay out, and asking those who had returned to 
work to desist.  From the first it was an impossible assignment.  At one 
pit where my old friend Tom Nally had arranged for me to speak, most 
of the men had already gone back; we were warned off the premises.  
Not to be defeated (defeat and Tom Nally hardly went together), we 
made a tactical withdrawal to the nearby railway station from which the 
men would soon be catching the train home.  I spoke to the men until 
the train came in, then I sprinted off the platform as I had no ticket.  
In a situation like that one, mingling humiliation and excitement, Tom 
Nally was a good man to have beside you.  He knew all the dangers 
and faced them.  Eventually he had to leave Nottingham and went to 
live over the border in Lancashire, where he became leader of the Labour 
Group on Manchester City Council.  He was a great character and as 
true as steel.” 

Manchester City Council prayer

Grant us, o God, a vision of our city, fair as she might become, 
a city of justice, where none shall prey on others, 
a city of plenty, where poverty shall cease to fester, 
a city in community, where success shall be founded on service, 

and honour be given to worth alone, 
a city of peace where order shall not rest on force, but on the 

will to serve one another.

This prayer was read by the rector of Saint Anne’s Church at the start of 
each meeting of Manchester City Council during the 50s and 60s.

It was also read out during Tom Nally’s funeral service as part of the eulogy 
which made reference to Tom’s longstanding contribution to the council.
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Will Nally
 
Born in Astley, Lancashire.  Father then a miner; mother a miner’s daughter. 
Elementary School.  Evening Institute studies; won series of prizes in English, 
economics and history.  Worked in Local Government and as solicitor’s clerk.  
At 17 years was elected to Manchester Central Committee of his Trade 
Union.  Was member of Labour Party National Youth Committee.  In 1933 
invited to Geneva for study of International Labour Office organisation.  
Became Research Officer in Manchester headquarters of Co-operative Press 
Ltd.  Subsequently reporter and feature writer covering variety of trade and 
technical subjects, particularly wholesale and retail distribution.  Was Youth 
Club leader and lectured extensively on economics, municipal administration 
and history for various voluntary educational bodies.  

Served in 9th Field Regiment. R.A. Discharged after illness in 1942.  Joined 
Daily Herald with special duties in industrial and political matters in the North.  
Worked in London as reporter and feature writer.  Attached to Supreme 
Headquarters as War Correspondent.  Served with British Second Army in 
Europe.  Was one of small group of correspondents who made their way into 
Paris prior to its actual liberation.  Under wartime pool agreement contributed 
to newspapers ranging from Reynolds News to the Observer.  Rejoined Daily 

Herald and was scheduled to go to the Far East as 
War Correspondent. The 1945 General Election 
intervened; returned home to contest the Bilston 
(Staffordshire) division.  Won seat from sitting 
Conservative member by 17,000 majority.  Contract 
transferred from Daily Herald to Odhams Press 
periodicals.  Acted as general leader, feature writer 
and political advisor.  

Secretary of Labour Party’s Parliamentary 
Commonwealth Study Group; member Advisory 
Committee on Imperial Affairs.  Parliamentary 
Private Secretary to Ministry of Town and Country 
Planning 1947-50.  Appointed by Prime Minister as 
British delegate to inaugural meetings of the Council 
of Europe; was the youngest of the eighty M.P.s sent 
by the member states. Elected Vice-President of the 
Council’s Social Affairs Commission; personally 
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drafted the original Social Welfare Charter now accepted by the member 
states.  Was a leading member of the Parliamentary Defence and Services 
Group with particular interests in the Army. Served on Committee advising 
on Public Information.  

Contested two further Parliamentary elections, winning both by large 
majorities.  Decided not to stand for Parliament again unless for a seat near 
Manchester.  In 1954 spent four months in the U.S.A. as guest of Harvard 
University and the American Trade Union Movement.  Is chairman of the 
Harvard International Seminar Association, being selected by representatives 
of the fifteen nations taking part in the Seminar’s activities. Has broadcast 
frequently on both Home and Overseas Services.  General interests – historical 
research in Lancashire; student of films, criminology and cricket.  Married and 
has two sons.  Father is leader of Manchester City Council, deputy Chairman 
of the Manchester Ship Canal Co Ltd. and National Chairman of the Housing 
and Town Planning Association.

(Will’s own notes from November 1954)

Will Nally  December 13th 1914 – August 4th 1965

Only son of Tom and Tess Nally.  Brother to Alice and Winifred.  Father to Michael and 
Paul.

Nally.  The Family of the late Mr. WILL NALLY wish to thank all friends for the kind 
messages of sympathy received in their sad bereavement, also the staff and nurses and 
staff of Baguley Hospital and Monsall Hospital for their care and attention.

Nally, Will.  In the midst of my great grief and irreparable loss of my only son, WILL, I am 
not unmindful of the sorrow and sympathetic understanding of relatives and of friends. 
May I express my heartfelt thanks for the many letters, cards and kind messages which 
give me a measure of comfort and consolation during this sad time.
Tess Nally, 4 Holyrood Street, Manchester 10.

Nally (Our Will) Thank you all for the kind messages of sympathy on the death of our 
dear Nephew, now reunited with his beloved father, the late Alderman Tom Nally, JP 
and Grandma and Granddad Nally. Will always be remembered by his loving aunties 
and uncles and cousins.
Auntie Janet and Uncle Arthur Lee
157 Ladybarn Lane, Fallowfield.

Nally (Will) We wish to express our deep appreciation for the many messages of 
sympathy received on the sad death of a dearly loved Brother and Uncle.
Alice, Winifred and Children
48 Graver Lane, Manchester 10.
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Alice Lister

Address to the South Lancashire Fabian Society, May 1995, 
on the future of the Labour Party

I and my twin sister were born in Netherfield, Nottingham, a community of 
coal mining, railway works, terraced houses with back gardens. There were 
corner shops, small bakeries, newsagents who sold toys in season, whips and 
tops, skipping ropes, marbles, battledores and shuttlecocks, fireworks and 
diabolos – and, at Christmas, such expensive things as dolls, dolls prams, bikes 
and scooters, cricket bats and balls.  Parents paid hard-earned pennies each 
week into Christmas Clubs to ensure presents for their children.

The Co-operative store, with the management firmly controlled by a small, 
locally elected Board of men who were also active in the Trade Union and 
Labour Party. The Co-op was a great force in the community; the payment 
of dividends saved many a family from dire poverty and meant the rent was 
paid and the children shod. But as small children we did not feel poor. Our 
Lancashire-born parents, still only in their twenties, had moved, with other 
mining families, from the North to the newer and more productive Midlands 
coal-fields

The locals were initially doubtful about the invasion of the Lancashire colliers 
with their broad accents and alien families. Slogans were written on walls: “Go 
home Lanks” and “Out the Lanks”.  This attitude did not last long, as miners 
had too much in common with one another and with the railway men, for 
petty prejudices to survive.  There was in coal-mining a pride of achievement 
and skill.  Local leaders commanded the respect of their comrades; not only by 
their abilities as spokesmen, but equally by their efficiency in mining coal.

Father was a superb collier. At 19 years of age he had gained technical 
qualifications as a colliery deputy but in the years following the First World War 
advancement in the pits meant becoming an instrument of the owners against 
the men.  My father, and hundreds like him, did not consider an enhanced pay 
packet was compensation for loss of self-respect.  The General Strike of 1926, 
which followed a vicious attack by the coal owners and the repudiation by the 
Government of the Sankey Commission which had come down heavily in 
favour of a nationalised industry, was seen as betrayal; the strike was declared 
with support from railwaymen, transport workers and others.  The slogan was 
“Not a penny of the pay. Not an hour on the day”.
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The strike was presented to the nation as a revolutionary attempt by the 
trade union movement, to “force Parliament and the community to bend 
to their will”.  It was nothing of the kind, but a genuine surge of support 
amongst workers for the attack on the miners.  The strike collapsed after nine 
days.  The miners continued for six months but were eventually forced back.  
However, although facing loss in membership and heavy financial burdens the 
essential solidarity of the Trade Union movement was unimpaired.

The vindictive nature of the Baldwin 1927 Act making trade unionists 
“contract in” to the political funds had the effect of closing the ranks of 
Labour, convincing the party of the need to build up individual membership 
in the constituencies.  Thus there was a great stir of organisation throughout 
the country.  Steady progress at local elections, great public meetings, and keen 
debates at conferences followed.  The most active and intelligent people saw 
the three wings of the movement as being an indivisible trinity: Trade Unions, 
Labour Party and Co-operative Societies striving together for a new social 
order.

So it was that we did not feel we were children of a poor, depressed family. 
We were proud of our parents, Tom and Tess Nally, Both of them were active 
and involved in the high purposes to which the whole of the working class 
movement was dedicated. We were born into the movement, named in 
a Socialist Sunday School, and accustomed to hearing of the class struggle, 
of freedom of speech, of democracy, inter-nationalism, justice and universal 
suffrage.  Taken as small children to meetings of the Labour Party, where it 
was the custom to open with a socialist song, my sister and I were word 
perfect with the “Red Flag”, “The International”, “These things shall be” and 
“England Arise”.

The vigorous debates at the local Fabians, International Labour Party, Co-op 
Guilds, NCLC  (National Council of Labour Colleges), the pamphlets, books, 
leaflets, histories of Tolpuddle and Peterloo, the Daily Herald and Reynolds 
News provided a rich educational background for Labour and Trade Union 
activists.  In my view there has been insufficient acknowledgement paid to the 
Co-operative Movement.  As a young married woman I served on the Board 
of Management of the Failsworth Industrial Society and was Chairman of 
their Education Committee.

The Co-op Movement was started in 1859 by a few working men who 
pooled what little money they had with the purpose of helping themselves 
and their fellows.  They bought supplies at wholesale prices, sold at normal 
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retail prices, purchasing food of good, unadulterated quality. Each half-year the 
profits were shared. One hundred years later the Society had 29,000 members, 
operated over fifty shops, laundry service and a dairy business.  It is interesting 
to note that the Manchester Ship Canal enterprise was supported by capital 
provided by the Co-operative Movement.  The first ship to sale down the 
canal was the CWS vessel The Pioneer.

 The provision of halls above Co-operative stores provided the first secular 
meeting rooms, the Women’s Guilds, established from 1893, and later the 
Men’s’ Guilds provided adult education.  Children’s groups and Comrades’ 
Circles were developed.  The British Federation of Co-operative Youth for 
16 to 25 year-olds were all indicative of the desire for a richer life and an 
acknowledgment of the need for working class education.  In our teenage 
years active membership of the Labour League of Youth and the Comrades 
Circle met our need for a vigorous political and social life.

We were then living in the Blackley Division of Manchester as the family 
returned to the North when father became the Organising Secretary to the 
Mossley Division, which then had a Co-operative / Labour MP, H.M. Gibson.  
Tom Nally’s experience as miners’ leader in Lancashire and the Midlands, 
together with his membership of the Nottinghamshire County Council and 
the Urban District Council of Carlton, was acknowledged and he was elected 
to Manchester City Council in 1937.  He was the Labour Party leader until 
his untimely death in 1956. By then he was Magistrate, Alderman, Deputy 
Chairman of the Manchester Ship Canal Co. and National Chairman of the 
Housing and Town Planning Association.  He saw all these activities as service 
to his class and kind.

Our teenage Mecca was the Moston Labour Club, erected on land purchased 
by a few dedicated supporters and built by voluntary labour.  Financial help 
was given by the trade unions.  A wise decision not to seek a drinking licence 
gave all ages access to the hall.  A good floor for dancing, adequate kitchen 
facilities, small meeting rooms and a hard working couple who, for a small 
honorarium acted as caretakers, created a venue for keep-fit classes, weekly 
dances, political study groups and the biggest League of Youth in the North.  
We had great times working in all the elections, running campaigns in support 
of Spanish workers.  Several of our friends joined the International Brigade 
and fought in Spain. Food was collected throughout the district as we helped 
to fill a relief ship sent from Liverpool to Spain 

We were the young generation soon to be faced by the demands of war 
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against fascism.  Early registration for national service followed with some of 
our boys volunteering before call-up.  

I married Bill Lister in 1940 during short leave from the Royal Engineers.  
Bill was a skilled engineer after seven years of apprenticeship and night school 
study. He was quickly sent to France as a sapper, leaving Belgium three weeks 
after Dunkirk.  In June 1944 D-Day his assault squadron was amongst the first 
on the Normandy beaches:  experiences he was never to forget, though he 
seldom spoke about them.

I was directed to clerical and administrative work at A.V. Roe’s aircraft 
factory. Working long hours and busy recruiting and forming branches of the 
Clerical and Administrative Workers Union, I was the youngest ever member 
of the Regional Council.

Coping with rations, coupons and shortages did not seem a great burden 
and “make do and mend” was the order of the day. We were accomplished 
dressmakers so I made clothes from Bill’s civilian suits, house coat from old 
velvet curtains, while embroidered black-out material made a bedspread.  Later, 
utility furniture together with gifts from family and friends created a modest, 
comfortable home.  Manchester suffered heavy air-raids and life became more 
difficult as the war was prolonged.  

Demobilisation was a period of difficult adjustment, friends were scattered 
and seeking employment after war service was exhausting. Nevertheless 
blackout regulations were dispensed with and we started to have hope for the 
future. 

Labour entered the election of July 1945 with the most detailed and specific 
manifesto ever presented to the electorate.  Churchill had become a party 
propagandist and in his opening broadcast founds it possible to accuse those 
who had been comrades in the coalition government of seeking to destroy 
freedom and bring some form of Gestapo to Britain.

On the following evening, Clement Attlee broadcast to the nation, showing 
how different was Labour’s conception of the intelligence of the British 
people.  Reasonably and logically he set out the issues which must be faced, 
and outlined Labour’s constructive proposals.  The election was a landslide: 393 
Labour members, a cross section of society; men and women from elementary 
schools, public schools, universities.  Side by side with miners, railway men, 
barristers and doctors brought together after six years of war and united by a 
common faith to work for the betterment of all the people.

My family were jubilant as my brother Will Nally, war correspondent 
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attached to Supreme HQs had 
fought and won the Staffordshire 
division of Bilston, with a majority 
of 17,000.  A Daily Herald and 
Observer journalist, he became the 
youngest parliamentary member 
of the Council of Europe.  Labour 
had secured power in national 
conditions of the most critical 
kind. Victorious but dangerously 
weakened economically.  In spite 
of Lend Lease we were, for the 
first time in our history, a debtor 
nation.  Less than half of pre-war 
export trade remained, half of 
merchant shipping sunk, industrial 
equipment in desperate need of 
replacement.  Numbers of collieries 
were closed, textile mills shut 
and physical damage to factories, 
railways, docks and houses.

The achievements of the 1945-51 
Labour Government should inspire 
us. The launch of the National 
Health Service, nationalisation 
of coal, school-leaving age raised, 
family allowances, Dominium status 
for India, Pakistan. Ceylon and very 
much more were accomplished.  In 

July 1995, the fiftieth anniversary of Labour Government we should celebrate 
our commitment to social justice, democracy and peace.  The party, born in 
1900 should, in 1995 be more than a political party.  It should be a faith and 
positive force for good, for security from fear, for justice at work, nurture for 
families: A crusade to deliver people from the tyranny of poverty, prejudice 
and the abuse of power.  We have a great task ahead.  

(Alice Lister died January 2006)
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Separation
by William Lister 1944

The days go by, the hours slip past,
The seasons come and quickly go,

And still we two are far apart,
Oh, Darling, I know it must be so,
But sometimes my rebellious heart,

Cries out for you impatiently,
At the sudden recollection
Of some tender memory.

I can’t be always brave and strong,
And teardrops fall, I must confess,

Thinking of the wasted years
That might have held such happiness.

But those moods pass and hope returns,
And from my heart a prayer I raise,
For greater strength and deeper faith,
With which to face the lonely days.

A poem written by William Lister and 
read at Alice’s funeral by Alice’s grandson: Robert Whitham.

Alice’s husband ‘Bill’ died aged 58 years (18th Nov 1975). He was then a 
prominent Manchester Councillor. He served with the Royal Engineers and 
was at Dunkirk and the ‘D’−Day Landings.
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The twins at Win’s second 
wedding 1962. (Win is on 
the left)

The twins at the wedding 
of Alice’s daughter 2002. 
(Win is on the left)
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Twins

Alice and I, identical twins, were born on September 30th 1919 to Tom and Tess 
Nally in a small terraced house in the Nottinghamshire mining-railway village 
of Netherfield. The first baby was born before midnight and the emergence of 
another baby was a surprise, as twins were not expected. September 30th is the 
last day of the month so strictly the second child arrived on 1st October but 
the date of the birth of the first child is used for multiple births. Otherwise, the 
second and other babies could have a birthday in a different month - or year if 
born on New Years Eve - and even a century apart if at the Millennium!

Our parents always told us there was no certainty that I was the first born as 
we had been mixed up. Very close examination had revealed a tiny little lump 
on my right ear and it was agreed to be the only distinguishing feature and I 
was probably the first.

Our brother, Will, known as Billy as a child, was five years old and extremely 
puzzled when presented with two baby sisters. Both our two Lancashire 
grandmothers had asked that a girl child should be named after them. In the 
event both were pleased, Alice receiving our paternal grandmother’s name 
whilst I became Winifred after Tess’s mother. Thus followed a lifetime of envy 
for I never liked being “Winnie” and our Grandma Nally was much preferred 
to the rather stern Grandma Mullen of Haydock who always asked, “Now 
which of you is my ‘Winifred?’ In addition, an aunt and a cousin, both named 
Winifred committed suicide, so in my dramatic teenage thoughts, I felt I was 
fated to follow their example. I am now quite pleased that Winifred has ceased 
to be fashionable, although there are lots of little ‘Alices’. 

During our early school days we were given little brooches which spelled 
our names but we constantly swapped them and left teachers more confused.  
We were obviously unhappy when made to sit apart so generally we shared 
desks throughout childhood days. Twins in these days were a rarity and we 
grew up quite used to being stared at, whilst other children called us “the 
stuck-together twins” for we always walked to school holding hands.  We both 
also wore spectacles for, as we were told, we had whooping cough at six weeks 
old which had strained our eyes: so sometimes we were called “the specky 
four-eyes twins.” None of this bothered us much, we just chased the other 
children, never felt bullied and had lots of mutual friends who liked being 
with “The Twins”.

Modern child-care advice often advocates twins being dressed differently 
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The twins with mother Tess (c1932)

“I never needed a mirror or to worry about how I looked 
– or even wonder how I sounded.”
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Winifred Wheable-Archer: Curriculum Vitae

Retirement from local government career in 1980, aged 62.

1974-1980: Special Services Officer and member of Directorate Management 
Team, City of Leeds Social Services

Responsible to Director and Social Service Committee for oversight of 
three Approved Schools for boys and liaison with Barnado’s in respect of 
their girls’ Approved School.  Member of Regional Planning Committee 
for Children’s Residential establishments.  Oversight of Remand Homes 
for boys and girls.  Advisor to six Divisional Directors for residential and 
day care establishments allocated to the Divisions after local government 
reorganisation. Day Centres and Residential Hostels for Mentally 
Handicapped (Learning Difficulties) management was retained at Head 
Office as were Hostels for Young Disabled adults and Aged Persons Homes 
catering for dementia.  Personal responsibility for registration and approval 
of private and voluntary residential homes.  Supervision of two holiday 
homes at Scarborough and St. Anne’s for residents of old peoples homes 
and clients of day centres.  Both homes were closed after residents became 
too old or ill to benefit.  The Scarborough home was then used as a Staff 
Training Centre.  Was seconded as co-opted member of the Kirklees Social 
Service Committee.

1973: Residential Services Officer, City of Leeds Social Services

Duties include assistance through complete range of residential and day 
care services comprising the area of responsibility of the Assistant Director 
(Residential and Day Care Services).  Special responsibility for the work of 
the Residential Support Group of Homes Advisers: two for Aged Persons’ 
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Homes, two for Children’s Homes, one Nursery Adviser, one Playgroup 
Adviser and one Manager of Day Care Services. Personal responsibility 
for liaison and regulation visits to specialised establishments of community 
schools and remand / assessment centres and mental health training centres 
and hostels. Selection and appointment of senior staff at all establishments 
with Assistant Director or appropriate senior officers. Close liaison with 
specialist advisers attached to Community Services.  Co-operation and 
advice to Training Section on requirements of residential and day caring 
staffs.

1971-1972:  Home Care /Home Help Adviser, City of Leeds Social Services

Responsible to Assistant Director (Community Services) for central 
guidance and management of resources. Prepared reports on financial 
assessment scales, allocations to Divisions and future policies. Evaluation 
and reports on Meals on Wheels services, Convalescent Scheme and 
Neighbourhood Wardens.  Development and restructure of home helps 
training course.

1964-1971: Home Advisory Officer, City of Manchester Children’s 
Department

Responsible to Children’s Officer for management of 64 establishments 
including approved school, remand homes, specialised hostels, large short stay 
and intermediate homes and long term family group homes. Appointment 
of staff at all levels. Organisation and development of in-service training 
schemes.  Preparation of manuals for guidance of residential staffs.  Reports 
and attendance at Committee meetings.  Responsibility for investigation of 
serious complaints against staff.  Involvement in planning and preparation 
for new establishments and development and expansion of existing buildings.  
Liaison with senior field work staff.  Lecturing within Department, Stockport 
College and Manchester Polytechnic.  Involved in establishment of Training 
Section with Department.  Attendance at Home Office courses for senior 
staff.  Hold Diploma of Social Studies of Oxford University (Sociology, 
Criminology, Political Theory and Social /Public Administration).
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1961-1964: City of Salford Home Help Organiser

Developed service to take wider range of cases with special emphasis on 
mental health and problem families.  Inaugurated training scheme for home 
helps and participated in the Health Department’s health education schemes.  
Involved in day centre to rehabilitate inadequate and depressed mothers 
and member of active Children’s Co-ordinating Committee.  Nationally 
concerned with establishment of training for organisers.  Held most offices 
within the Institute of Home Help Organisers. Hold Certificate of Institute 
of Home Help Organisers and Tutor’s Certificate.  Responsible for the 
preparation of text of training papers and editorship of journal.  Member 
of International Committee and involved in preparing papers for United 
Nations on world development of domiciliary services.  Wrote script and 
produced “camera talk” for education programme on the service, which has 
remained in use throughout the country.  Whilst at Salford won a N.A.L.G.O. 
scholarship to visit Sweden and Finland

Bolton Home Help Christmas Party 1957
(Mrs Barber with bare shoulders in the front row)
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1952-1957: Nottinghamshire County Council. Home Help Organiser

Duties as previously outlined with the differences inherent in organising a 
service within a large county area covering two Urban District Councils 
and two Rural Councils. Experience in dealing with problems of gypsy 
families.

1949 –1952: Nottinghamshire County Council Children’s Department

Secretary to group of nine Cottage Homes, including periods of residence 
and full control of establishment. Special responsibility for reception centre 
within the complex. Post taken after full time attendance of one year at 
Manchester Home Office Residential Child Care Course. Prior to training 
spent period at Reception Centre for Children, City of Salford. One of 
the first assessment centres following the recommendations of the Curtis 
Committee.

Residential Childcare Course, Manchester, 1948
(Win in middle of the back row)
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Other experience

Youth Leadership Training under the auspices of King George VI Scheme and 
the Co-operative Union.

Membership of voluntary and statutory organisations; Old People’s Welfare 
Committee; Councils of Social Service; Family Planning; Citizens Advice 
Bureaux; Disablement Settlement Advisory Council; Divisional Education 
Committees; Governor of Schools; Local Councillor.

Winifred interviewing a Bolton family
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The Best Year of My Life: 1962

There used to be a TV programme with this name recording the splendid life 
and times of celebrities. I chose this year, my 43rd, as several, pleasant and life-
changing events happened. 

I was enjoying my career in Salford, being the principal woman officer in 
the Department, managing the Home Help Service, with a team of five social 
workers and a staff of 50 home helps. I was part of the Medical Officer’s policy 
forming group and was highly regarded by the Health Committee members. 
All other Principal Officers were equally dedicated to improving service for 
Salford residents. We were close colleagues and friends. Dr. J.S. Burn, Medical 
Officer, was a pioneer in establishing health checks for adults, and founded 
the first non-smoking clinics in the country. Together we organised Health 
Education meetings in schools, and “Mother and Baby” family centres. I saw 
more hardship, poverty and health problems in my first 6 months in Salford 
than I had seen in 6 years working for Nottinghamshire County Council.

In March I was awarded a National Scholarship to visit Sweden and Finland 
with a party of Local Government Officers. We were to report on the different 
methods of service and hold discussions with appropriate officers. We were 
entertained at V.I.P. receptions and concerts and shown housing schemes, 
children’s centres and schools and residential homes for elderly and mentally 
handicapped. A very worthwhile and enjoyable experience for which I was 
granted leave of absence to attend.

I used some of my annual leave allowance to attend an International 
Conference in Paris, again receiving the hospitality of the City with receptions 
and trips down the Seine, meetings and discussions with our opposite numbers 
managing French services. The early 60’s were times of development of 
European services and valuable decisions and comparisons resulted from these 
meetings.

In August my second grandson was born, earlier than expected, to my great 
relief. I had read about the thalidomide tragedy in professional Health Journals 
before it became generally known. I asked Dr. Burn whether it had been 
prescribed in Salford. He replied that it had only been used in “middle class 
areas like Bury where doctors are offering it to mothers having a second 
child.” I had not told him that is where George and Tessa lived. I tried to check 
on Tessa’s medication without alarming her and I advocated a healthy pill-
free pregnancy. George telephoned me to say, “The baby is beautiful, another 
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boy with the most wonderful arms and legs.” He did not realise what he 
said but they had really been worried, as Tessa had been given some sedative 
prescriptions. 

In September I travelled to Holland with colleagues for the Institute of 
Home Help Organisers to a European conference discussing services to 
families. Unfortunately too much time was spent determining just what 
was meant by “social work” and local government in the several countries. 
Nevertheless valuable reports were presented to our Ministry of Health and 
the Home Office. 

My private life was happy, I spent weekends in Yorkshire with Jim Wheable 
and he visited Salford where I had a pleasant, large semi-detached house. I 
was provided with accommodation as a “key officer”. Jim and I had met in 
Manchester in 1960 when I was working in Bolton. We married on December 
20th 1962. So the photographs of the wedding (see page 31) are also memories 
of “the best year of my life.”

(2008)

Getting married to Jim on 20th December 1962
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The Home Help Service  

OUR SERVICE
By Freda Wynn 
(one of Win’s pseudonyms)

The Journal of the Institute 
of Home Help Organisers 
Issue 18 1960

In order to assess the value of 
the Home Help Service it is 

necessary to study the history of 
all health and social services. We 
need to be aware of the past, not that 
we may feel complacent about the 
present, but in order to understand 
developments already achieved 
so that plans for the future may be 
laid on a firm foundation. There 
are always strong forces opposing 
any advance in community services 
and the advocates of improvements 
need material facts and figures to 
support their emotional feelings that 
changes are required.

The Home Help Service came into 
being because of the grave concern 
being voiced in the beginning of 
the century at the high number of 
maternal mortalities and infant 
deaths. Life itself was at stake, and 
it appeared to far-sighted pioneers of 
those days that increase in medical 

skills of nurses and doctors was 
not in itself sufficient. A recently 
confined mother could not follow 
medical advice regarding herself and 
the newborn infant if she had several 
other children, and it was useless to 
recommend rest and care without 
offering some means by which these 
could be secured. Consequently,  in 
1918 the Ministry of Health followed 
the Notification of Births Act by 
requesting that Home Help Services 
be established to support the then 
embryonic midwifery and health 
visiting services. Particularly in the 
industrial areas was the problem 
acute as many adult women worked 
in industry and were not available 
to give aid and assistance to 
neighbours. The social historian can 
point to the first half of this century 
as being a period of tremendous 
advancement and change in the care 
of the nation’s mothers and children. 
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Quite possibly the second half of the 
century will be noted as a time of 
realisation of the special difficulties 
of the aged with great strides in 
geriatric services.

Individual case histories and 
dramatic events tend to become 
obscured as the years go by, but 
even a glance at the numbers of 
deaths amongst mothers and babies 
at the beginning of the century, and 
a comparison with today’s statistics 
should reveal what widespread 
advances have occurred. It is 
interesting to note that the 1918 
Ministry circular reflected a war-time 
awareness of the needs of mothers 
and children, and the 1944 circular, 
also during a time of national stress, 
pin-pointed the grave concern felt 
at the conditions prevailing in the 
homes of the sick and aged.

The family is the essential unit 
of society and the strength and 
happiness of each family is reflected 
in the general conditions of the 
country “The strength of the nation 
is in the homes of its people” and 
the Home Help Service came into 
being, and continues to exist in 
order that the homes of families may 
be maintained and supported, albeit 
that so many families have only one 
old or sick person remaining. 

At the present time there is 
discussion concerning the relative 
merits of home or hospital 
confinements, and in these days of 

generally well-equipped and suitable 
houses the confinement taking place 
at home seems the happier event. 
The Cranbrook report, published 
some two years ago, recommended 
an extension of Home Help Service 
on the lines of the “maternity aids” 
employed in Holland. Mothers are 
undoubtedly less worried about the 
other children in the family if they 
can be adequately cared for at home. 
The emotional disturbance felt by 
a young child when his mother 
is moved to a nursing home, and 
when she returns with a new baby, 
is a very real one and can sow the 
seeds of jealousy of the new arrival. 
Having “mummy” in the house all 
the time, and being shown the new 
baby as soon as possible, is usually 
a wonderful occasion for the other 
children but it is very necessary that 
the household responsibilities are 
shouldered by a competent home 
help.

A family crisis quite often 
develops if mother has to enter 
hospital for treatment and it is not 
unknown for a woman to delay 
seeking medical advice because of 
her reluctance to leave her children 
for even a short period. The Home 
Help Service is able to alleviate her 
distress and introduce the Home 
Help to the household before her 
admission. For those families with 
continuous difficulties because of 
low intelligence of one, or both 
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parents, the alternative to removal 
of the children is often the support 
and encouragement of a Home 
Help. Work with problem families is 
difficult and demanding, but Home 
Helps often succeed where highly-
trained social workers obtain no 
response. 

The numbers of people over 65 
years of age who live alone has 
doubled in the last twenty years, 
and in all probability the number 
swill continue to grow. The Home 
Help Service enables frail and 
sick people to remain in their own 
homes and, in conjunction with 
the district nursing service and 
other domiciliary services, gives 
sufficient aid to prevent removal to 
hospital. The conception of hospital 
wards as long stay hostels for the 
old has been replaced by regarding 
hospitals as places for treatment 
and rehabilitation. Patients must, 
however, receive adequate after-care 
on return to their own homes and the 
Home Help Service performs this 
valuable task.

The handicapped of any age or 
condition, those who are blind, 
crippled or suffering from mental 
illness, can live satisfactory lives in 
accordance with their limitations, 
if the services of a Home Help are 
allocated.

The service has grown very 
quickly and has far outstripped 
original estimates of its value. 
Home Help Service is now accepted 
as one of the major elements in the 
domiciliary field. With an increasing 
awareness of social problems of 
isolation, loneliness and frailty in 
old age, we may expect that further 
expansion will take place in the very 
near future. 
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The International Conference for Home Helps

Both these letters are taken from 
The Journal of the Institute of Home Help Organisers, Christmas 1961.

By ESTHER HILTON 
(Brighton Home Help)

I was very leased to be given the oortunity to attend the First International 
Conference of Home Helps at County Hall, Wtminster.

I felt rather nervous setting out on my own, but on arriving at County Hall on 
the Tuday I was soon put at my ease en I found other Home Helps in the same 
position as myself.

I made friends with four Home Helps coming from various parts of the country 
– Leeds, Huddersfield, Barnsley and Kidderminster.

They were staying at St. Gabriel’s College, Camberwell Green, ich was the 
accommodation provided for the Home Helps attending the conference. Although I 
came home to Brighton every night, I felt I would like to see this college, so I went 
along with them. It was a most imprive building s in very leasant grounds 
and my friends were to sleep in the comfortable hous attached to the college.

The following day we all m in the main Conference Hall in County Hall. There 
were in all three hundred Home Helps prent reprenting fourteen countri.

Mrs. Wal, Prident of the Institute of Home Help Organisers, was the chairman 
for the opening sion, and no doubt you will have read the newspaper cutting 
that was on our notice boar4dd of her speh, and I quote;  “It is a sad mistake to 
have tried to pigeon-hole the members of our Home Help Service as Mrs. Mos; 
they are not Mrs. Mos, far from it, not,” she added, “that Mrs. Mos have not 
qualiti, too.”

Dr. Boucher, Senior Medical Officer, Ministry of Health, our speaker at this 
sion, said that by functioning in illn or any other home emergency, and by 
attending the aged and the chronic sick, we relieved the strain on institutions 
and hospitals and layed an important part in the preventive medicine ich 
contribut to national health.

Dr. Carmen Jonas, head of the Home Help Servic in Frankfurt, Germany, said 
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that the knowledge needed by a Home Help today far exceeded that demanded of the 
average mother in dealing with her home and family.

When it came to the rt of the overseas delegated to explain their Home Help 
Servic, we found it very different from our own.  For example, in Sweden a full-
time Home Help is college-trained for fifteen months and wears a uniform similar 
to a hospital nurse. I think that most of our Home Helps felt some training would 
be very helpful in our service.

One of the most interting delegat came from Israel, ere the Home Help 
Service has only been in existence for three years, not only have they the sick and 
elderly people to care for they also have the refuge ich must be a very great 
problem indeed.

In all it was very interting to talk togher. We have so many problems, and 
y we are all trying to do the same kind of work, giving help ere it is most 
needed.

The social side of the conference was most enjoyable; each day we went to Lyons 
Corner House in the Strand to have lunch, and many of you will know how enjoyable 
that can be.

Thursday evening we were all taken by coach to different boroughs in London to 
be entertained. My friends and I went to Woolwich; we were given a wonderful tea 
provided by the Home Helps, ich we all enjoyed very much.

Friday afternoon we went down the river from Wtminster to Greenwich 
by boat, arriving back at five o’clock to attend a spial service arranged for the 
Conference in Wtminster Abbey, ich was followed by an addr given by the 
Dean of Wtminster in ich he said at inspiring work was being done by the 
Home Helps throughout the world.

To end the Conference we all m at Lyons Corner House, Piccadilly, for our 
farewell dinner. To me the week has ped all too quickly. I only wish I could put 
into words at imprion this Conference has had on me. I can merely say I feel 
that the work we do is very rewarding and worthwhile.

Esther Hilton 
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Why Unity is Important

Dear Editor,

I write this letter on behalf of the Hampshire Home 
Helps, to thank most sincerely the International Delegation, 
, Doctor Boucher, Miss Hamilton, County Organiser for 
Hampshire, and all personnel concerned at the International 
Conference held at County Hall, London, during September 
of this year. I was chosen to act as a Group Leader at 
the Conference, and I was very proud and most interested 
to learn what happens in other countries regarding Home 
Helps. This is the first time I have had the opportunity to 
hear of the service other than our own. It makes us all 
realise that we are all trying to help people who are sick 
and in need of care. We understand all the more that each 
country in different ways has found that Home Helps can 
make a great contribution towards health and happiness of 
old people. Doctor Boucher in particular stated we were a 
strong link indeed between doctors and nurses, and there 
was great need for us. We are not making a machine, but 
growing a living plant, but it is in the civilised human 
values that we shall see the flower. In every person there 
is an immortal need to believe in the values of the heart, 
in kindness, courage and love of fellow-men. This the Unity 
which is important, Security is not enough. This common 
need unites the human race into a family more surely than 
any other. The Aspect of Unity is the only thing needed 
to emphasise the common ties between people of every race 
and background. We have a great civilisation to save – or 
to lose.

Home Helps in my opinion are the salt of the earth. The 
world is all right at least we Home Helps try to keep it 
that way, for the old folks we care for. The quarrels are 
among men – men who forget that ideas have their roots in 
one of two places, in the earth – or in the stars. I should 
like to add a special tribute of thanks to His Reverence 
the Dean for the service which was held in Westminster 
Abbey on September 24th.

Thank you again for all concerned for making this 
International Conference a memorable one.

Yours sincerely,
F.I.K. Broad (Mrs)
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Home Help Training

Win was the driving force behind the development of training for both Home 
Helps and Home Help Organisers, in order to underpin the professionalisation 
of the sector and provide recognition for those employed in it.  

For example, in 1963-4 in Salford, Win ran a course of 25 sessions in 
collaboration with the Medical Officer of Health (Dr J.L. Burn) and a Domestic 
Science Tutor (Mrs G. Harris) and with the support of the Gas Showrooms, 
which provided a venue for cookery sessions. The syllabus included topics 
such as environmental health, care and understanding of the mentally sick, 
support services in hospital and the problems of re-housing. 

Win helped to design the professional Diploma for the Institute of Home 
Help Organisers, which consisted of four papers, one each in local authority 
administration and the social services and two in the management of the 
home help service, all which had to be passed at one sitting. Win took the 
Diploma herself in order to test out its validity (see the certificate bottom 
right on following page). 

In addition to training, Win introduced and championed the principle and 
practice of good human resource management in local authorities - who at 

Home Help Training in Salford
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that time did not employ personnel managers. This pioneering work included 
the development of job descriptions and delineation of roles for Home Helps 
and Home Help Organisers; documented recruitment methods; selection 
procedures, including notes on objectivity in job interviews; terms and 
conditions of employment; welfare and employee services; health and safety. 

Win continued her own education, being nominated for a place at Ruskin College to study 
for the Special Diploma in Social Studies, which she was awarded in 1969 
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The Educational Centenary and Reflections on 
the Plowden Report

Article (one of many) written by Win for Manchester Children’s Department 
Staff Bulletin, for general social and training purposes.

On the face of it the 1870 Education Act seemed to promise the dawn of 
an education welfare state: a state in which citizens acting through their 

elected local representatives would set about determining the nature and quality 
of education in their own towns. There were, however, very different views 
as to the meaning of elementary education and though there were some who 
had hoped that the educational activities of the churches would raise up an 
entire population to a higher quality of life, there were many others who merely 
required that elementary education should instruct the poor in the three R’s. 

The history of education is a complicated one for the society which was to 
operate the 1870 Act was complex and combined a finely differentiated social 
hierarchy with a good deal of social mobility. Old rural values persisted in a 
rapidly developing industrial economy, and the voluntary schools could not 
guarantee to preserve old orders or adapt to new ones. Other nations were also 
joining the international economic race and so the whole purpose of education 
could be seen as little more than a preparation for employment in various 
industrial processes. Religious instruction and hopes for future salvation were 
not any longer sufficient goals for education and the voluntary system was 
not producing the clerks and skilled workers needed. The new school boards 
devised non-denominational schools where they were not dominated by 
representatives of specific church bodies. 

Unfortunately “the people” did not always embrace the notion of universal 
elementary education as enthusiastically as did the minority of intellectual 
trade unionists and working class visionaries. The textile workers of Lancashire 
resisted all attempts to do away with the “half-time” system for they often 
depended on the earnings of their children. Popular support for educational 
measures had always had a way of evaporating when the time for action arrives 
and uneducated or half-educated parents are not necessarily a potent voice in 
demanding better standards for their children. 

For the great mass of people, education is seen as a service provided for 
ordinary families by other people who themselves do not submit their own 
children to the same system. The middle class parent paying public school fees, 
making contributions to voluntary schools and paying rates for the upkeep 
of the board schools was hardly likely to campaign for better education for 
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the poor. In quite recent memory a Conservative Minister of Education felt 
it appropriate to point out  to the middle and professional classes that their 
children were likely to be better served at a state than at a private school.

The success of the system of compulsory education owed much to the 
dedication of Sir Robert Morant and his inspectors, teachers and civil servants, 
for by 1900 the school curriculum had been considerably broadened. The 
elementary schools brought together scholars from all types of working-class 
families and made apparent the social factors which militated against any sort 
of educational provision. Children suffer from hunger, rickets or tuberculosis 
could hardly be expected to be responsive to the simplest educational effort and 
so was born a national health service for children – the school medical service, 
supplemented by the school meals service. The first acceptance of the principle 
that public money should not be merely on environmental improvement but 
should also be spent to give succour to the individual needs of girls and boys.

The upper layers of society and the middle classes continued to seek education 
in segregated schools for those who espoused the ideals of the aristocracy, or 
in establishments that aped those ideals. There were special schools for the 
children of merchants, commercial travellers, Quakers and many others and it 
was said that the immense business classes were amongst the worst educated 
in the world. According to Matthew Arnold the middle class was doomed by 
its method of education to grow up on an inferior plane, “with the claims of 
intellect and knowledge not satisfied, the claim of beauty not satisfied, the 
claim of manners not satisfied.” 

A generation later the Bryce Commission of 1895 found the provision for 
the children of the commercial and professional classes “still far behind the 
requirements of our time, and far less ample than the incomes of the parents 
and the public funds available might well provide: whence the disadvantages 
from which young Englishmen suffer in industry and commerce, owing to the 
superior preparation of their competitors in several countries of continental 
Europe.” A number of modern commentators would make exactly the same 
comments today and it is certain that at the present time we are trying to remedy 
for the grandchildren difficulties which existed for the grandparents.

The enthusiasm for change from a system where children were destined to 
a particular educational route in accordance with their parents’ social position 
obscured the fact that special conditions could also affect the intellectual 
performance of children. Dr. Cyril Burt had informed the Hadow Committee of 
the twenties that it was possible to determine the mental capacity of a child by 
the age of twelve. Burt and his followers believed that environmental influences 
were negligible and that children with high intelligence were creatures of 
hereditary forces only. In order that the nation should not waste these abilities 
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as had been done in the case of the parents of these same children, a scheme of 
selection and segregation by intelligence should replace the old scheme. 

Since public bodies, local councils and the political parties contained amongst 
their various elites numbers of clever people who had themselves been denied 
formal secondary education, this notion was particularly attractive. Here was 
the chance to show that the new Jack was very much better than his old master 
and that the top academic stream would contain the child from the cottage 
in greater numbers than those from the mansions. The doctrine of separation 
into academic, technical and general schools, with the aid of examination and 
intelligence testing, pervaded the education report of the thirties and forties. 
The White Paper which preceded the 1944 Education Act clearly proposed 
three types of secondary education. 

So often in social reform the men at the helm of state are so taken up with 
the idea of what they are replacing and how they are attacking the old order that 
they fail to realise that their thinking is out of date. A changed situation, new 
knowledge and fresh aspirations often render long sought-after improvements 
inadequate. No doubt some members of the 1945 Parliament did have some 
private doubts as to whether a child could develop inherited talents in a poor 
deprived home as well as the child from a cultured background. However, 
all was to be change and progress: unemployment, the slums, poor health 
and financial uncertainty would soon be eliminated and social factors would 
cease to impede the progress of any child. Well-fed children from happy and 
comfortable homes with all modern amenities might in fact score over their 
middle class friends. The working class had a special and valuable life quality 
of warmth and nurture – at least, so thought the romantics. 

The 1944 Education Act has not fulfilled its promise “to secure for children 
a happier childhood and a better start  in  life; to secure a fuller measure of 
educational opportunity for young people and to provide means for all of 
developing the various talents with which they are endowed.”

Some of the several committees which have sat during this decade merely 
repeat what is already in the Act, whilst others are in fact amplifying its general 
ideas. It is a sad commentary on the slowness of educational reform that so 
many of the ideas proposed in these reports go back for ten or fifteen years. 
There is reason to believe that still more generations of children will suffer 
educational impoverishment before the views expressed in the reports are 
followed by sufficiently adequate action. 

The bright hope and purpose which was displayed in the post-war social 
planning has been so very much dimmed that an educational report which 
accepts the inevitability of gross social inequalities was greeted with rapture 
in 1967. The Plowden Report should have made all reformers hang their 
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(1969-1970)

heads in shame for all it did was to advocate some patching and darning of an 
educational mantle which was already an insult to the young minds it sought to 
cover. For years and years any junior teacher in the primary schools of the big 
cities could have said what needed doing in one short afternoon. No massive 
report was necessary to make the case for the spending of money as a matter 
of priority on the grim, inadequate buildings and the equipment and teachers 
which served them. 

Suddenly the new notion of priority emerged and the idea that these 
desperately poor schools should be improved first and should have the best so 
overwhelmed enthusiastic reformers by the sheer practicality of the vision that 
they really felt that some great achievement had been made. More than two 
years have passed since the publication of the reports and cuts in expenditure 
have killed what hope there was of some speedy action. Although the report 
dealt extensively with the familiar theme of social inequalities, it did not 
castigate a system which allowed some ten per cent of children to live in the 
prettily named “twilight areas” but suggested that gentle encouragement of the 
“uninvolved parent” should take place. One wonders just how a mother with 
several young children to be bathed and put to bed in a house without bath or 
hot water could be drawn into active participation in an evening meeting of the 
P.T.A. group.  The Plowden Report would have been a momentous document in 
the early thirties; in the sixties and seventies it is merely a monumental record 
of failure and neglect, for which a few palliatives are recommended.

Education should be a continuing life process and if this belief were really 
accepted, we should see nothing strange in the provision of centres for both 
young children and their mothers, with classes for adolescents and fathers in 
the evenings. Community Centres have not developed on the basis of providing 
an enrichment of life beyond the old fashioned idea of a variety of formal 
classes. The Peckham Pioneer Health Centre (closed by a parsimonious Labour 
Government) possibly showed the way, for it had nursery and primary facilities 
together with occupational and social activities for the mothers. Establishments 
of this sort may well do more to draw out uninvolved parents than any number 
of calls from school social workers and counsellors. The enrichment of the life 
of the parent is one of the surest ways of creating interest and concern in the 
education of their children. One hopes that the Open University will have a 
great impact on the lives of educationally deprived adults.
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The Seebohm Report and its Impact on Services

Win moved from Manchester to Leeds City Council at the time of 
local government reorganisation following the Seebohm Report, which 
established Social Services Departments. She experienced the effects of 
this reorganisation and the early teething problems of institutional change 
coupled with lack of adequate funding, on the Home Help Service in Leeds.  
In her political role as Labour Councillor, Win’s purpose in this article for 
the Huddersfield Examiner, was to highlight the flaws in West Yorkshire’s 
management of its own service.

HOME HELP SERVICE
Councillor Winifred Wheable   

In the early days of the Welfare 
State in 1948 there were few 

who foresaw the rapid growth of 
the Home Help Service, indeed 
there were many who felt it was 
a needless extravagance. The 
legislation reflected this attitude for 
the National Health Act 1948 merely 
gave permissive powers to local 
authorities to establish a service 
which would give domestic help 
to the sick, aged, mothers during 
confinement, and children in need of 
care in their own homes.  Within these 
categories progressive organisers 
sought to alleviate family distress 
and help the over stretched hospital, 
welfare, children’s, mental health 
and domiciliary services. Home 
helps can, and do, perform services 
which go far beyond merely keeping 
a house clean.  The successful home 
help is a true representative of the 
spirit of community care for she 

brings social aid and support and 
is often the person who alerts her 
professional colleagues to the need 
for more intensive assistance.

Unfortunately the discussions 
which preceded the establishments 
of Social Service Departments very 
seldom recognised the complexity 
of organising the home help service 
within an integrated pattern.  There 
have been troubles in many parts of 
the country for directors of the new 
departments were largely ignorant 
of the functions of the service.  The 
Seebohm Report contains references 
to the need for home helps but 
little recognition of the practical 
difficulties of absorbing the service 
from the Health Departments. One 
illustration of this has been the failure 
in several authorities to provide 
even adequate accommodation to 
attend at the centre from which 
they work.  In rural areas clinics 
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were often used as a focal point for 
the organiser to meet her staff and 
for the home helps to receive their 
wages within a town or city it is 
comparatively easy for home helps 
to gather at one centre in order to 
discuss the needs of their clients 
and their problems.  The planning 
of an integrated service makes this 
provision more important for close 
co-operation and discussion with 
social workers involved with the 
household is necessary.

Failure of Central Control
Headlines declaring that there have 
been cuts in the West Riding service 
have recently appeared but what has 
happened has been a lack of central 
control. Amongst the various new 
appointments at Wakefield there 
should have been a controller or 
advisor concentrating wholly on 
the home help service following 
the Seebohm reorganisation. One 
cannot divide such a huge labour 
intensive service between the new 
divisions and expect the sums to 
come out correctly at each half 
year.  What has obviously and 
predictably happened is that day to 
day examination of ratios of cases 
to staff has not been possible and 
clear guidance to newly appointed 
divisional directors has not been 
available from the centre. The 
method of assessment and charges to 
the recipients and the percentages of 
sickness and holiday pay to workers 

are all factors in costing a service.  
With very large staffs and huge case 
loads it is all too easy for untrained 
and inexperienced administrators 
to discover that estimates have 
been exceeded at too late a stage to 
recover the position.  Part of the skill 
of a qualified organiser in the central 
organisation is to plan the service so 
that there is an extra availability of 
labour during the long winter months 
when old people, who manage with 
little help during the summer, may 
be expected to require more hours 
of help.

To meet the health and social 
need
A recent ministry circular contained 
a reference to the need ‘to sustain 
morale’ of the home help service and 
it is regrettable that the West Riding 
County Council did not produce 
the additional revenue to cover the 
anticipated over spending.  Busy 
organisers are hardly likely to have 
been granting help where it was not 
needed and it is not encouraging to 
a dedicated home help to have her 
hours of service reduced. Home 
helps are not sent to homes merely 
because the occupant dislikes 
housework but always to meet a 
health or social need.  Nevertheless 
this can be a selective judgement 
and it is important that householders 
voluntarily relinquish help when 
circumstances permit.

Sending a home help each day to 
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light a fire can be a wasteful use of 
valuable time when it is possible to 
install a gas or electric fire. Shopping 
for the housebound is important but 
this is often a chore that friends or 
neighbours can perform.  Increases 
in wages and the move to equal 
pay suggest that new methods 
of management are needed if the 
service is to fulfil its true purpose, 
within the service there should be 
opportunities for promotion for 
experienced home helps who have 
attended training courses.  A ‘group 
leader’ in a small community could 
visit her newly appointed colleagues 
at work in order to support and 
advice.  Organisers with hundreds 
of staff and households to consider 
are amongst the most overworked 
members of the social services 
and it is good economic sense to 
provide them with sufficient staff to 
pay more frequent visits to clients, 
their work has not been sufficiently 
recognised and present salary scales 
are inadequate when compared 
with other senior workers in social 
services.  The organiser has aspects 
of social work, administration and 
personnel management to consider 
and it is likely that the future will 
bring fully trained and mature 
social workers into the profession.  
The West Riding County Council 
Social Service Department has 
acknowledged the need for 
training courses for organisers and 
interesting developments are in 

progress.  Divisional conferences 
have been held and home helps 
have been invited along with their 
organisers and the potential of 
the home help service is being 
increasingly acknowledged The 
County has not previously been in 
the forefront of provision of home 
help service and the amount spent 
per thousand of the population was 
far from impressive when the service 
was the responsibility of the Health 
Department.

Needs of the area
The Health Services and Public 
Health Act 1968 places a clear duty 
on the local authority to provide a 
home help service adequate to the 
needs of the area.  The Chronically 
Sick and Disabled Act 1970 requires 
that all handicapped persons be 
registered and many will qualify 
for attendance allowances. The 
home help service will become 
increasingly concerned with 
assisting in households under strain 
because of a disabled person and, 
often, domestic help will enable a 
handicapped person to seek outside 
employment and contact.  Previously 
some services have declined help to 
a householder who is earning, or to 
a single person who has the care of 
an aged parent.  Current emphasis 
on total community care encourages 
imaginative allocation of home help 
service.

Home helps need to be available 
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Huddersfield District Chronicle, 1971.

to care for persons discharged from 
hospital. Separation from the Health 
department does not mean that 
doctors, home nurses, and health 
visitors should find the service less 
accessible The service started after 
the first world war as an adjunct 
to the child welfare and maternity 
services but the number of home 
confinements given service has 
diminished Quite often the method 
of financial assessment prevents a 
young mother booking the help she 
needs at this time.

Many absurdities
Eventually the service must become 
free of direct charge to the recipients 
for it is rather ludicrous that home 
nurses, midwives, doctors and 
social workers attend to the needs of 
the family without reference to their 
income yet must inform them they 
have to pay if home help is required.  
The provision of home help can 
prevent the need for admission 
to hospital, home or hostel and 
complements the work of all the 
caring professions.  Those on low 
incomes do qualify for free service 
but are still subject to enquiry about 
their means.  A capable and motherly 
home help can do much to teach and 
encourage an inadequate mother and 
may well be the means by which 
neglected children can be supported.  
The alternative may be emotionally 
damaging removal to a children’s 

home at greater expense to the 
community.  Tragedy is not confined 
to any one income group and there 
are instances where charges prevent 
persons of moderate means seeking 
the help they urgently require, Too 
many local authorities operate 
schemes of financial assessment 
which prevents their officers making 
available a service generally seen to 
be advisable.

The whole concept of the 
Seebohm Report and subsequent 
legislation is to make the best use of 
resources and deploy both practical 
and casework skills to the best 
advantage.  Since previous single 
departments were insufficiently 
staffed and equipped in the majority 
of authorities it was generally held 
that the larger integrated social 
services would be able to command 
increased budgets. Social workers, 
home help organisers and home 
helps also understand the necessity 
to adapt to changing conditions and 
to meet needs which are at present 
neglected.

Those with the responsibility for 
determining priorities at both central 
government and local authority 
level must ensure that the money 
and the manpower are forthcoming, 
Directors of Social Services are 
endeavouring to expand services 
but they cannot emulate the miracle 
of the loaves and fishes.
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Post Retirement

When Win retired from her local government career in 1980, she continued 
to be very active in the field of women’s care work (“the unpaid job that’s 
never done”). Activities included her involvement with the National Council 
for the Single Woman and her Dependents (see newspaper article on the 
following page ‘National concern through caring organisation’, published in 
the Huddersfield Daily Examiner, September 25th 1982). She was for many years 
Vice Chair of the National Council for Carers of the Elderly and Disabled 
(NCCED) and locally in Kirklees she supported various related projects (see 
newspaper clipping below).

Kirklees Relatives Concern 1985
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Facing up at Last to the Old Problem

Jill Armstrong 
Women’s Post, Yorkshire Post, c 1982

Violence towards old people by 
their own families, the very 

people who care for them, has 
become the latest shock-horror story 
of today’s society. Just how common 
are these instances of violence and 
what is being done to help both the 
cared for and the carer?

Winifred Wheable is quite blunt 
about her feelings towards growing 
old; “I wouldn’t want my daughter 
to clean my bottom and wipe my 
nose. I would rather that a stranger 
did it. There is an indignity about 
being cared for by a child, even 
though the child may be 60.”

It is this reversal of roles, where 
the daughter, for it is usually 
daughters who look after elderly; 
parents, becomes the carer and the 
mother feels as if she is being treated 
like a child, that is so difficult for 
both of them to cope with.

“It breaks this relationship that 
has been there for a lifetime and I 
think this has a lot to do with the 
problems that can arise. The old 
person resents being in this position 
and can be nasty to the daughter, so 
you have a difficult situation from 
the start, “ said Mrs. Wheable.

We all dread the day, no matter 
how distant, when we might become 
a burden to our families. But for most 
people there is no choice. Families 
have to care for their old people.  
Only 5% of the eight million elderly 
now live in residential homes, 
so families have to shoulder the 
majority of the responsibility.

Local authorities cannot provide 
accommodation for all elderly 
people as the need arises, but at least 
some of them are now aware of the 
problems that people have to face 
and the support that those caring for 
the elderly n need.

Winifred Wheable is one of those 
people trying to provide some of the 
support and she is quite optimistic 
that new and imaginative ways will 
emerge of caring for the elderly. 
A former member of the Social 
Services management team in 
Leeds and a pioneer of the Home 
Help Service, Mrs. Wheable is now 
retired and recently took on the 
voluntary job of Yorkshire liaison 
officer for the National Council for 
Carers and their elderly dependents.

The organisation was formed 
originally to help single women with 
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elderly or infirm dependents, but last 
year it changed its name to include 
all carers, for as Mrs. Wheable 
pointed out the pattern of the single 
women who dutifully stayed at home 
to look after their elderly parents is 
fast disappearing.  Mrs. Wheable is 
well aware of the stress of caring for 
the elderly and how people can be 
driven to desperation, particularly 
those coping with senile elderly 
relatives.

Many are grateful to be able to 
talk to others who have had similar 
experiences and just to have some 
body call in for a cup of tea who 
would sympathise. One woman, 
looking after a senile mother, invited 
Mrs. Wheable to lunch. During the 
meal her mother got up from the 
table 20 times and had to be coaxed 
back each time by her daughter to eat 
another mouthful of food. Enough 
to drive you to distraction after an 
hour, but the daughter had to put up 
with her mother’s hyperactivity all 
day and every day.

There is the danger that some 
people can become obsessed and are 
convinced that only they can care 
for the parent. In one case a single 
woman aged 45 had to have minor 
surgery and became distraught at 
the idea of leaving her in firm yet 
mobile parent under the vigilance of 
her married sister who she insisted, 
“Did not know Mum as well.” 

She had cared for her mother for 
15 years, and had no friends nor did 
she appear to want them.

People who become so obsessive 
are hard to help, but many carers 
would be able to cope quite well if 
there were enough back up facilities 
in the way of home helps, day 
centres and sit in services to enable 
them to have a break.

In Kirklees, where Mrs. Wheable 
is a councillor, there are plans to 
expand the home help service and 
provide special training so that help 
for the carer is taken into account.  If 
help is given early enough the carer 
will be able to manage much better 
in the long run, instead of leaving it 
until the stage when they feel any 
outside intrusions are more trouble 
than they are worth.

Brenda Kidman, whose recent 
television play,” Where’s the Key?” 
was based on her own experiences 
of looking after a senile mother, 
found little help or support available 
during this terrible period. “You are 
brought to the brink of despair.” She 
said. “The attitude is just ‘get on 
with it until you collapse’ then they 
come and pick up the pieces.”

Day Centres for the elderly senile 
provided by Social Services would 
be a Godsend, said Brenda Kidman, 
and it looks as though in Leeds at 
least her prayers are about to be 
answered. A voluntary day centre for 
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what the Social Services department 
describes as the “Elderly Mentally 
Infirm” should be open within the 
next few months. It is a joint project 
with Age Concern on which they 
have been working for 18 months.

Another innovative scheme also 
being run in Leeds is a pilot sitting-
service to give relatives a few hours 
break. At present this only operating 
in the north-east area of the city, but 
they hope to expand it.

Jim Trayner, principal adviser 
for elderly people in Leeds, admits 
that they do come across cases of 
violence to old people, but says their 
concern is about to prevent this.

“Our focus is not on detection but 
on supporting people before they 
get to that stage. Relatives are doing 
a grand job under very difficult 
circumstances. What they need is 
help in dealing with them.”

Statistics quoted so far regarding 
the abuse of elderly people have 

been based on American research, 
which is hardly relevant to what 
happens in this country, says Jim 
Trayner. He has found that abuse 
by elderly people of their carers is 
far more common. Leeds has been 
responsible for pioneering a fostering 
scheme for old people which it has 
been running successfully since 
1977 and which a number of other 
local authorities are now copying.

Caring for elderly, senile people at 
home is the toughest task of all, and 
Brenda Kidman’s play did a lot to 
bring the existence of the Alzheimer 
Society to people’s attention. This 
deals specifically with the disease of 
senile dementia which is a disease, 
not just a natural part of growing old 
as many people would believe. It 
can also attack younger people and 
groups providing support for carers 
are being established throughout the 
country.
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Sanctuary Housing at Cavendish Mill, 
Ashton under Lyne 1994
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Win became involved with Sanctuary Housing in the early 1980s through 
the association’s first scheme, in Leeds, which was sponsored by the National 
Council for Single Women and their Elderly Dependants. This scheme aimed 
to provide not only bungalow accommodation for single women living with 
an elderly parent, but also single flats for later occupancy by carers when 
their dependant died.  Win was invited to become a member of the Yorkshire 
Committee for Sanctuary and was then nominated for the National Council, 
giving a total of seventeen years’ service to the organisation, one of the largest 
housing associations in Britain. The photographs above show Win inspecting 
construction works at Cavendish Mill, Ashton under Lyne in 1994, where 
Sanctuary renovated the old mill in order to provide affordable furnished 
accommodation for single working people. As usual, Win was the only woman 
committee member, although the (female) secretary was also invited on the 
visit. 
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Me and the Women’s Institute

I’d always admired the W.I., but at some distance, I knew about their valiant 
efforts during the war to preserve and bottle fruit, and how they tried to look 
after the infirm and elderly with the Meals on Wheels.  At one stage I was 
paying for them to deliver dinners to my very old mother until I discovered 
she accepted the meal at her front door, walked through her kitchen to the 
back door and hurled the plateful over the garden wall.  Her house was on 
the edge of the park so the birds and squirrels had some very luxurious treats 
during several autumn months. 

I was travelling daily to Manchester over the picturesque, but often 
dangerous in fog and snow, road over the Pennines from Holmfirth to Ashton-
under-Lyne.  I loved the contrast of my work in the city and the rural peace 
of my Upper Denby home.  Nevertheless I became involved in local Labour 
politics and was soon being urged to stand for election to the Denby Dale 
Urban District Council.  My friends and mentors were County Councillor 
Jim Lawton and his headmistress wife Margery.  We were all fighting to get 
a nursery school in the village and had organised petitions and held little 
meetings with the parents of young children.  During the hectic days of the 
1964 Denby Dale Pie activities we had given some support but as I had only 
lived in Upper Denby since the beginning of that year I was not very well 
known.  Some of the ladies who had worked for the pie decided it would be 
good to maintain their friendships by forming a branch of the W.I.

Thus it was that Margery instructed me to join: “A good way to get to 
know the women and secure personal votes at election time”.  Yorkshire habits 
are to start meetings at the early hour of 7 pm so I had to forgo a relaxed 
evening meal and drive to the school where the meetings were held.  Both 
Margery and I volunteered to be speakers at the monthly meetings and it is a 
lasting joy to me that arising from my talk on “Adoption and Fostering”, two 
families later took children into their homes.  Margery spoke of “Education 
for Primary Children” and as a leading figure in new ways of teaching Maths 
she advised the many grandmothers how to help and interest their children.

We made several friends but after some months the programmes started to 
deteriorate.  Religion and politics were banned, of course, and it was not easy 
for the Committee to find good speakers.  We sat through one excruciating 
presentation of corsets with a little relief from noting that local schoolboys had 
climbed on to the window ledges to watch the rather buxom models.
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Evenings of flower arrangements and singing were bearable but the night 
a member spent in displaying coloured tea towels from all her holidays and 
visits was painful to sit through after a busy day and no dinner.  The end came 
for me with the competition to see how many different things one could 
get into a matchbox.  Unbelievably the winner managed over one hundred 
ranging from an eyelash to a grain of sand and a crumb of cake.  Margery was 
not pleased by my desertion but she did not continue for very many more 
months.

I fought one unsuccessful election with several people of the opinion that 
“they’ll never vote for a woman” but the campaign was enjoyable and I got 
to know more people by enthusiastic canvassing.  The next time round, much 
to the chagrin of my mill owner opponent, I won and found myself the only 
woman on the Council.  A lot of the W.I. members voted for me. Later I became 
the first woman Chairman of the Council, which caused some problems 
for the elderly Clerk who had, since my election, addressed documents to 
“Gentlemen and Lady”. I finally persuaded him to call us all ‘Members’ but 
he agonised about me being Chairman.  I told him I was quite happy with 
the title as  ‘Chairperson seemed an offence to the English language and the 
later popular ‘Chair’ even worse. At his retirement party he admitted how 
concerned he had been to have a woman member of his Council but he had 
found I had a firm knowledge of Local Government procedures and had given 
him much help and friendship. 

I asked the Denby Dale Ladies Choir to sing at my Civic Service.  A member 
of the W.I. had established the choir and the Branch continues with a declining 
membership of mostly elderly ladies. Several women have since served on the 
Council and at the present time there are two women Councillors representing 
Denby Dale on the Kirklees Council. I gave six years service to Kirklees, after 
my retirement, and as Chairman of Social Services again resumed relationships 
with the splendid ladies of the W.I. whose voluntary help in day care centres 
and “Meals on Wheels” still flourishes.  So I honour the organisation even 
though they cannot all be “Calendar Girls”.

(October 2003)
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The early morning was shrouded in friendly mist promise of later sunshine 
but the air was still cold.  I dressed carefully for my trip to Leeds to attend 
the farewell lunch of Keith Murray, Director of Social Services for the city.  
He has been in Leeds since 1978 and was present at my own retirement 
party held at Shadwell  School.  I had hoped to meet Geoff and Mary Lake, 
previously Principal and Matron at East Moor School but they were not 
present. 
I retired in 1981 and many of my colleagues have passed on but I am still 
remembered by others.  Keith was pleased, and touched, that I had travelled 
from Denby to be present and in his later speech he mentioned my name 
amongst those to whom he paid tribute for the contribution made during 
their service to the city.  I sat with Honorary Alderman Peggy White, who was 
the Chairman when I went to Leeds in 1971.  She is a staunch Conservative 
and though I always maintained political neutrality in my  work she knew of 
my Labour Party connections.  We respected each others dedication to the 
welfare of the people of Leeds and we both had influence in the Regional 
services for deprived and delinquent youngsters.  Peggy served for over 
30 years on the Council and now is the County Chairman of S.S.A.F.A. 
(Soldiers, Sailors, Airmen and Families Association). She is a true example of 
a sublimated life for she did nor have children, and her husband, who was 
the political agent for Keith Joseph, died at a young age. 

I was very impressed by the looks of well being of those present and 
reflected that good Local Government pensions meant they were comfortable 
in retirement. Somehow I had no desire for long conversations and just 
greeted those who recognised me.  Derek James, the previous Director, and I 
are friends anyway and will hopefully meet for lunch during the summer. As 
I was leaving a smart young lady in a red suit came running after me. “You 
won’t remember me”, she said, but I always admired you and you helped me 
when I was just a junior in the Personnel Section, and I aimed to be like Mrs. 
Wheable in dress and manner.”  How gratifying to know she is now in charge 
of the Personnel Department.  We don’t always realise the good effects we 
have on younger people I didn’t let her see that I had to seek out the lift as 
she tripped down the stairs and I smiled as I recalled the great care I had taken 
in the morning to select the outfit I was wearing.  We really do not alter, just 
grow older.
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I caught the train easily, using the passenger lifts to reach the correct 
platform. Back in Huddersfield I was bumpily carried home on the 237 ‘bus, 
which stops at my door. I felt really tired and went to bed early.  I had two late 
calls from Caroline and Helen but I won’t write of them now.  Just keep this 
account of my Leeds day.

(March 31st, 2004) 

Mary Stott and The Guardian Women’s Page

Mary Stott was an older colleague of my brother, Will Nally 
when, in the 1930s, he commenced his journalistic career at the 
Co-operative Press in Manchester.  She helped and advised him 
and he became friends with Mary and her husband. Will later 
became a War Correspondent in Europe with the Daily Herald and 
Reynolds News. In 1945 he became a Labour MP in the 1945 
Atlee Government. Sadly he died at the early age of 50yrs and 
true to her caring nature, Mary wrote a much appreciated letter of 
condolence to his family.

As a lone mother, after the war, endeavouring to establish my 
own career, I admired and followed Mary’s writings. In the early 
days of the Guardian Women’s Pages Mary was kind enough 
to address a conference I organised to promote training courses 
and equal pay for Local Government Home Helps and care 
workers. Mary enthused the large audience in understanding 
the contribution that ordinary women could make to the lives of 
young mothers and their families, the elderly and disabled, the 
mentally handicapped (the term learning difficulties) was not 
yet used.. I was then working in the Salford Health Department 
where we established family centres, well staffed District Nursing 
and Health Visitor services. Health Screening Clinics were opened 
and the first Anti-Smoking Clinic.
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I was editing the Journal of the Institute of Home Help Organisers 
in the 1960s and was a faithful and avid reader of the Women’s 
Pages. The articles and letters had a positive influence on my own 
writing and thinking. I had progressed to a Principal Officers 
position in the Leeds Social Services in the 70s and when the 
Women’s Pages advocated Pre-School Play Groups I managed 
to secure funding to appoint a Play Group Organiser and give 
financial support to the splendid voluntary workers establishing 
groups throughout the city. We even formed a group on a gypsy 
encampment and in less than two years had over one hundred 
play groups. My responsibilities included support and supervision 
of all residential homes and my special interests were always 
children, and delinquent and deprived adolescents. I introduced 
many colleagues to the Women’s Pages and held discussion 
groups often using Guardian articles to stimulate ideas.

Now I am an old lady. No longer attending conferences in 
London, but visiting family and art galleries.  I was thrilled to 
find the original painting of the Women’s Page contributors in the 
National Portrait Gallery. They all mattered to me and I admired 
their honesty, dedication and skills. I have read Guardian Women 
for 50 years and hope to do so for a few years yet. The editors have 
all been brave campaigners and there are still feminist issues to 
pursue. 

Thank you for the Special Issue which I shall treasure. Whether 
invited to the party, or not, I shall certainly raise a glass on the 
occasion of the 50th Birthday.

Winifred Wheable-Archer (Mrs)
(July 2007)

(This letter relates to the celebration of the 50th anniversary of the Guardian’s Women’s 
Page and the centenary of Mary Stott, who was its editor from 1957 to 1972) 
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Denby Dale Labour Party

Denby Dale Labour Party is of particular historical interest for it has seen a 
number of boundary changes. 

Local Government reorganisation of 1938 created the Denby Dale Urban 
District Council, divided into the four wards of Clayton West, Denby Dale 
and Cumberworth, Emley and Skelmanthorpe.  The major authority was the 
West Riding County Council.

In 1974, the Urban District was absorbed into the newly created Kirklees 
Metropolitan Council.  The political composition of the U.D.C is of interest. 
In 1950 there were 8 Independents and 12 Labour Party members.  In 1969 
there was 1 Liberal member. In 1970, when I was elected, there were 4 
Independents, 12 Labour and 4 Liberals. In the last U.D.C. election in 1972 
there were 2 Independents, 16 Labour and 2 Liberal members.

In March 1964, I moved with my husband Jim Wheable, to Upper Denby, 
where we had bought the delicensed public house, “New Inn Tavern” – 
changed to “Old Tavern”. In 1919, with my twin sister Alice, I was christened 
in the Socialist Sunday School in the mining/railway village of Netherfield, 
Nottinghamshire.  We joined the Labour Party at age 16 years and became 
active members of the Moston (Manchester) League of Youth.  My adult 
career took me to Notts. County Council, City of Salford, County Borough 
of Bolton, City of Manchester and City of Leeds. Through the years I held 
a Labour Party membership card, but was not active as Principal Local 
Government Officers did not engage in politics in the area where they lived 
and worked. Our move to Upper Denby freed me from this constraint as my 
home was in the West Riding and my work in Manchester and later, until 
my retirement, in Leeds.

The Colne Valley’s much loved and respected M.P., W. Glenvill Hall, had 
died in 1962 at the age of 75 years, and Pat Duffy was adopted to fight the 
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ensuing bye-election in 1963.  He won the seat and just eighteen months 
later he was again elected, but in the General Election of 1966 he lost the 
seat to Richard Wainwright, Liberal. He later became the member for 
Sheffield-Attercliffe. David Clark, who had previously stood in Withington, 
Manchester, became the candidate. David won in 1968 and again in 1970 
and was a popular MP and moved into the constituency where he remained 
after losing the seat to Richard Wainwright in 1974. He accepted nomination 
for the South Shields safe Labour seat and thereafter had a distinguished 
parliamentary career. Richard Wainwright held the seat for the Liberals until 
his retirement in 1987. Peter Hildrew had fought for Labour in 1979 but 
again Richard Wainwright retained the seat for the Liberals 

So it was that soon after moving to Upper Denby, I attended a public 
meeting in Denby C. of E. Primary School to hear Pat Duffy address a 
sparsely attended meeting. I knew none of those present, I asked questions 
and on leaving gave £5 to the collection.  I had not been home very long 
when two young men arrived asking me to join the Denby Dale Party.  
Paul Kneasey and Brian Trundle, were the local officers of a very small 
group. I agreed to attend the next meeting where I met County Councillor, 
Jim Lawton, a lecturer at Huddersfield Polytechnic and his wife Marjorie 
who lived in Cumberworth.  We became very close friends, politically and 
socially and it was a great sadness when Marjorie, who had been a progressive 
headmistress of Birdsedge School died of cancer. Jim carried on as a member 
of  West Riding County Council until local government reorganisation, 
and served on the Urban District Council being the last chairman before 
“Successor Parish Councils” were established in 1974.  He resigned from 
local politics in 1975, having given 25 years of service to the County Council 
and two periods of membership of the U.D.C. 1963 - 1966 and 1970 -1974.  
Together with Alderman Jessie Smith, Chairman of Education Committee, 
they established Bretton Hall College and created one of the most admired 
Education Authorities in the country led by Alec Clegg, Director. 

With great encouragement from the now 60 members of the Denby 
and Cumberworth Ward, Molly Dixon and I contested the 1967 Urban 
District Election.  John and Molly were active during the whole of their 
Denby Dale residence.  John was a lecturer at Bretton College and Molly 
was indefatigable in her efforts to establish a nursery school in the village.  
There were mutterings even in the party (they will never vote for women, 
or two comers in).  However Molly only lost by 36 votes but declined 
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nomination in 1970. She was then very busy as secretary of The Socialist 
Educational Association, there had only been one women member of the 
U.D.C. from 1958 -61.  

I stood again in 1970 and in those days polling took place on Saturdays 
and Denby and Cumberworth ward elected two councillors.  The party felt 
that if Jim Lawton stood with me I would probably be elected, and indeed 
we were both successful.  I was also helped by my twin sister, a prominent  
Manchester magistrate and Labour party activist - and so it appeared Win 
Wheable canvassed energetically round all the villages. There was much 
amazement when she turned up at the count as it was not known that I had 
an identical twin.

Denby and Cumberworth Party members were the most active of the 
four branches and worked hard to elect their candidates.  Skelmanthorpe 
was traditionally a Labour Ward. On losing the Parliamentary seat in 1974, 
David Clark, with a post at Huddersfield University, remained in the district 
until moving to South Shields and was active as a member. He wrote a 
splendid book about the famous Victor Grayson who won the seat in 
1907, and became a nationally renowned speaker and writer.  Grayson’s 
disappearance in 1920, after serving with the New Zealand forces during 
the war remains a mystery. David won in South Shields and thereafter had a 
successful Parliamentary career and is still a member of the House of Lords

During every election, County, U.D.C. Parliamentary, Kirklees, Parish 
Councils, change of constituencies, members of Denby and Cumberworth 
remained enthusiastic supports of the Labour Party.  The U.D.C. had become 
part of the Colne Valley constituency in 1955 and the Kirkburton U.D.C. 
became part of Huddersfield East Constituency. Boundary changes are 
always difficult and often destroy close political friendship as members have 
to transfer to new groupings.

Although extremely busy in my professional life I worked in all the 
elections, canvassing and driving voters to the polling stations.  When election 
posters appeared in the windows of “Old Tavern” in the 1960s elections 
villagers in Upper Denby expressed the view “You wouldn’t think people 
living in that big house would vote Labour.”  Nevertheless, as a candidate I 
had a large personal vote in Denby as Jim and I had formed a Youth Club, 
meeting in our home and I was a Governor of the Denby Primary School.

In addition, Marjorie Lawton had insisted we both join the Denby Dale 
Women’s Institute, formed after the 1964 Denby Dale Pie, in order to meet 
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women voters.  Jim Lawton and I submitted articles to the local weekly 
District Chronicle and the Labour Party always got press coverage and 
photographs of meetings and events. Officers of the Ward all gave devoted 
service as Chairmen, Secretaries and Treasurers.  Attendances at meetings 
were generally healthy and other names to remember include, Norman 
Stephenson, Hector Buckley, a local farmer, rare as a member of the Labour 
Party. Miss M. Gorman, Bernard Pearson, Norman Glover, Clarence Sanger.  
Pat McIntosh and her husband joined in 1973, David was a trainee British 
Rail Manager, and they moved to Chester in 1976 and joined the Party 
there.  Pat returned to Yorkshire in 1980 and we have remained friends ever 
since.  In 1976, Stephen Pring, a teacher at Penistone Grammar School came 
to live in Upper Denby and became a very active member and secretary 
until they moved to Penistone in 1980.

We moved monthly meetings to The Pie Hall in 1977, and Richard 
Brook took over the secretary’s post and with Lesley, his wife, continues to 
give consistent and active service to the party.  Richard, a language teacher 
in Holmfirth, took early retirement and then ran a successful wine business 
in the Denby Dale Mill Shop.

In 1968, I was the Colne Valley delegate to the Labour Party Conference in 
Blackpool and again in Brighton in 1993.  At a special meeting in November 
1978, at “Old Tavern”, Tom Megahy was nominated as candidate for the 
European elections and was successful in the 1979 election.  Tom had been 
first leader of Kirklees Council, a lifetime socialist, and university lecturer.  
His wife Jean remembered my late brother, Will Nally in her early League of 
Youth days, and when he became an M.P. in 1945.  Tom Megahy was a much 
respected M.E.P. always working on behalf of his Yorkshire constituency. 

He kept the local Labour Party branches informed of the work of the 
Socialist Groupings, and was always ready to attend our meetings. He died 
in 2008, at his Mirfield home after a long period of illness and with Colin 
and Doreen Watson I attended his funeral.  Hector Buckley, a long time 
supporter of the Party, served as Chairman in 1979, and became a member 
of the National Advisory Agricultural Committee, and was concerned at 
a European level.  Hector and Ciss hosted a ploughman’s lunch at their 
farmhouse which became an annual event until the late 90’s.

Monthly meetings were held in member’s homes until 1970 when, for a 
charge of £1.50p a room was booked at the ‘Prospect’ public house. Political 
education was a feature of every meeting and social events included coffee 
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mornings and evenings, pea and pie suppers, Halloween Parties, fashion 
shows, Bonfire night parties and Easter Bonnet Parades, always supported by 
parents and children. Spring Fairs and Bazaars were joint efforts of the five 
Labour Party Branches of the Denby Dale Urban District. Although their 
names do not appear in minutes as attending meetings women members 
made great contributions in making cakes for the stalls and in knitting and 
crocheting garments, pillow cases and soft toys.

In 1968 a Youth Section was formed and Brendan Loughnane, Youth 
Officer, reported a membership of eighteen at the first meeting in the Kitchen 
Royd Reading Room at a cost of 5/- per night. Colin and Doreen Watson 
became active in the same year. Colin, a miner was elected to the Urban 
District Council in 1971 and thus commenced a political career serving the 
Parish Council and Kirklees Council, becoming Mayor of Kirklees in 1990. 
With Doreen as Mayoress they completed one of the most successful years 
of Kirklees Mayoralty. Colin resigned public office in 2007, still maintaining 
active membership of the Party. He won all his election campaigns unlike 
myself who vowed to contest the UDC until elected. The Watson’s remain 
close friends and Colin was a support to me during my chairmanship of the 
Social Service Committee. With Bill Gregory, Skelmanthorpe, we had three 
Kirklees Councillors elected with the highest percentage polls in Kirklees. 
Bill and his wife Enid also served as Mayor and Mayoress with considerable 
distinction in 1976.

The Ward gave active support to the Colne Valley Constituency 
Management Committee and the agent, Arthur Belcher frequently attended 
the monthly meetings. A Denby Dale Study Group, open to anyone 
interested, was established in 1967 organised by John Dixon and meetings 
in the Denby Dale School were well attended When John and Molly Dixon 
moved to London in 1976 Bill and Linda Sugrue bought their house. 
Already members of the Emley Branch they were highly regarded for their 
contribution to the Party. Bill, like John, was a lecturer at Bretton, as too 
was Phillip Priest. He and his wife Barbara had been active in the Reading 
Party. Bill Sugrue served as Chairman of the Constituency Party for a term 
and Linda became very active as Women’s Officer. Her sudden death in 
2001 was deeply mourned and a moving ceremony of a tree planting was 
held at Bretton where she had become a lecturer, attended by her students, 
colleagues and Labour Party members. 

Harold and Nellie Auckland, Sunny Bank, Denby Dale were active 
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members until Harold’s death in 1977. Both had worked in local mills, 
they had adopted a son, and Harold had seen war service which had left 
him with a slight nervous impairment. He told how he was paid lower 
wages, by Kenyon’s because he had a War pension for this disability. He 
was the Commandant of the St. John’s Ambulance Brigade, a member of 
the Philatelic Society and a keen gardener. In their old age they felt more 
financially secure with State Pensions than ever they had been on piece-
work or short time in the mill. They told of how they had scrimped and 
saved to buy their cottage for £300. Harold stood as a UDC candidate in 
1969.

Unlike the other Urban District Councils Labour was in control in 
Denby Dale and in the last year of 1972, prior to reorganisation, held 16 
of the 20 seats. Regular Labour Group meetings were held and the minute 
book survives as a fascinating record. The Council’s powers were reduced 
as a successor Parish Council. but the Party continued to have pride in the 
inheritance from the UDC. There were Council houses in each settlement 
with a number of old persons’ bungalows and there was playground provision 
for children  Members of the Parish maintained vigilance in examining 
planning applications and assisted voluntary organisations throughout the 
district . In 1981 I served as Chairman of the Parish Council visiting all the 
schools during the year; I was elected to Kirklees in 1982, a year of boundary 
changes when the whole Council had to be elected. I had fewer votes than 
my colleagues Bill Gregory and Colin Watson, so had to stand again in 1983. 
I defeated my mill owner opponent, John Hinchcliffe, with a majority of 
105. Labour retained power with 37 seats in a total of 72 members

The Labour controlled Metropolitan County Council had a short life, 
established in 1977 and being disbanded during the Thatcher Government. 
I was selected to stand as the candidate in 1977 for the combined Denby 
Dale and Kirkburton Ward. Unfortunately my husband Jim Wheable, was 
unexpectedly seriously ill and hospitalised at the time of the campaign and 
Stephen Kaye won for the Conservatives. Malcolm Lee, well known in 
Kirkburton as a Methodist was the Liberal candidate. It was generally agreed 
that Labour would have won in a straight fight but I also knew that there 
was very poor effort from the Kirkburton Branch of the Party.  

 The separate Labour Party branches of Skelmanthorpe, Clayton West 
and Emley became part of Denby and Cumberworth as life changed and 
attendance at ward meetings dwindled. Denby Dale Labour Party still has 



Pillar of the Community

105

a healthy membership.  Through boundary changes and Parliamentary 
representation by David Hinchliffe, and Mary Creagh, Denby Dale members 
have been active in promoting the Party.  Now in 2009 Shahid Malik M.P. is 
being helped to meet Denby Dale residents as we move to the next election 
and rejoin the Dewsbury constituency.  

In February 1987 I withdrew from candidature for the next Kirklees 
elections for personal reasons. I was already 68 years of age and, together 
with my twin sister, Alice Lister, had responsibility for the care of our mother 
in Manchester and had other family concerns. Mother died in the following 
year, aged 93yrs, after a life time of activity in the Labour and Co-operative  
Movement and as one of the early founders of the Birth Control (Family 
Planning Association) I continued with voluntary service with Sanctuary 
Housing Association at Regional and National level and with the Carer’s 
Movement in Yorkshire. My attendance at my local Party remains unbroken 
through the years.

These notes are not in strict chronological order but constitute my own 
recollections. I regard membership of the Party and election to Councils as 
a pleasure and privilege. I also value the fact that I was able to have a career 
in Local Government.

(2009)
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Win in the Local Press

 Huddersfield District Chronicle May 14th 1982

Huddersfield District Chronicle May 20th 1983

Huddersfield District Chronicle Dec 12th 1977
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Six are chosen:  H. D. C. March 31st 1983

 H. D. Newspapers February 6thth 1987

H. D. Examiner March 15th 1985Huddersfield District Chronicle May 13th 1983
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Visitors

Old Tavern having been a successful and welcoming inn, New Inn Tavern, 
when it first opened in 1820 to give succour to the Irish labourers who 
were in the district constructing roads and reservoirs and railways, it was only 
fitting that through the years visitors were welcome to our home. Jim and 
I agreed to offer accommodation to mature students from Bretton College 
Music and Drama courses as they had difficulty finding comfortable lodgings. 
One was a previous member of the Scottish Symphony BBC Orchestra who 
later became Tutor in music at my son-in-law’s Banbury College. Jim actually 
bought a second hand piano for him. And he was very happy in the large bed-
sitting room which had originally been created to offer to my elderly mother. 
We always invited him to share weekend meals and he was much envied by 
other less suitably housed students.  

A younger man asked me to wake him up each morning before we set 
of to work but he was gently told he was now grown up and must start to 
behave responsibly. The advice was somewhat sternly repeated when during 
one weekend he brought a young lady to share his room and bed together 
with a large supply of alcohol.
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We also had parents of students visiting their children at the college and they 
were always pleased to discover the delights of the area and were impressed by 
the dedication of the tutors at Bretton. Some of these were our Labour Party 
friends whose careers had brought them to West Yorkshire. Joyce, a close friend 
of mine from Oxford, took a teacher training course at Bretton and shared our 
home during her long period of study. She is still my friend in old age and she 
looks back with pride on her successful career as an English teacher.

Bretton started to build suitable accommodation for students and several 
actors and musicians joined in the losing campaign to retain the College 
which was sold by the University of Leeds in 2007. The renowned Sculpture 
Park now occupies much of the land at Bretton and I recall the sterling efforts 
of West Riding County Council members to secure the Bretton Estate to 
establish the college and provide a country park for the people. 

Jim died in 1982 and staying guests were restricted to friends and relatives, 
my mother and twin sister always being especially welcome.  In 1998 a friend 
struggling to keep her Gunthwaite home, after a sad divorce asked for my help. 
She had decided to take in paying guests to secure an income.

If she could provide accommodation for a group of engineering students 
from Cambridge, working at local steel works, this would solve her monetary 
problems for some time. Unfortunately she had not room for all of them so I 
agreed two of the party could stay with me for their two to three week course. 
A very happy decision for me as I was to meet interesting young men on the 
threshold of their careers.  The pay from Cambridge was only supposed to 
provide for bed and breakfast but I realised that after a day in a factory, in a 
cold January, they would just wish to come home so we had evening meals 
together and I enjoyed their conversations and company.  One young man 
asked where he could go to practice on his drums and was delighted when I 
said he was welcome to play in the comfortable cellar as the thick stone walls 
prevented any noise problems. I rather looked forward to the yearly request 
from Cambridge and it was evident that because of the name of my house it 
was not realised that ‘Old Tavern’ was a private home and not a commercial 
guest house. The year of the fall of the Berlin Wall, December 1989, there 
was a West German student staying and tears rolled down his cheeks as we 
all watched the television accounts of the jubilation of citizens meeting each 
other after long separations. We shared a bottle of wine and drank to a happier 
Europe.

I was rather discomforted when I discovered one charming young engineer 
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had undergone a religious conversion and took evening walks down the lane 
with arms out stretched calling loudly to the Almighty. I declined his invitation 
that I should share his faith and told a concerned neighbour he was merely 
practising his part in a play. My last students came in January 1992, the year I 
was to remarry, Mike and Simon were the first welcome guests and Mike kept 
in touch and visited for a weekend in 1989. We resumed contact twenty years 
later in 2009.  

(2009)

Denby Dale Youth Club

As the photographs and press clippings below testify, Old Tavern was also 
home to Denby Dale Youth Club during 1977, until other premises in the 
village were made available. And, as the following letter to the Parish Council 
(2007) indicates, Win long continued to promote the interests of youth and 
their positive contribution to the local community.

Huddersfield District Chronicle February 18th 1977

Huddersfield Daily Examiner 
April 22nd 1977
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Huddersfield District Chronicle May 6th 1977

Upper Denby Youth Club BBQ in Recreation Field Huddersfield District Chronicle 1978
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Response to the Draft Parish Plan 2007

January 10th 2007
Mrs G. Wood
Clerk, Denby Dale Parish Council.

Dear Mrs Wood
I am responding to the Draft Parish Plan.  I think the little history 

should show previous Local Government Councils prior to the 1972 Act.

I am surprised that no mention is made of the existing organisations 
that flourish in our District. Clubs, Associations, Women’s Institutes. 
Sports Clubs, Churches, Chapels, etc. The results of public participation are 
very narrow and I wonder how many respondents there were.

I totally reject the comments about poor youth behaviour, particularly 
in my village of Upper Denby. I have lived on the main road for some 43 
years and have always been proud of the young people and their caring 
families. In the 1970s the local Youth Club met in my home prior to 
obtaining use of the school and behaviour was excellent.  Unfortunately 
attempts to revive the Club failed when adult volunteers did not come 
forward to offer their services. Please delete these unwarranted statements 
from the final report and substitute positive appreciation of the vast 
majority of our  young people. Both school children and young adults 
are generally a real credit to the community. Having been a member 
of the Denby Dale Urban District Council, Denby Dale Parish Council, 
Kirklees Council, and served as a School Governor in addition to holding 
professional qualifications in Social Services, I am well aware of the 
pressures of modern life on families. I was pleased that facilities for young 
people were asked for in all the villages.

I wish to pay tribute to the members and officers of the Parish Council 
who give service to the Community in so many ways, The Parish Annual 
Report confirms the value of the Parish Council to all the residents.

Yours sincerely

Winifred Wheable-Archer 
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The Denby Dale and District Probus Club

The founders of this club for retired business and professional peoples in 1991 
had decided that, unlike all other Probus groups, they would invite women 
members. Accordingly I was invited by Bill Kenyon to join and was delighted 
to do so. The club met in a local pub every first Wednesday morning of the 
month. After we were married, John Archer attended meetings with me. John 
had never heard of Probus Clubs, though he was a member of various political 
organisations. He was a speaker at some of the meetings and both of us enjoyed 
the annual holidays. In 1996 I became the first woman Chairman. We are 
celebrating our 19th year and still enjoying outings and holidays together. I 
continue my attendance, always with pleasure and, during periods of ill health, 
have been supported by the attention of caring friends.

John Archer’s poem celebrating Win’s election as Chairman of the Club, on 5th 
February 1997:

At last the women’s war is won:
The struggle of the wives is done:
With many a smile and ne’er a frown,
The final barrier is down.

The officers who, making merry,
Plan summer trips and drink their sherry, 
Will meet in Upper Denby’s Inn,
And I shall take their coffee in. 

In Probus long have been arrayed
These men who years and skills displayed;
But now a lady holds the chair,
And I am proud to see her there!
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Snippets of Local History

Old Love Story

A loose stone fell out of the rough wall of the cellar as I was applying 
whitewash.  The walls had not been cleaned in the last two decades and the 
work was hard but I was determined to use the cellar for storing our small 
stock of wines.  Old people in the village told me that when the house was 
the local public house the beers had a splendid reputation as they kept well 
in the ancient barrel cellar.  Large hooks in the ceiling were used for hanging 
hams and game.  Under the stone floor was the well which provided sweet 
water for the house.  

Pushing the stone back into the aperture I pulled out an old yellowed 
linen roll, which had clearly been hidden there long years ago.  I carried the 
roll upstairs and carefully opened the old linen to reveal the letters of Edith 
Dickinson of High Flatts.  My eyes filled with tears as I read the dozen letters, 
which conveyed the love, passion, fear and guilt, hope and despair of this young 
18-year-old simple Quaker girl.  I have yet to research the burial records of 
the Quaker Meeting House but Edith may well have been disowned by the 
Friends and wandered away from the settlement of her birth.  The letters 
couched in simple English use the ‘these and thous’ of a Quaker upbringing.  
Certain it is that her love turned to hate when her lover, Thomas Shaunessy, 
abandoned her and the child she carried.

The deeds and records I have of my 18th century home reveal that the 
landlady, Elizabeth Turton, a widow, bequeathed the property to him in 1834.  
Thomas was one of the Irish navvies flooding the district to build the reservoir, 
the railways and the turnpike roads.  He was fortunate to secure lodgings with 
Mrs. Turton at the ‘New Inn’ and he seems to have been a foreman or overseer.  
Why he kept the letters one cannot tell, perhaps just sentiment or regret, for 
he had promised to marry the sturdy widow and share her comfortable life 
and fortune.

The early letters speak of Edith’s pleasure and delight at being noticed and 
admired by the tall, dark-haired Irishman.  She writes of her Quaker convictions 
and of her respectable parents and her hopes that he will be brought to her 
faith.  They are careful about their meetings and walks in the local woods.  Her 
tenderness towards him and admiration for his hard working life are spelled 
out in declarations of love and desire to be his helpmeet.  He must have 
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proposed marriage to her for she writes of the plans she has to introduce him 
to her family.  The letter that acknowledges her final yielding to his seduction 
promises faithfulness forever.  She is fearful and guilty of the ‘sin of fornication’ 
but she thinks this can remain their secret and she has joy in their love making 
in the cool bluebell woods and she wishes only to please him.  Thomas missed 
several meetings and she hopes she has not offended him and pleads that he 
get in touch.  The letter in which Edith realises she is pregnant is poignant 
with fear and insecurity.  An old servant in her father’s house has been her 
confidant and cared for her during the retchings of morning sickness.  She 
begs Thomas to arrange a marriage quickly so she can tell her parents, who, 
she is sure, will forgive her immorality if she is soon to be wed.

Somehow she discovers Thomas’s double-dealing and she writes of her 
horror in knowing he intends to marry Mrs. Turton.  She begs and pleads with 
him not to desert the coming child.  The last letter of all is love turned to hate 
with the realisation of his treachery and denial that he is the father of her child.  
She does not know what she will do but she is fierce in her determination to 
bear and care for her baby.  Perhaps she will leave the district and find help in 
some workhouse far away.  The letter ends with her wish to curse him forever 
and she predicts his long and unhappy life hereafter.  I shall explore the annals 
of this Pennine village and hope to find that Edith and her child were blessed 
with good fortune.

(1998, fictionalised account)
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Ratten Row

Now known as Bank Lane the cottages were previously Ratten Row and 
the next row as Richmond Terrace.  They date back to the 1850s.  They were 
owned by a Willy Priest of Barnsley.  In the early 1900s he handed them 
over to Joe Willy Heath who was the local builder and joiner and he was 
maintaining the properties.  Because the low rents being paid did not cover 
the cost of maintenance Priest handed them over to Heath.  

John Gaunt, born 1919, still lives in No. 5, Bank Lane and says this house 
has always been occupied by the Gaunt family. He bought the house from 
Joe Willy Heath for £290 after first being a tenant. He married in 1945 after 
wartime service and his two sons were born there.  His first wife died at the 
age of 31 years whilst the boys were small and John remarried. Marion lived 
to a good age but sadly suffered from Alzheimer’s and was cared for by her 
husband. All the cottages used the toilets round the back of the row.  The 
houses did not have back doors so it was quite a trek for the tenants who 
regarded that area as common land with shared toilets..

The lean-to kitchens at the rear of the houses just had a cold tap and were 
only 6ft wide and very narrow.  John Gaunt later bought 12 yards by 8 yards 
from the farmer Cyril Crossland whose field reached the back of the cottages.  
He paid £180 and later extended the kitchen and provided a back door. He 
believed he had also bought the coal shed he used. Gordon Sykes, living at 
No 1 was granted a yard of land to help his access to the house. This did not 
include the strip of land containing the toilets or coal sheds.

Martha Rowden was the tenant at No.3 and her home remained unaltered 
till she was moved to an old people’s bungalow.  Mr and Mrs Flint then lived 
in the house until it was bought by James Wheable, owner of Old Tavern, 
previously the New Inn, originally intended as a home for his wife’s mother 
who lived in Manchester.  She changed her mind and the Wheables then let 
the cottage as furnished and James Wheable co-operated with Oliver Wood, 
No.1, to provide modern kitchens and bathrooms across both properties. Joe 
Willy Heath had gradually sold the houses, one by one.  Oliver Wood died 
in 1979 and his widow moved and sold the house to James Wheable who 
continued to rent both cottages, mostly to students at Bretton College.

In 1980 James Wheable paid John Gaunt and Alan Jackson at No. 7, the sum 
of £600 each for the purchase of the coal sheds and toilets they owned. Use of 
the toilets had long since ceased but the coalsheds  were still used for storage, 
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John Gaunt was storing his scooter in his coalshed so both he and Alan Jackson 
received £200 at first for the toilets and at a later date £400 for the coal sheds. 
The coal sheds had never been allocated to the tenants.  Owning Nos 1 and 3. 
James Wheable then was able to demolish .the toilets and block of coal sheds  
and bring that piece of land into the curtilage of Old Tavern  Unfortunately 
he did not apply for the alteration to the deeds Probably because he was 
planning to build a small workshop in the area and was waiting until he had 
secured planning permission and completed the project before contacting the 
Land Registry.  His widow, Winifred Wheable believed that all documentation 
was in order for her husband had died very suddenly The valuation obtained 
from Boultons, Estate Agent in 1979 did not include the area of the toilets and 
Oliver Wood, the vendor, did not consider he had any title to more than the 
one coal shed he used.  .

John Gaunt is the oldest and longest inhabitant of a house on the row.  
Christine Figg, 16, Bank Lane, lived in No 11 as a child with her mother 
and when she married Mr. Raybould they bought the house from Joe Willy 
Heath and they paid £250. Around 1964 Heath provided them with their 
own toilet.  Cyril Crossland sold small areas to all the houses as they became 
owner-occupied.  Christine married in 1966 to David Figg and they lived first 
at 3, Northgate and in 1970 bought 16, Bank Lane where they still live having 
had three children born in Denby.  Both of her daughters lived in Denby and 
each had children who attended Denby School as Christine did. 

Her mother lived in Denby till her death when Christine sold the house. 
There have been many moves over the years but remembered names include 
Sykes, Tinsley, Windle, Milnes, Dyson, Rowden, Nicholls, Flint, Wood, 
Raybould. John Gaunt and David and Christine Figg are the people with the 
longest residence in Bank Lane.

(2004) 
 

(By 2009 John Gaunt had died and there are now no members of the 
Gaunt family living in the village.)
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Old Tavern
138 Denby Lane
Upper Denby
Huddersfield
HD8 8UN
April 17th 2005

Letters to the Editor
Huddersfield District Chronicle

Dear Sir,

My kind friends and neighbours have expressed concern that my 
old Blacksmith’s anvil no longer stands outside my home.  I wish to 
reassure them that it has not been stolen. It has been a feature of 
my garden for forty years.  I have given it to the South Yorkshire 
Industrial History Society and it has been moved to Wortley Top 
Forge where the volunteers, who give their time to preserving our 
history, hope to encourage families and children to visit the historic 
buildings and displays.

Some years ago this village was sadly denuded of very many ancient 
items and I lost an old Victorian garden seat and chimneys.  Stone 
slabs, old horse troughs, sundials and ornaments were taken. Much 
distress was caused as irreplaceable family treasures disappeared.

Perhaps others may consider donating historical objects to the 
Society and I very much recommend visits to Wortley Top Forge.

Yours faithfully

Winifred Wheable-Archer (Mrs) 

The Blacksmith’s Anvil
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Reading aloud

“Please don’t read any more,” pleaded my sensitive 
husband. “Such stuff gets poetry a bad name.” 

So gladly, I put the poem and the name of the author 
quite out of my mind. We had just celebrated my 
birthday, it was a fine night, after rain, we walked 
down the lane, admired the crescent moon and held 
hands.
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Memoirs of the Mondays

Throughout the land there are small, unrecorded, groups of friends meeting 
in each others’ homes, enjoying a shared interest and relaxing in benign 
companionship. Needlework, chess, gardening, collecting, poetry, bridge. 
Largely ignored by sociologists and seeking no grants or financial assistance, 
writing no minutes nor keeping accounts, these precious meetings are balm, 
comfort and empathy to the members. They survive through long years 
and are protective of their size for they do not relish becoming a formal 
organisation though most will belong also to larger clubs and societies and 
political parties.

Thus “The Mondays”, a group of retired friends came together through 
attendance at Further Education “Creative Writing” classes in Holmfirth 
during 1996, 1997 and 1998.  We started meeting also in the summer of 
1998 during college vacations, taking turns at hosting the gatherings. There is 
real joy and privilege in being welcomed into the homes of others, to share, 
without competition or envy, in each others’ successes, troubles, aspirations 
and disappointments. In addition the appreciation of each others’ writings, 
mutual encouragement, and comments combine to inspire. The original 
members – Janet, Libby, Cristobel, Jean, Averil, Pat, Charles, Paul and me - 
mostly also attended Lindsay Townsend’s class on Tuesdays in 1999. Meetings 
then were permanently held at “Old Tavern” which benefited me enormously, 
as I became less enamoured of driving and there is ample parking space at my 
home, and it is so good to have visitors.

One of my self-appointed tasks is writing a diary, an account of life’s 
changing patterns through the past years. A celebration and affirmation of joys 
and sorrows and the courage and resilience of a proud band of ordinary people 
supporting each other through the highs and lows of Yorkshire days.

My husband John always joined us for the refreshments at the close of our 
two-hour meetings. He was usually writing his political papers in the study 
upstairs. The only one of the group widowed was the always elegantly dressed 
Cristobel. John helped her with advice for her Huddersfield University History 
course. We are really quite a middle class gathering retired from teaching, 
health and social services, administration and engineering and still engaged in 
voluntary good works.

(2000)
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Please Respect me

The living tree still stands
Of which I was a joyous part.
I bore with pride my soft green leaves
And sheltered the nests of sweet songbirds.

Spring, summer, autumn, winter of my passing seasons
Sun, rain, winds, snow in proper order through my years
Till the ordained time of the bough’s clean breaking
I fell content to the soft mould of old leaves
Thus have all things their purpose under heaven
And peace at last. 

But quiet was denied my skeleton frame whilst
Eager students pass me from hand to hand.

My form is deemed an animal, a witch, a twisted snake
Human imaginations deny my grateful, seemly end.
I am shamed, humiliated, harmed by lack of empathy.

Dead plants, dead loves, dead hopes, bequeath them gentleness
Leave them to lie in soft undisturbed remembrances

Return me now with ceremony to the kind forest floor
Living lichens and protecting moss shall be my benediction
My intended end of slow decay cherished under my mother tree.

(A poem based on an old unattractive bit of branch which the tutor of our 
writing group passed round for inspiration. I dislike bits of driftwood and dead 
dried flowers presented as forms of art.)

(April 1998)
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New Year’s Eve

“Resolutions?  You can never tell what the result will be of anything you 
resolve to do,” said my husband, as he poured out the mulled wine. “Don’t be 
in a hurry to make resolutions at our age! Did I never tell you about my old 
friend Charlie? Do sit down and have your drink.”

“Charlie’s first wife was ten years younger than he was, and he found that she 
never argued and left all the decisions to him. This wasn’t at all what he had 
expected, but he soon settled down. They were very happy, and when she 
suddenly died, he had formed the firm impression that a good husband is a 
bossy one.

“About five years later, he married again, this time to a lady a few years his 
elder. Her husband had gladly obeyed her every whim, but she understood 
men. It did not take Charlie long to find that his intention of repeating his 
first experience of marriage was quite unrealistic. This did not mean that 
the second marriage was a failure. By no means! But he soon found himself 
delightedly accepting his wife’s bidding in all matters large and small.

“Then, after about twenty happy years, the second wife decided to go out 
shopping one snowy day, slipped on some ice and was run over by a milk float, 
and died of her injuries. He spent a few wretched, lonely years and then, still 
in his early sixties, he discovered that there are many other men, and ladies too, 
in the same situation, and longing for a partner.

“One lady seemed to find him particularly attractive. She had had a long and 
successful business career, and seemed very able to manage his affairs as well 
as her own. This seemed to him to be quite in line with any resolution which 
he could have made in the light of his more recent experience of the blessed 
state.

“They married, but he soon had to conclude that she loved him for the 
qualities which he did not think he still had. She was tired of making her own 
decisions, and above all wanted a man to take them over. As far as I know, they 
have never had a wrong word, and are looking forward to many more years 
together.
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“So, if Charlie’s experience is anything to go by, nothing will ever turn out the 
way you expect. Let me fill your glass, dear.”

I held out my glass. The room was warm and comfortable, and we had just 
the company of one another. I did not say anything, because there is one 
resolution which every year I do renew. It is this.

If he is to be happy, I cannot completely open my heart to him. I must be 
what he wants and hopes me to be. I listen to his stories and I do not often 
disagree with him. Then he says, “How much happiness we owe to your sweet 
submissive nature!”

So I said, “Fill my glass again, please, darling.” Happy New Year to both of us. 
We dropped the subject of resolutions.

(1998) 

A Sonnet to Spring

In England, centuries ago
Of Spring, when every field was full of flowers.
So we today, red dawns and evenings gold.
To rose from snowdrop, hail the vernal hours.

A sour wind herds grey clouds across the sky.
The sun does not yet shine all through the day.
But daffodils and buttercups show why
The summer is already on the way

Autumn brings in her dark-eyed dawns. The day turns ghost.
We know another winter lies ahead.
While days of modest gladness cheer us most
To face the days when all the earth lies dead

Daisies and daffodils make up the Spring
Sufficient to itself a pleasant thing.
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Lucy 

On a clear happy summer day
The bright flowers smiled in the shining sun
And Lucy fell in love with Holly Cottage.

Strong September winds blew a welcome
Many new neighbours gave warm friendly greetings
Her glad heart sang in certainty of Denby comforts

Her surplus clothes generously packed for charity giving
With love for Lucy the silk sarong remembered  merry beaches
So laughingly floated from the cardboard box to new life.

Joyously swirling and turning on the morning breeze
Proudly displaying bold colours of red, green and gold
Away into the eager embrace of the trees strong branches.

A jolly waving flag for Lucy, a banner declaring her content
A lady now for all seasons of her Yorkshire life
The cottage kindly cherishing her through winter days.

All will be well.

(2004)
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One Grand Sweet Song

A story for children:  written after the death of Princess Diana.

Once upon a time a beautiful baby girl was born to a wealthy Earl and his 
pretty wife.  Sadly they had hoped for a boy because they already had two little 
girls.  So the beautiful baby did her best to smile and make everyone happy 
and when, after a few years, a little son arrived she looked after him.  Soon 
she was sent away to live at a boarding school and though she was not clever 
she liked poetry . The verse she would remember all her life was by Charles 
Kingsley (1819-1875):

Be good sweet maid and let who will be clever
Do noble things, not dream them all day long
And so make Life and Death, and that for ever
One grand sweet song.

So she spent her days trying to please everyone but in the holidays from 
school she learned that her pretty mummy was leaving the big house where 
they lived and going to live with another man who was a plain ‘Mr’ , neither 
a ‘Duke’ or ‘Earl’.  Her grandmother told her it was all for the best and she 
would meet nice and famous people by staying with her father.

The years went by and the little girl met other children who had Dukes and 
Duchesses for parents and there were Princes whose mother was the Queen 
of England.  The lovely girl was named Diana and she carried on being very 
good and as she left school and started  growing up she continued looking after 
very young children and babies during the day.  At nights she was sometimes 
invited to parties where she was much admired by all the young men.  A new 
Duchess was now living with her father and though neither she or her two 
sisters and brother liked the lady they all tried to be good and polite.
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Very soon her Grandmother and the Grandmother of the greatest Prince in 
all the land decided she should marry the Prince because he was getting old 
and if he didn’t become the father of babies soon their would be no direct heir 
to the throne of the kingdom.  Diana, the beautiful young woman, was used 
to doing as she was told but she also fell deeply in love with the Prince.  The 
whole world was pleased and the people rejoiced and she was made a Princess 
when they got married in great splendour.  Before very long the Princess gave 
birth to a lovely, healthy baby boy.  Two years later another son was born and 
everyone in the land and over the seas  celebrated and shared the happiness 
of the Royal family.  In all the towns and cities the couple visited the people 
flocked to see and touch the wonderful Princess.  Often they forgot about the 
Prince and he started to feel sad and neglected.  He was comforted by another 
lady he had known most of his life who told him he was still handsome and 
clever and she would always love him.

The Princess just went on visiting people who were sick and lonely and 
in trouble for she wanted to continue to be good to everyone.  She had to 
stop living with the sulky Prince as he no longer loved or cared for her so she 
felt very lonely.  Other people made friends with Princess Diana but many of 
them could not be trusted and they did not keep her secrets or be really kind 
to her.  She found that the doctors and nurses and people working all over the 
world to help the poor and those sick or injured in war were her real friends.  
Like her they just wanted to be good and to do good.

A very rich Egyptian merchant felt very sorry for the sad Princess and he 
took her on his boat to sail round beautiful coasts and islands.  She met the 
merchant’s handsome son and he, too, wanted to look after her and make 
her happy.  Together they went on holidays and soon fell deeply in love and 
planned to marry.  The Princess still wanted to travel to help poor sufferers in 
all the nations of the world and it was agreed that she should still do so.  Her 
two sons were growing up to be fine young men and they liked the wealthy 
merchant and his son and were pleased to see their mother’s happiness.  She 
told them that once she was married she hoped to have a baby girl as she 
longed for another child and they looked forward to having a little sister.
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The Egyptian merchant had bought a splendid mansion faraway from the 
Queen and the doleful Prince The house had once been the home of a now 
departed Prince and the woman he loved and so the merchant gave it to his 
son  as a wedding present. All the belongings of the previous owners were 
removed and the Princess would choose the furniture and enjoy bringing the 
house to life again, it would once more be a real love nest.  

The celebration of the marriage filled the hearts of all the people with 
joy and pleasure for they loved and admired the Princess Diana. Presents and 
flowers in their thousands arrived from all over the world.  Everyone who 
had seen and admired the Princess expressed great joy for they knew that the 
Egyptian family would love and cherish her as she deserved.  The Princess was 
delighted and joyful for now she was quite sure that being good was the true 
and best aim in life and so she lived happily ever after.

(1997)



132

We really do not alter, just grow older

My Co-op

My name is Mary Horsfall and I am now 20 years old, I like the way the 
year is always in tens for me as I was born in 1890 and now it is 1910.

I am very happy because on my birthday I became engaged to Harry 
Whiting who has a regular and well-paid job at the Co-op butcher’s in Birkby 
He works in a fine building, which also houses the Grocery and Drapery 
Departments and was opened in 1901.  My uncle, Mr. Kitson is the storekeeper 
and it was through visiting him that I first met Harry.  It then turned out that 
both our families were members of the same chapel.  My mother thinks it 
very important to have the same religion and beliefs as friends and young men 
who may become serious.  She really scared off a Roman Catholic boy I was 
friendly with at 17yrs.  Now I know she was right because Harry is much more 
handsome and we generally agree and have had very similar upbringings.

I want to write down my memories of the day we got engaged for it is 
important for all the people of Huddersfield for the town was celebrating 
the 50th anniversary of the Huddersfield Industrial Society Ltd.  We met on 
July 9th in Longley Hall Park on a beautiful summer day to help organise 
the children who walked in procession from the recreation ground in Queen 
Street South.  They walked through the town with the Huddersfield Military 
Band and the Outlane Band leading them.  There were decorated wagons 
showing the products made and sold by the Society.  There were exhibits from 
the grocery, tailoring, butchery, chemists, painting, furniture, boot and shoe 
and coal departments as well as flour and other trade exhibits.  Harry was very 
proud of the Butchery Waggon, which he had dressed with imitation grass and 
models of sheep, pigs and cows..  It was estimated that 3,000 children took 
part and I sat on the wagon carrying about 170 small children with the other 
helpers who had to see the children were handed over to parents once the 
park was reached.

In the park there was Maypole dancing, Punch and Judy stalls and gymnastic 
displays by the Lindley Church team.  The St. John’s Ambulance Brigade gave 
‘First Aid’ displays and the Co-operative Prize Choir sang to the crowds.  
Huge balloons were sent soaring into the sky with cheers from the children.  
Refreshments were provided in large marquees.  Members of the Women’s 
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Guild, of which my mother is an active member, helped with all the activities.  
The enjoyment spread over six hours and once the competitions for the 
children had been run and prizes given, the crowds started to go home.  The 
volunteers and officials met in the large marquee for a rest and refreshment.  
My uncle, Mr. Kitson, told us that the Bakery had made 3,600 buns and over 
250 gallons of coffee had been drunk.

Harry and I walked around the park enjoying the lovely evening sunset 
and under the branches of a large oak tree he proposed to me.  ‘Mary, I love 
you, and want us to marry’.  I just nodded because I couldn’t find any words 
as tears of happiness ran down my cheeks.  We kissed and arm in arm walked 
home to tell my parents who were delighted at the news.  We plan to marry 
in late September and will buy all our things at the Co-op.  My family live in 
a Co-op house in Beech Street, Paddock where three houses were built to be 
let to members.  We think we will be able to rent a cottage as the Society has 
tried to provide housing whenever there have been surplus profits.

As part of the Jubilee celebrations mugs are to be distributed to members 
carrying the legend Huddersfield Industrial Society Ltd, Jubilee 1860-1910 
and pictures of the old Central Store and the present building.  Also there is to 
be commemorative book presented to every member.  We shall treasure these 
gifts all our lives.  I am so proud that my great grandfather, Abraham Horsfall, 
who was one of the first pioneers of the Society.  He died in 1908 at 85 years 
of age content that he had seen his dream of co-operation established in 
Huddersfield.  He was proud that all his family were following in his footsteps 
in proclaiming the creed “From the cradle to the grave.” The Co-operative 
Movement will continue to care for all the members; Harry and I look forward 
to happy lives in the town of our birth.

(2003)
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Accentuate the Positive

Dear Henry,
I’ve cooked you a succulent steak.
The salad is fresh, which wine will you take?

I’m not hungry – that meat looks so hard –
I’ll go have a smoke in our miserable yard.

Dear Henry,
Let’s go to the theatre and see a good play.
You’ve not spoken kindly the whole of this day.

I’ve looked at the programme, I don’t like the cast
And it’s all too expensive, I’ve found in the past.

Dear Henry,
The evening is fine – what a wonderful sky.
We can go for a stroll. Just you and I.

There’s no point in walking down our muddy lane,
I’m feeling quite tired – I don’t want the strain.
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Dear Henry,
We’ll watch TV and both have  a drink.
There’s the news and a comedy programme, I think.

The licence really costs too much cash.
Night after night they just turn out trash.

Dear Henry,
We vowed to be happy the day we were wed.
Just cuddle me close – we’ll both go to bed.

No – all that old rubbish about married bliss.
It just lives me cold. I won’t even kiss.

Dear Henry,
Thank heaven you drank your afternoon tea.
The poison’s now working I note with pure glee.
This negative life is sheer torture for me,
But my positive action, at last, sets me free.

(1997) 
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Candidate

Eleanor Fawcett, age 31 years, medium height, mousy hair, unremarkable looks, average 
intelligence, minimum career achievements, but a very strong voice and insatiable 
ambition, drove her average Ford out of her dreary garage. She was on her way to a 
selection meeting of the Scanville Constituency Labour Party.

“I’d better think some more about my speech. Perhaps not a good idea to mention 
my famous surname and the feminist struggles in the party. It’s not as if I’m in any 
way related. In any case I can rely on Emma Mee to ask a question about the shortage 
of women M.P.s so I can just simper and say “May the best man – or woman – win”. 
That should get a laugh.

“Good thing that I had that little fling with George Goodall at the Bournemouth 
conference. Not that he was any joy in bed but he is the constituency agent and 
anxious I shouldn’t let slip to his wife that I know about the ugly birthmark below his 
left ribs. He has made sure the Trade Union delegates will vote for me and they have 
all read that my father was a steel worker – good working class origins - drunken sod 
that he was. I’ll tell them I’ve stuck with my job on The Voice because I believe in 
local democracy and loyalty to the place of my birth. The times I’ve tried to get away 
and on to a national broadsheet is my affair.

“These days they’re not supposed to ask personal questions but I expect some oaf 
will manage to express surprise that I’m not married and have no children so cannot 
appreciate problems of family life. I’ll say we can’t all be Cherie Blairs and that all my 
energies will go into helping my constituents. Wish I knew many real ‘Old Labour’ 
folks will be there. Anyway word has gone out that more women should be selected 
and that Head Office is keen that Scanville should select a woman.

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have worn this grey trouser suit – the red blouse sends out 
the right message but Estelle Morris and Tessa Jowell always show miles of leg when 
they’re on telly. I’ll bloody get a new car if I’m selected, this old thing is full of rattles. 
The leader of Scanville Council, Henry Hitchcock is favourite to win and as he is 
the nominee of the Co-op Party he will get financial support for the election fund. 
I’ll hint that we could make a great team together, me at Westminster and him in the 
Town Hall.

“I hate driving on this ghastly motorway – oh my god – that great lorry in front is 
shedding its load – that huge steel girder is coming right at me!”

(1999)

In spite of this rather bleak little story, Win has great respect for Labour women MP’s and 
considers Yorkshire is particularly fortunate in having a team of hardworking women members.
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Lord and Lady Chattersby: Their Noble Life and Times

January 2nd, 2000
Sherwood Hall, Lawrenceshire
Letter to friends from Constance and Percy.

Dear All,
We are mortified that we missed sending our usual Christmas letter detailing 

the 1999 noble life and times of our famous Chattersby family but are sure 
we can crave your indulgence as the last months of the century were not kind 
to us.

You will know that our most wretched and regretted Blair government 
had the gall to dispense with the brightest lights of the Hereditary peers in 
the House of Lords. Percy was thus banished from those leather red benches 
where on his ancestors had rested for glorious centuries. He had to submit his 
details just as if he was applying for a footman’s job. Such humiliation - and 
he had asked our staff and tenants to support him in an appeal - but they just 
send back a “round robin” with all their signatures.

An impudent missive it was – suggesting that it would be a good thing if 
Percy could stay at home and attend to the leaking roofs of the estate cottages 
and when would he and his fat Ladyship start paying the minimum wage to 
the workers? Such ingratitude, for if the Chattersby forbears had not agreed to 
uproot their beautiful forest to get at the rich coal seams below there would 
not have been the coal pits which supported families for miles around. Percy’s 
great grandfather was a benefactor to Lawrenceshire and it was incidental 
that we became one of the wealthiest land owning aristocratic families in the 
land.

So we decided on a quiet Christmas in Sherwood Hall with the usual 
splendid Boxing Day Hunt of the Snottingham Harriers. We expected to be 
served by our hitherto faithful retainers Harold, our butler, and Nellie, our 
cook and Harold’s wife.

I can hardly bear to tell you of the betrayals we suffered. Whilst out riding 
we discovered Miller, our gamekeeper, helping himself to dozens of pheasants 
and partridge, we saw them tied to his bicycle frame. We did not challenge him 
because I had been so very kind and friendly to him I often condescended 
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to talk to him in his game-keeper’s hut. Being Christmas we agreed to over 
look the matter but it was hurtful especially as we follow the example of 
the Dear Queen and distribute Christmas puddings to all the estate families. 
Following the Royal example we placed our order with Tesco this year instead 
of Harrods. Our own superior pudding was, of course, made by Nellie; we pay 
her to give us the best after all.

However, disasters do not come singly and when we returned to the Hall it 
was to find that the Pecks had decamped to spend Christmas with their own 
family and were not planning to return. Percy has always maintained that “the 
lower orders” will stab one in the back whenever they can. “Give them an 
inch – they’ll take a yard” has been the creed of the Chattersbys’ through the 
generations.

So we spent Christmas Day huddled together in bed with a jar of pâté de 
foie gras, cheese biscuits and a bottle of wine. How could we with our gentle 
upbringing be expected to know how to cook or manage the central heating 
system?

Furthermore, it has since transpired that Fanny, the barmaid at the Dog 
and Gun, who had received many favours from Percy, is leaving to marry the 
Head Gamekeeper at Thoresby. Miller, her brother, is to marry Anne who was 
likewise a barmaid at the “Dog”. So the working-classes desert one and bite 
the hand that feeds them.

We have pledged ourselves to the Country Alliance for 2000 and shall go 
to the death to save hunting. We shall become a Political Party and fight the 
“Red Menace” that has destroyed our Empire and threatens our whole way of 
life. A pity Sir James Goldsmith died – he had the right ideas.

So, do have a happy New Century yourselves and let’s get back to “the rich 
man in his castle, the poor man at his gate – he made them high and lowly and 
ordered their estate.”  Please join us in our crusade.

Yours,

Constance and Percy.
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Cleansing Fire

Lord And Lady Chattersby sat silently, close together, on the worn and ugly 
red leather settee.  The representative from English heritage had just left, 
after echoing the opinions of the National Trust architect.  Both had firmly 
expressed the view that Sherwood Hall was of no architectural merit and 
was typical of houses erected in the early 19th century as vulgar declarations 
of acquired wealth.  Neither organisation was interested in preserving the 
building or the estate.

The couple had decided to sell their home as one way of paying off debts.  
They could then consider going to live in South Africa.  People like Mark 
Thatcher and Earl Spencer were setting an example of living in the sun.  Since 
Percy had suffered the indignity of being removed from the House of Lords he 
had lost generous allowances and was no longer feted by business and public 
relations firms wishing to have ‘tea on the terrace’ or to use his title on their 
notepaper.  Also his long affair with Fanny, the bar maid from the “Dog and 
Gun”, was over and he was worried that her new husband might try a little 
gentle blackmail.  He could threaten to tell Constance and her formidable 
father and put essential financial support in jeopardy.

Constance had similar concerns, for her lover, the gamekeeper, Miller, had 
brought their passionate liaison to a close.  Now he was living with his new wife 
in the estate cottage he occupied.  All too humiliating but she still experienced 
thrills of delight as she remembered how they had gambled together, naked 
in the soft bluebell woods.  The danger was that Percy would discover that 
Miller had greater skills than just rearing pheasants and partridges.  Besides, 
their social positions were totally eroded as they could no longer afford to 
entertain and “fair weather friends” had deserted them.  Percy’s gambling debts 
and disastrous excursions in the stock markets were well known and he was 
unlikely to retain his Mastership of the Snottingham Hunt.  The rather ragged 
Countryside Alliance had scorned their offers to mount a right wing campaign 
as inheritors of the doctrines of the late Sir James Goldsmith

Miller had called a meeting of all the staff and tenants in the “Dog and 
Gun” and declared they must all prevent the sale of Sherwood Hall and the 
estate.  Prospective purchasers had to come through the village and past the 
cottages and they must be frightened away.  Some large global firm might 
wish to establish prestigious offices in the hall, or maybe, some group of hotel 
owners would fancy a Robin Hood Hotel and Leisure Centre.  They would 
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be especially interested in shooting rights and the tenancies were in danger.
Before many weeks had past all the Estate Agents in Lawrenceshire were 

declining the commission to market Sherwood Hall and Estate.  There were 
too many stories of cars being damaged or barriers of logs and steel hoops 
across the lanes.  Visitors to the “Dog and Gun” were told of the mad people 
up at the Hall and invariably diners in the pub bar had soup spilled in their 
laps.  Leering yokels told them,  “We don’t welcome comers-in in these 
parts”.  Returning to the carpark was something of a nightmare as dozens of 
large rats emerged from the hedgerow.  The stench of the obnoxious fertilizer 
used on the fields was enough to persuade most car drivers to put the village 
behind them at great speeds.  Most of them were then stopped by the village 
policeman and threatened with massive fines.

So the months went by and peace and quiet were restored.  Billy Bregg, who 
owned the knacker’s yard and had a county wide monopoly of disposing of 
exhausted hounds and elderly horses, had expressed the view that a good fire 
up at the Hall might help the Chattersbys to leave.  The wherewithal from an 
insurance claim should enable them to disappear to South Africa and leave the 
villagers to enjoy their own way of life.  The idea was not taken up and there 
was genuine shock on the night when flames were seen roaring through the 
windows of the kitchen wing.

The fire brigade broke no records for speedy response and the fire blazed for 
hours.  No lives were lost and the East wing remained standing but blackened 
with smoke.  Lady Chattersby thought her husband was the arsonist.  He 
thought it was Constance as she was not aware of the problems with the 
insurance.  Miller thought it was Billy Bregg.  Billy Bregg thought it was 
Miller.  Everyone kept their suspicions to themselves.  The fire service chief 
said it was an electrical fault.  The insurance company refused to pay up for, 
when the cover had been negotiated, there had been a clause that the Hall 
must be rewired and this had been neglected

Constance’s father, who had preserved his fortune from lace and hosiery 
manufacture, offered them a house in Mansfield.  He thought they would 
soon be able to move back into the East Wing and he was prepared to pay for 
some tidying up of the fire damage.  He had been much cheered by the news 
that, like the Prime Minister’s wife, his daughter was pregnant at 45 years of 
age. There were no other children in his family and soon there would be a 
baby boy to inherit the ancient name of the Chattersbys, even if he could not 
look forward to a seat in the Lords.
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January 23rd, 2001
Sherwood Hall, Lawrenceshire.
Letter to Friends.

Dear All,
Last year our letter to friends, instead of Christmas cards was well received, 

and we had an enthusiastic response to our decision to work with the 
Countryside Alliance. There are still staunch and valiant citizens of this once 
great nation determined that fox hunting will continue.

A disgrace to our ancestors that Parliament voted to ban the sport, the 
noblest sport and a great altruistic exercise and determination to help farmers 
and landowners rid their land of vermin. We must continue our pressure on 
the Lords even though my dear husband Percy, Lord Chattersby was robbed 
of his seat in 1999. I have to tell you that since that time we have grown 
closer as a couple. I had been rather foolish in cultivating a friendship with 
Miller, our previous gamekeeper and Percy had indulged in what he called 
“dalliance” with one of our local bar maids. Now we both know that only in 
our own class of gently reared aristocrats can we expect to find true harmony 
and sexual happiness. Percy has discovered, in our library, and old copy of Alex 
Comfort’s “Joy of Sex” and together with our friends Lord and Lady Fitzroger 
we are seriously studying and adopting the advice therein.  “Too good for the 
lower orders,” Percy maintains, although I know that the treacherous Miller 
was acquainted with the work – but I keep my own counsel.

We have been compassionate to a family from the Philippines and brought 
them here to replace our previous Butler and Cook, the Pecks, who, you will 
recall, left us in the lurch at Christmas and the Millennium last year.

We have kindly not enquired into their status as illegal immigrants or 
asylum seekers. We have let them have one of the estate cottages generously 
provided by Percy’s grandfather during the closing days of the 19th century 
and they are thrilled that we intend to install running water to the house and 
build on a laundry where the linen from the Hall can be washed. This will find 
occupation for the 16 year-old daughter. We can recommend this solution to 
your problems of domestic help but you need to go to London and rescue a 
family through the agency we know. They are so grateful and don’t bother one 
with demands for “minimum wages” and shorter working hours – and they 
really adore babies and children.
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Our contacts with the villagers are almost nil since the time of the fire that 
destroyed most of Sherwood Hall and so far live only in the remaining West 
Wing since the insurance people said our policies were invalid. Fortunately 
dear Daddy of mine gives us financial help for he has wisely invested the 
family fortune from coalmines and in textiles after a long life of providing 
work for local families who are not grateful.

I have left news of our son and heir till the last for, without him Daddy 
would not have been so generous. Percy and I know he was conceived on 
that night when, servantless, and with no heating we retired to bed on a 
cold Christmas night. Little Horace was born in September 2000, and was, 
of course, the main reason we chose to have our Filipino staff, so much good 
has been done all round. I shall see he mounts and rides as soon as possible 
and perhaps he will one day be the Master of the Snottingham Hounds, like 
his father was till he lost most of his money. Maria looks after him as we can’t 
bear to hear him cry and there is a lot of smelly mess even with children born 
into noble families.

We shall stay, very much, with people like ourselves this year as some of the 
groups we got entangled with during the petrol demonstrations and in the 
pro-hunting campaign were quite fearsome and common. I was interviewed 
by a woman who said she was a “creative writer” but her article in our local 
paper described us as “remnants of a parasitic class”.

I have sent some flowers to dear Princess Margaret and hope she may visit 
us. Here again the press are cruel for she has been entitled to do as she likes 
and smoking has been one of her few pleasures, poor lady.

So, let us all keep together for Percy says we have little chance of getting 
rid of the terrible Labour Government with middle class Hague as the Tory 
leader. Class and breeding will out in the end though.

Have a good year,

Sincerely,

Constance and Percy, Lord and Lady Chattersby.

144

We really do not alter, just grow older



Diary of Lady Constance
Sherwood Hall,
Lawrenceshire
July 2001

This was going to be a letter to my dear friend Lady Gubbins, Marian, who 
was my bridesmaid, and has been my confidante since we were both sent to 
finishing school in Switzerland. However there are things that I just try to 
keep to myself so this is really a “Dear Diary” account, for this year, so far, 
has just been awful and much should remain secret. In any case I never told 
Marian of all the delicious romps I had with our renegade gamekeeper Miller 
in the blessed year of 1999. I did let her know I’d been indiscreet in visiting 
him in his estate cottage but I did not tell her how he rolled me naked in the 
soft loam of our wood and how he scattered bluebells over my body and then 
smothered me with kisses. She would not understand the ecstasy of being 
made love to by such a virile, masterful man as Miller. Her Lionel is, I am 
sure, a no more competent lover than my own dreary Percy and I strongly 
believe that none of the sons of aristocratic families have a clue about making 
a woman happy in bed. They imagine their titles are all they need to bestow 
on their wives and I have to say when I look at the women, even in the Royal 
family, they do not have the look of joyous fulfilment which I certainly had 
during the months I spent being caressed by Miller. 

Of course, we have to struggle to maintain our place in society and those 
who used to be firmly in the common working classes continue to be a threat 
to our way of life for they go up as we go down.

My dear little Horace, born in September 2000, has had to have a nanny 
from the Philippines, whereas when Percy was a baby there were lots of estate 
families who considered it an honour that their daughters should work at 
Sherwood Hall and care for their superiors. Horace will be one year old soon 
and he was conceived during the terrible Christmas when we were abandoned 
by our cook and butler and Percy and I clung together for warmth and comfort 
and what he refers to as “sexual congress”. So at 45 years of age I became a 
mother and I must admit though Nanny is probably an illegal immigrant she 
has cared for Horace beautifully and not cost us much in wages. I have been 
able to avoid having anything to do with dirty nappies and feeding bottles and 
I absolutely refused to learn how to breastfeed. Such basic life matters belong 
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to the lower orders, and when Horace gets a little older we will teach him 
that he is a member of the highest aristocratic line. With Daddy’s money and 
Percy’s family history we hope that he will be able to restore our class to its 
rightful place. Percy now thinks the B.N.P. is the way to go but he is worried 
that it will come out that he was involved in the Archer business for he had 
covered up when Jeffrey was having an affair with our accountant’s widow 
here in Lawrenceshire. Jeffrey gave Percy a clutch of Anglia shares, which were 
a great help to our finances, and we told Mary Archer that there were often 
business meetings at Sherwood Hall and everyone had stayed the night.

Now the vicious widow, named Maud Riley, a very common name, is 
threatening to tell all to the Sun newspaper. We saw her at Ascot talking to 
Max Clifford - such vulgar people now attend! There was a group who told 
Percy they were the Denby Dale Flower Arrangement Club and most of them 
looked as if they were wearing their own creations on their heads. Then that 
upstart Rhys-Jones, who likes to insist on being named the Countess of Wessex, 
looked like a striped humbug with bands of different colours down her badly 
shaped suit. At least me and Marion learned dress sense at our Lucerne school, 
and how to speak properly. Miller used to say I spoke with a plum in the 
mouth, which I thought quite a charming observation.

Percy is often coarse in spite of Eton and private tutors and he said at least 
Prince Edward has a wife who earns money as does Cherie Blair who became 
a mother again in her forties like me. Percy said it was a pity Daddy didn’t 
have me educated to be able to “keep a husband in the style he deserves” and 
Horace must be brought up to find a clever wife as it is demeaning that we 
have to keep begging from Daddy. The dear Queen has given the opinion that 
members of the Royal family can have jobs and earn money. I think she is 
tired of giving them money and she still has to keep Phillip.

Marian’s husband Lord Gubbins has joined with his tenant farmers 
in making as much money as possible from the Foot and Mouth crisis by 
putting higher values on his stock in their compensation claims. Also he 
has set up with them a contractors firm which can get £100,000 for each 
farm cleaned and disinfected. Good for them, but Tony Blair is interfering, as 
usual. Landowners need the Country Alliance as the common people voted 
the Labour Government back into power. We didn’t like Hague and don’t 
want Clarke who lives near here as Rushcliffe is the next constituency. Percy 
contacted him about selling the robes and ermine he no longer needs since 
he was thrown out of the Lords but Kenneth Clarke just laughed and told 
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us most of the new Lords just wore nylon these days and he had noted that 
Percy’s robes smelled of the fire that engulfed our East wing in 1999 and that 
the ermine collar was tatty.

So we have no support at all and we were not invited into the Royal 
Enclosure at Ascot and the E-commerce firms which used to give us hospitality 
have gone into liquidation. Henley was also a disaster for our boat had to be 
sold as Daddy does not think there is any profit or influence to be gained by 
“messing about in boats.”

He supported the B.N.P. candidate in the general election by secretly giving 
them money as he now despairs of being given a peerage by either Labour or 
Tory. He is quite bitter and resents the many honours given to the Sainsburys 
who are mere grocers. His own fortune arises from giving employment 
to hundreds of Nottingham women making stockings once the lace trade 
declined and he invested money in Players tobacco and bought up land so he 
could sell it to developers. They then built “town houses” and “starter homes” 
and retirement flats and Daddy was a main shareholder but the lower middle 
classes showed no gratitude that they were being sold new houses and being 
given a leg up in life.

The worst part of this summer is our fear about the coming perjury trials 
for our solicitors confirms that Maud Riley will proceed. The legal firm of 
Bent and Stolen will try to help Percy but there is also the business of his 
art sales. He got Sothebys to sell a picture which he claimed was an original 
Vermeer though he knew it was only a copy for his father parted with the 
original to pay a gambling debt.  Now there is the Vermeer exhibition at the 
National Gallery and the original “The Procuress” has been brought over 
from Germany. Percy will be charged with fraud and perjury but he hopes to 
get money from the media and is ready to tell how Jeffrey Archer always saved 
the empty Krug bottles from one year to the next and had them filled with 
cheap sparkling wine for his next lunch party.

I must stop writing as I see the postman coming up the drive and we now 
have no butler to answer the door. He will be bringing bills and misery I 
expect. We get few invitations these days.

Within me is a little hope that if Percy goes to gaol there may be some way 
I could get Miller back. He is now a member of the Snottingham County 
Council and I cannot think his wife Anne, a rough farmer’s daughter can help 
his social climb. Being the mistress of a rising politician has much attraction 
and I would, of course, still be Lady Chattersby.
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I shall hide my diary with my old riding kit as my horse “Goose Fair” 
had to be sold and Percy’s  “Turkey Trotter” just died of a heart attack after 
carrying Percy’s increasing weight. 

Enough for now,

Constance.
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Snottingham Times
September 2001

Lord and Lady Chattersby 
continue to live at Sherwood 

Hall even though the ravages of the 
fire last year have not been repaired.  
Lady Chattersby told me they were 
in the same position as the Queen 
when Windsor burnt down and there 
was no insurance. They, of course, are 
unable to call on the nation’s help to 
restore the damage.  There had been 
some hope that Andrew Lloyd Weber 
would buy the hall, demolish the 
East Wing and open a music school.  
Like other prospective buyers he had 
been intimidated by the hostility of 
the villagers and withdrawn.

The latest idea was to sell off 
the lake to a Leisure Company 
who could introduce water sports 
and boating.  Lord Chattersby had 
been most impressed when visiting 
Putney’s Park in West Yorkshire and 
was talking to their directors.  The 
Chattersbys had enjoyed generations 
of friendship with the families at 
Bretton Hall and Cannon Hall but 
now the former is a college and 
Cannon Hall belongs to the people 
of Barnsley.

Accordingly your correspondent 
was invited to accompany Lord 
Chattersby and a representative of 

Center Parks to a boat tour of the 
lake which was originally created by 
Lord Chattersby’s great grandfather 
in celebration of 25years of Queen 
Victoria’s reign.  From our little 
motorboat it was easy to see the 
parlous state of the banks and the 
weeds and bulrushes growing in the 
water.  I was delighted to see the 
ducks and coots and expressed the 
hope that any development would 
provide an area for wild life and a 
nature reserve.

As we proceeded to the far end 
of the lake there was observed some 
falling in the level of the water and 
the boat seemed to be pulled along 
at a rapid rate in spite of the fact that 
the motor had been silenced.  Lord 
Chattersby called for the boatman to 
make for the bank and cried out, “It’s 
the subsidence of the Lawrence coal 
pit”.  Indeed this appears to be the 
case and as our rather shaken party 
walked to the end of the lake we were 
met by County Councillor J. Miller.  
He was a previous gamekeeper for 
the Chattersbys and still lives on the 
estate.  With him were two surveyors, 
one from the County Council and 
one from the Environment Agency.  
Both these gentlemen expressed 

Declining Estates by our Countryside contributor Edward Gummer.
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serious concern.  Apparently the water 
from the lake is leaking into the old 
pit workings and if total disaster is to 
be averted the lake must be drained 
and the surface restored.  Councillor 
Miller reminded us that some years 
ago the same problem had occurred 
at nearby Rufford Park.  The work 
of restoration had taken two years 
and cost thousands of pounds.  The 
Center Parks representative said they 
would have to withdraw from the 
project.

We were a sombre group at the 
luncheon prepared by the charming 
Filipino nanny of the Chattersbys’ 
one year-old son, Horace.  “Rub a 

dub dub, three men in a tub,” she 
sang to the baby as she left the room.  
The whole matter of the decline of a 
once noble estate is to be debated by 
the County Council and discussed 
with local M.Ps. The writer hopes 
that some solution will be found 
but enormous sums of money 
will be required. The England of 
my boyhood is under assault with 
estates becoming theme parks or 
golf courses.  Lady Chattersby thinks 
her father may be prepared to offer 
some financial assistance if English 
Heritage would consider a rescue 
plan for Sherwood Hall and the 
estate.
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A Happy Day

The fine autumn weather had been kind to Sherwood Hall and the 
Snottingham Estate.  Lord and Lady Chattersby strolled through their wood, 
holding hands, in a rare state of marital bliss.  What a happy time they had 
enjoyed at the York races with their dear friends, Lord and Lady Gubbins and 
Lord and Lady Fitzroger the previous day.  Percy had taken notice of The 
Observer’s racing tips and was now £10,000 richer.  Not that he approved 
of the disrespectful ‘Observer’ but Sebastian Fitzroger advocated occasional 
reading of the “soft liberal press”. One needed to be aware of the frequent 
attacks on the aristocracy and the disgraceful advocacy of the hunting ban.  
The noble cause of traditional country sports would continue to be supported 
whatever the law.  Sadly Percy and Constance could no longer afford their 
stables and had to rely on borrowing mounts from friends.

Percy had gambled with the rents from the remaining estate cottages.  The 
interfering Rent Tribunal had insisted he reduce the rents charged to his 
ungrateful tenants.  His decision to “speculate to accumulate” had paid off at 
the bookmaker’s and he was elated.  So he smiled at his wife as they reached 
the coppice which, in spring, was bright with bluebells.  The woods looked 
beautiful as the sun shone through leaves of red and gold.  Constance mused 
that soon the bluebells would reappear and she remembered the ecstatic days 
of her affair with Miller.  He would scatter bluebells over her eager naked 
body before carrying her into his gamekeeper’s hut for long afternoons of 
love.  In her nostalgic, romantic glow she turned to Percy whispering “Why 
don’t we make love in the summer house or the gamekeeper’s hut?” as she 
flung her arms round his neck.  “Steady on, old girl,” he replied, “I’ve only 
won £10,000 but we can celebrate in bed to-night.”

Such a lot had happened since Miller had told her the affair was over.  
He had married Mary, the lusty bar maid from the “Dog and Gun” in the 
Millennium year of 2000.  Dear little Horace had been born in September 
of that year and had just celebrated his 4th birthday.  He had been conceived 
in that cold 1999 Christmas when their butler and cook had decamped and 
Constance and Percy had clung together in a desperate harmony of need.  
Now he was a sturdy, happy little boy, beautifully cared for by his Filipino 
nanny, Maria, and he had been given his first pony by his Granddad.  Horace 
Ernest Hustler was an extremely wealthy man and Constance his only child.  
Widowed for some ten years he had been very generous to the Chattersbys 
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but now they had some anxieties concerning his social life.  He had hoped to 
become a Life Peer after hefty donations to the Labour Party and enthusiastic 
support for Tony Blair and the Iraq war.  He had tried to make friends with 
Jack Straw, Michael Howard, Geoff Hoon, and John Prescott without much 
success.  Recently he had consoled himself with attendance at various film 
and show business events. His photograph was often in Hello and O.K. and 
showed him surrounded by glamorous young celebrities.  Suppose some gold-
digger or pop star inveigled him into marriage for his money?

“Somehow or other, old girl”, said Percy, “we’ve got to get some real money, 
your father might stop forking out for us.  He refused to buy us new horses 
though he has paid for Horace’s pony.”

“Yes, I’ve been thinking too”, replied Constance. “I have got one good idea.  
You know our sweet, much misunderstood dear Prince Charles, has been 
trying to persuade ordinary, common people how to care for their health and 
well being.  He is interested in alternative treatments and has described how, 
at the end of a busy day of royal duties, he likes to soak in a hot bath filled 
with lavender and rosemary to soothe his skin.  He also uses a multi-herbal 
mixture to calm him down whilst he thinks of ways to care for others.  What 
a splendid king he will become whenever the beloved Queen departs.  Now 
it seems to me we could launch bath and beauty products for we have all sorts 
of plants and herbs growing on our land.  Our lake has nearly drained away 
but there is plenty of mud on the surface.  We could just mix it with perfumes 
and market it as restorative mud packs.  I’m sure we could get the Prince to 
grant us a Royal ‘By Appointment’, especially as he owes us a favour.  He was 
embarrassed when we discovered the bronze model of Snottingham Castle, 
given by your father at his birth, had been flogged off.”

“Constance, you are splendid”, intoned Percy in his finest House of Lords’ 
voice, “we may yet restore the fortunes of our esteemed and noble house.”

So the two of them sat in the summer-house making plans.  They were sure 
the mud from the lake must contain all sorts of minerals beneficial to tender 
skins.  They just needed to design attractive jars and bottles and the logo 
could be “Lady Constance’s Remedies”, a nice old-fashioned label likely to 
attract the upper classes.  All the stately homes would carry the range in their 
shops and they could seek advice from the Duchess of Devonshire.  Maria’s 
family would help with preparing the creams, just a touch of perfume in plain 
lanoline together with the unique mud from the lake.  Unguents could be 
developed for gentlemen.
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Apart from Prince Charles they needed other celebrities to endorse the 
products.  No doubt Al Fayed would sell the range in Harrods even though 
he now lived in Switzerland after the cruelty of the Labour Government in 
denying him naturalisation.  Christine and Neill Hamilton were accomplished 
publicists who would be interested in being involved.  They wondered if 
they could recruit amongst the politicians who had lost office and needed 
to supplement their income.  So many of them now did theatre appearances 
and television programmes.  There was Robin Cook, Clare Short, Alistair 
Campbell and possibly George Galloway would take up the cause.  After 
all the Government was telling people to eat healthily.  Then there were all 
the private hospitals requiring new treatments for their patients.  And so the 
afternoon turned into misty, magical evening glow as they sauntered past the 
burnt out West Wing.  Ivy now covered the broken walls and fallen masonry 
in a pale promise of renewal.

Percy reached for one of the last ports which carried the House of Lords 
label. Together they mounted the wide stairs to their bedroom for a night of 
dreams of a splendid future.  Percy kissed his wife and gave a toast: “Sherwood 
Hall and estate will rise like a phoenix and society will, once again, seek the 
patronage of the distinguished and noble Chattersbys.”
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Butterfly

A welcome but uninvited Christmas visitor

Christmas 2000, alone in the house. Dear John, lying somewhere, not 
sure where, in his last long sleep. He had died the day before, 23rd 
December in hospital. The day before Christmas Eve I had kissed him 
“goodbye” on this our eighth wedding anniversary.

Wandering round the house in the numb state of mind of bereavement 
not yet accepted, realised or understood a strange, comforting, temporary 
euphoria. In the study the winter sun was shining on the window and 
happily fluttering on the window frame was a large bright butterfly. 
John loved and was knowledgeable about butterflies and could recognise 
them all.  I could not tell whether it was a red admiral, a painted lady 
or a peacock. I watched it dancing against the glass. “I can’t open the 
window for you,” I murmured. “It’s cold outside and you will die.”

On Christmas Day the butterfly appeared downstairs, flying merrily 
round the hall then resting briefly on the photograph of me with John 
in Paris. Later on my precious friend, Pat, came to share a quiet lunch, 
leaving her own family celebrations to bring me comfort. Together we 
watched the butterfly as we raised our glasses in tribute to John.

Every year since - now seven years - the butterfly appeared: an ecstasy 
of flight against the study window before a brief departure of folded 
wings. John’s Christmas gift to me, my welcome winged guest, a 
cherished benediction.

Christmas 2008. This year there was no butterfly. Thus I shall celebrate 
my 90th year and the centenary of John’s birth in 2009.
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Win’s 90th birthday invite





Ninety years of Winifred Wheable-Archer

We really do not alter,
 just grow older

Edited by Patricia Daniel

This collection of memories, articles and creative writing provides 
a fascinating insight into the life of former Kirklees councillor 
and long-term Denby Dale resident, Winifred Wheable-Archer. 
From her childhood during the Miners’ Strike of 1926, through 
her pioneering work in local government services and her 
continuing active engagement with politics at all levels, the book 
serves as an important contribution to social history as well as a 
tribute to a remarkable woman.  

An online version, including colour photographs, is available to 
view or download at http://camyorkshire.wordpress.com

We really do not alter, just grow older

The next generation − Win’s great grandchildren
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