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Sir Julian Cahn at Stanford Hall

and a view from the C@%@p@mtﬁV@ C@H@g@
David Lazell

The idyllic grounds of Stanford Hall look out over the Soar valley near
Loughborough (although the Hall is just over the Nottinghamshire
county border between Rempstone and East Leake). Bought by the
furnishing trade magnate and philanthropist, Sir Julien Cahn, before the
War and transformed into a showplace home, the Hall subsequently
became the home of the Co-operative College. The contrast between
these two owners makes the history of this building full of interest.

David Lazell describes both these eras, drawing upon his own
experiences as a student at the College in the 1950s, combined with
accounts from various members of staff who helped establish the
standards for work and pleasure which went hand-in-hand. He
describes Sir Julien’s elaborate taste in interior decoration, his fondness
for staging conjuring tricks, the names of the long-gone sealions —
although their pool still survives — and above all his devotion to
cricket.

The early years of the Co-operative College, in its transition from
Manchester to Stanford Hall, are brought to life with personal
reminiscences and previously-unpublished photographs from the
collections of the College and the author. They portray a vivid picture
of an era of education that, to a great extent, has already been lost.

This booklet will appeal to all those with an interest in the history of
the Co-operative Movement as well as past and present students of the
International Co-operative College. It also provides a perspective on a
unique chapter in the county’s history and good deeds!



Looking south from Stanford Hall towards Charnwood Forest.
Artist and date unknown.
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Preface to 2020 edition

Bob Trubshaw

The opening of the Defence and National Rehabilitation Centre
(DNRC) at Stanford Hall, Nottinghamshire, in June 2018 brought
attention to a hitherto somewhat over-looked aspect of Leicestershire
and Nottinghamshire history.

This A5-format PDF ‘booklet” is based on an A4 booklet published in
1993 in which the East Leake-based historian David Lazell outlined
two previous phases of the hall’s past:— the impressive ‘makeover’ by
the furniture retail magnate Sir Julien Kahn during the 1930s, and the
post-war use by the International Co-operative College.

David was born about 1932 in Croydon. His early career included
working as a copywriter in an advertising agency. But it was the
Co-operative College at Stanford Hall which was to be the focus of his
later career, where he was employed as a Consumer Education Officer
within the Education Department. While still working, and long into
his retirement, he regularly contributed to the Co-operative News on
matters of co-operative history and affairs.

After David’s death in 2007 at the age of 75 his contemporary and
fellow co-operative activist Trevor Bottomley wrote that David ‘... was
a prolific writer and had a unique, unequalled knowledge of
co-operative journalism and journalists in the whole of the twentieth
century.” (Co-operative News 12 April 2007)

Eight years after the original booklet was published in 1993 the
Co-operative College returned to its original home at Holyoake House
in Manchester. By this time part of Stanford Hall was already rented
out to the Home Office. This continued until the hall was bought by a
property developer who sought to transform the hall into a hotel and



build about three hundred houses in the grounds. These plans were
never fulfilled and, after a period of disuse, the hall and its land were
acquired for the Defence and National Rehabilitation Centre.

There is something appropriate about this new use as David informs us
that Sir Julien supported a number of medical-related causes. David
also writes of Sir Julien as a man ‘'who shared his enthusiasms’. This is
every bit as true of David as Sir Julien. Reading this booklet sheds at
least as much light on the author and his infectious enthusiasms in
addition to his well-informed remarks illuminating whatever aspect of
history he deems appropriate to share with the readers.

This PDF contains a ‘double dose’ of history. Overtly it is about
Stanford Hall in the 1930s and 1950s. But it has already acquired an
additional level of interest as it was written nearly thirty years ago,
when the college was still based there.

For myself there is yet another level of nostalgia as Heart of Albion was
less than three years young when David approached me to publish this
work (Heart of Albion is now over thirty years old). After working on
this booklet together David became Heart of Albion’s proofreader, a
role he maintained until 2006. Proofs needed to be dropped off and
collected every few weeks. But there was no way to just stop by for a
few minutes. Ann, David’s wife, would disappear off into the kitchen
while — after going through any trickier issues with the proofreading —
for the best part of the next hour David would regale me with tales
about topics which | hitherto didn’t know existed.

Well | knew that old radios were a thing — but had none of David’s
extensive knowledge and enthusiasm. Without David | probably
would still be unaware of Rose Fyleman (1877-1957) who was born in
Nottingham and became one of the most successful children’s writers
of her generation, especially noted for her works on the fairy folk.
Many of her early poems become proverbial and ‘There are fairies at
the bottom of our garden” was set to music by English composer Liza
Lehmann. David’s socialist-perspective on life led him to take a
pioneering interest in ‘minority cultures’ including the Roma and other
travelling communities. There must have been many other topics of
conversation which | had never encountered before — or since.



From about 1995 Heart of Albion’s house style was based around the
Optima typeface used for this work. David would on many occasions
remark how much he liked the font — and this from a man trained in
typography and who could spot the difference between, say,
Garamond and Bodoni without any prompting. So, although the 1993
booklet used Caslon, | have happily changed the font for this edition.

Sadly the original photographs from the Co-operative College archives
were returned to David in 1993 so many of the illustrations in this
edition have been scanned from the printed booklet. This is never ideal
and is even less so as the original booklets were printed by Graham
Pepper of the Newark Chamber of Commerce’s Youth Opportunity
Programme using their very primitive printing equipment. 'Peps’
performed near-miracles from paper plates but the tonal range and
details leave much to be desired. | have cleaned up the scans as best |
can, but the quality remains imperfect.

Enjoy this encounter with Sir Julien’s “enthusiasms’, the Co-operative
College in its heyday and — above all — with the enthusiastic author.

Bob Trubshaw
Wymeswold
February 2020
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Stanford Hall, as this book will reveal, is a very intriguing place —
especially for anyone who has the pleasure to work or learn within its
walls. Itis a building of character that, in some magical way, brings out
the best in the character of the people who are associated with it.

As a residential college it is one of the smallest in England with less
than 150 study bedrooms. Nevertheless it has an enormous reputation
which stretches around the world. This is largely due to marvellous
careers of the small band of graduates who have been educated and
trained in this tiny corner of south Nottinghamshire. The alumini
includes members of the British and European Parliaments (on both
sides of the House!), Cabinet Ministers in many different countries,
Ambassadors at the United Nations, in Germany and China, a gold
medallist from the Olympic movement, and a businessman who was
voted the top executive in the USA in the 1980s. On a size-to-size
comparison the International Co-operative College can match the track
record of any college in Oxford or Cambridge.

This was brought home to me a couple of years ago when the President
of Tanzania made a state visit to Britain. He requested that the Foreign
Office include a visit to Stanford Hall on his itinerary. (The diplomats
confessed later that they had never heard of the Hall or the College.)
Eventually, | was asked, as an alternative, to a formal audience with the
President in London. He shook my hand and said, ‘I’'m sorry I’'ve not
been able to make it to the Hall. When I first joined the Cabinet, many
years ago, all the older Ministers used to talk about their happy days at
the College. | have always wanted to say, “/I've been to Stanford Hall
myself.””

The work of the College reflects the tremendous diversity of co-
operative enterprise in the world today. Over 600,000,000 people are



members of co-operatives and thus joint owners of over 250,000
mutual businesses. Co-operatives are involved in all kinds of activity —
including retailing, farming, fishing, forestry, health, housing, banking,
insurance, writing, painting and music.

People who come to the College range from babes in arms (who are
usually deposited in creches), through bounding groups of Youth
Trainees (who have never ever left any graffiti behind over the past ten
years), squads of ambitious young graduate managers, caravans of wise
international civil servants, crates of dairy managers, cavalcades of
directors, and job-lots of adult students trying to find themselves (and
sometimes apprehensive of what they will discover!)

Some of the jobs at the Hall are virtually unchanged from a century
ago. Gardeners still garden. Cooks still cook. The people who tend and
mend the fabric of the Hall and theatre, the roofs, the boilers, drains,
gutters, flashings and floors, undertake tasks that are little changed, in
their essence, from those of the Victorian age. But there are important
differences. People work at the college as colleagues and not servants.
Everyone, including the domestic staff, the engineering staff, the
administrative staff as well as the tutorial staff, are contributing to the
education of the people in residence. For many students from overseas
the kindly yet independent attitude of the dining room and domestic
staff is as much an education as anything that happens in the
classroom. Like all modern organisations there is a pyramid of
responsibility but not a hierarchy of status. The Hall no longer runs on
deference, forelocks are no longer tugged, and no less than five
different trade unions represent the rights and interests of one hundred
employees.

Is it a happy place to work? Generally, the answer is ‘Yes” when staff
feel that the College’s work at Stanford Hall is appreciated and will go
on for ever. When the institution is under threat of closure this
happiness can evaporate and replaced by anxiety and uncertainty.

Is it a pleasant place to work? This is a hard question to answer. The
College has always operated as a small independent institution outside



the public sector — as modern jargon would say, ‘It has had to survive
in the market’. Some local people believe that the College is and has
been massively subsidised by co-operative retail societies. This is not
true. Grocers are used to driving a hard deal with their suppliers and
co-op grocers are no exception; over the years they have driven many
hard bargains with the College. Every twenty years or so there is an
outbreak of generosity to the College, led by the movement’s
visionaries. The traders soon bring these impulses under control and
reinstate their version of ‘cash till" reality.

The ebb and flow of the national and institutional demands on the
College make it a demanding place to work. Professional staff have to
be totally committed to a job which is intellectually very demanding
and also extremely time-consuming.

Stanford Hall is a beautiful place, but for some staff it can be as
demanding a place of work as any Victorian mill. But demanding
beauties are the very stuff of romance... and long live romance.

Dr Robert Houlton

Principal

The International Co-operative College
March 1993
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This thumbnail sketch of Stanford Hall’s life and times, as both Sir
Julien Cahn’s showplace and as Co-operative College, inevitably has a
touch of show business about it. As | have sometimes pointed out,
there is a link between show business and adult education, and just as
Robert Owen (the philosopher linked with the Co-op Movement)
encouraged anthem-singing in the communities that he founded, so
today the Movement rejoices in choirs as well as check-outs. Indeed,
any visitor to Stanford Hall might well stand at the top of the Dell —that
beautifully maintained hollow leading down to the seal pond — and
imagine open air choral festivity. This might be a latter-day revival of
those choirs that Co-op societies despatched to the Crystal Palace
Choral Festivals, once upon a time.

This is no idle suggestion, for the Woodcraft Folk, in one of its youth
camps at Stanford Park, hoisted a stage close to the seal pond, and
gave bright and breezy entertainment. Had Sir Julien Cahn — former
owner of Stanford Hall — been around, he might have offered auditions
for one of his famous shows, in aid of local charity. The Dell, and the
seal pond make a wonderful picture on a bright day, but then, | was
always sorry to have missed the original inhabitants of the pond (of
which more later).

It was inevitable, | suppose, that when | was a student at the College in
the mid-1950s, | wrote a story about three seals that once lived here —
naming them after some splendid margarines marketed by the Co-
operative Wholesale (or Whole-Seal!) Society. These creatures were
Red Seal, Gold Seal, and Silver Seal, and years before we became
aware of the benefits of omega three fish oils, did well on a very fishy
diet.



An undated engraving of
Stanford Hall in the
period before Sir Julien
Cahn.

Some reference to the real sealions was included in The Sound of the
Shawm, a little booklet put together by Charlie Firth and myself about
ten years ago (I typed it and did the artwork, a feat that would have
amazed my art master of the 1940s, a man who argued that | had no
hands, only two pairs of feet). Charlie’s father, Herbert (Bert) Firth had
been joiner on the Cahn estate in the 1930s, so Charlie had some good
stories about those times, as indeed about much else to do with local
life and colour. In the early and mid 1980s, Charlie went on to
produce other booklets, including one, Spectacular at Stanford Hall,
which was a collaborative venture, covering the theatre and the cricket
team sponsored by Sir Julien. Charlie became quite proficient in
publishing literature on local life and times. As The Loughborough and
Coalville Trader put it, in a posthumous tribute (April 20, 1988) Charlie
had ‘boundless enthusiasm’ for the area’s history — an enthusiasm
developed expertly by the local historians at East Leake, and that
indefatiguable researcher, Robert Owen Wood.

What a grand fellow Charlie was! A true ‘yellow belly’” — son of
Lincolnshire and a Christian gentleman. His ‘chicken shed museum’ in
his back garden on Kirk Ley Road, East Leake, held all manner of
memorabilia relating to local traditions and industries. Charlie was also
an early user of tape recording to ‘track down’ local history, from the
reel-to-reel days, and, more than four years after his death, his tapes
have yet to be completely checked and edited. After his death — March
1988, at the age of 72 — much of Charlie’s collection went to the
Department of Social History at the Brewhouse Yard Museum



Nottingham. ‘You might call my collection a great jumble of unlikely
odds and ends,” he wrote in The Sound of the Shawm. ‘But most items
remind me of past events or people that | knew, odd jobs that | have
done.’

Visitors to East Leake, coming upon the chicken shed museum, were
usually amazed, and | once took a Baptist pastor from Long Island,
New York, to look at the collection. Amazement all round, plus some
good stories from Charlie! Charlie died peacefully, whilst pottering in
his ‘museum’, and from a chat | had with him, not long before he died,
Charlie seemed to be quite aware that he would soon be departing this
life. | have an idea that the ‘many mansions’ of which Jesus spoke, may
have a celestial Chicken Shed Museum among them. It would be
appropriate if sometime the Brewhouse Yard Museum arranged a
display on Charlie’s collection, and how he developed it, for by any
measure, it was a remarkable achievement.

These references to Charlie Firth are necessary to point to his
considerable contribution to the narrative that follows. | must also
thank the expert and friendly Library Staff at the Co-operative College,
including Mrs Sue Haines and Mrs Geraldine Mousley. Plus other
friends and contacts that have recalled the ups and downs of Stanford
Hall in its two main eras, as Sir Julien Cahn’s home and as the Co-
operative College. It is some story...

The College’s development as an internationally esteemed is, in
another sense, no less impressive. But to learn more about that |
suggest you follow the advertiser’s famous advice: Send For Details.

David Lazell.
East Leake, Loughborough
Summer 1992



Stories from the dlalys of Sir Julien Cahn

‘Some Sealions Without, Sire!”

In these days of tourist attractions conjured up overnight one might
expect a sort of Tall Story equivalent to the Mastersingers at Gotham,
and on days when the wind is in the right direction, at East Leake too.
For there were tall stories in abundance in the early years of the
Co-operative College, from those who had worked for, or otherwise
knew Sir Julien Cahn. Students were indeed fortunate to have access to
J.A. (Jack) Chesham, the estate engineer who had worked for Sir Julien
during the development of the Hall. A well-built, affable man, ‘Chesh’
did not allow a speech impairment to prevent him from telling a good
story. And if any local thespians ever produced a sort of song-and-
dance show about Sir Julien’s Life and Times, | have a feeling that
Mr Chesham would steal most of the scenes.

Bob Mason, a tall and rather thoughtful man, had also been on the
staff, though | little suspected this, and from time to time kick myself for
failing to ask him about the sealions. For Bob had ‘graduated’, as it
were, from Lake-keeper to Seal Trainer, as unlikely a prospect as one
might find outside a Youth Training scheme. Bob had originally
worked in the trout fishery on the estate. Following his purchase of the
estate in March 1928, Sir Julien drained and enhanced the lake area,
extending it from a rather modest environment and diverting a stream.
Coarse fish were taken out of the lake, and then restocking done with
trout bred on the estate. Students facing exams have been known to
gaze wistfully at the island in the lake, though so far no-one from that
BBC programme has rowed over with a gramophone, eight records and
the obligatory luxury. Newspaper coverage from the 1930s seems to
suggest that there were three sealions, but other sources note four.
‘Aqua’, an almost fully developed male, arrived in late 1937, followed



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

in the following summer by ‘Freda’ and
‘Ivy’. “Until ten months ago, Mr Robert
Mason had not even seen any of these
charges’, declared the Loughborough
Echo (August 19, 1938). ‘Today, he is
justly proud of the feats performed by
them.’

That the sealions were natives of
California was hardly inappropriate as that
sunny state has seen many different kinds
of co-operatives, including those in fruit
growing and packing. During wintertime,
the sealions were fed three times a day, on
whiting and herring. In the summer, only
two meals were necessary, and guests
usually made feeding time a high point of
the visit to Sir Julien’s Marvellous
Mansion.

In its heyday, the pool was some 35 yards in length, by 25 yards in
width, water being to a depth of seven feet in the centre, tapering to
two feet at either side. The stonework is still in remarkably good
condition, considering its age, although the neat stone structure, or
seal-house, at the wider end nearest the lake, has long departed. When
I was a College student, in the mid-1950s, | wondered if it might be
adapted as a sort of hermitage.

During the daytime, the sealions hoisted themselves up a series of
shallow steps to the diving board, on the roof of the seal-house, before
joyfully thrusting themselves into the water. Close to the water’s edge,
at ground level, a seesaw, fitted with springing, permitted the sealions
to give a further ‘show’. There were some ‘specialities’ too, including a
sort of tableau involving a large coloured ball, poised on Aqua’s nose,
which simulated a well-known Guinness advertisement of the time.
Reports tell us that ‘Aqua’ was the brightest of all the sealions. and
responded to his trainer’s instructions, including coming to kiss
Mr Mason’s cheek, shake ‘hands’ and so on. Indeed, Bob Mason seems
to have hoped that the sealions would eventually be featured in one of

8



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

the stage shows, and even suggested that, given time, there might be
‘baby sealions” in the pool. But for the advent of the second world war,
we might have had a new local industry, as famous as Robin Hood
(who would obviously have added a couple of talented sealions to his
band).

In a recent letter to the present writer (April 1992) Miss Joy Tacey has
indicated that there were four sealions, the fourth being named
Charlie. Miss Tacey’s father was third chauffeur on the estate (others
being Tom Robson and Gerry Perkins) as well as being an expert
mechanic.

‘The sealions Charlie and Aqua’, writes Miss Tacey, ‘were a birthday
present to Sir Julien from her Ladyship. The younger two, Freda and
Ivy, were named after two of the maids.” There were sixty members of
staff at the Hall in the mid-late 1930s, as already noted, more than a
few creatures. Flamingos were to have been installed, but for the war,
and, as will be seen later, other animals were to be seen. Some did not
behave, and a well-known newsreel presenter of the 1930s came to
Stanford Hall with cameraman to ‘shoot” some footage of the estate.
But whilst the can of film was left in a store-room, two monkeys got
hold of it, and rather ruined the effort.

There is a rumour that if left long enough at a typewriter, a monkey
might produce the works of Shakespeare. This is untrue. At Stanford
Hall, a couple of monkeys proved once and for all, that they would
never make a good movie.

Charlie Firth’s Swimming Pool Story

My wife, Anne, and | had frequent glimpse of the swimming pool
during the winter of 1976-77, when we resided in Flat 1 (as it was then
known, an upper flat overlooking the swimming pool, today part of the
Cedar Mews residential and seminar facility). A solitary and superior
heron paid a visit to the pool during the grey afternoon of Boxing Day
1976, possibly mistaking the pool for the lake. After some brief
examination of the area, the heron decided to seek Boxing Day Lunch
elsewhere, and took off in remarkable fashion, as if thinking hard of
something else. This was probably the same flat as that occupied by
the Tacey family in the 1930s, when the pool was site of nocturnal

9



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

A clue to the date of this photograph comes from the men seated in
the alcove (centre), almost certainly convalescing servicemen.

swimming parties ‘especially when Sir Julien had won the cricket
match’. One or two local chumps have gate-crashed the pool in recent
years with the same pleasure in mind, forgetting that the pool was
heated in Sir Julien’s day, also that there was excellent cuisine and
other ‘pool-side service’'.

Charlie Firth related the origins of the swimming pool in one of the
booklets he produced, in the 1980s. In its early manifestation, it had
been a reservoir for the estate, lined with blue bricks, and ‘situated
behind buildings then identified as stables, garages and flats’. Residents
in the flats recalled by Charlie included two grooms, Charlie Rogers
and Jack Adey; two chauffeurs, John Swift and Billy Redmayne, and
Mr Chesham. Tom Robson, another chauffeur, lived at Middle Lodge,
which has recently became, by tradition, home for the resident
engineer (head of technical services). Mr Ken Onions followed

10



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

‘Chesh’, and his family lived at Middle Lodge for some years and it
must be, for my money, the best situated of the three lodges (South,
North and Middle).

The reservoir became redundant when the water supply needs of the
estate were met by new services from Loughborough. So some of the
estate employees undertook what might today be called a feasibility
study, in order to convert the reservoir into a swimming pool. The
plans were given to the estate engineer, Mr Chesham, who had to be
convinced of the viability of the scheme, before submitting them to the
chief. It would be an exaggeration, to think of this as a sort of worker’s
co-operative — the Stanford Hall Swimming Pool Development
Co-Partnership say — though there were some similarities. In any case,
W. Henry Brown, a well-known Co-op writer and historian, showed
how waterworks at Sheerness had a co-operative basis, so the point is
well taken. Sir Julien approved the scheme, and agreed that the work
could be done in the employees’ spare time. But when the right time
came, and assured of the serious intent of the workers, he took it over,
and devoted appropriate finance to it. So youthful swimmers trying
their strokes might give a passing thought to the old-timers who had a
bright idea long ago.

'The estate team — including gardeners, grooms, chauffeurs and other
workers — set about the task, which was no easy one. A thick black
sediment, to a depth of two feet, had accumulated on the bed of the
reservoir, and this had to be removed before anything else could be
done. The two-wheeled estate sanitary cart, horse-drawn and used for
emptying the pan lavatories, was recruited for this not very pleasant
chore. Sediment removed, and the area cleaned up, the workers then
realised that to fill the pool to its full potential (i.e. to 7 feet 6 inches)
would deny its use to all but the most competent swimmers. So my
father, Bert Firth, created a special safe area for non-swimmers, using a
wooden platform on the actual floor of the pool, to make its effective
depth in that area only about four feet. A wooden rail separated that
area from the deep end. Simple — but effective.

‘Lady Cahn must have been impressed by the hard work of the
volunteers as she reportedly encouraged Sir Julien’s interest in the
project. He then had the pool floor properly re-graded, to secure a

11



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

sloping floor, and new changing cubicles were built, and the pool area
enclosed in attractive rock walls, with seating cubicles facing the pool.
An underwater lighting system was also installed, and presumably
removed during the war. | remember evening entertainment in this
enchanting and beautifully lit setting. The chlorination system was
placed in the emergency generating station just beyond the swimming
pool, and at the same time, a sea-blue effect was secured. Some
196,000 gallons were filtrated every six hours, this being the full
capacity of the pool, which was at the shallow end some 3 feet deep,
going to 8 feet 6 inches at the deep end. Total bill to Sir Julien was
some £60,000, and generations of local users have reason to be
grateful for his generosity.” (The Sound of the Shawn, Charlie Firth)

Whenever | pass the doors of the pool, | am reminded of Jack Dring,
who was so popular a member of the College maintenance staff. Jack’s
tasks as porter included checking the credentials of those using the
facilities, i.e. of ensuring that only season ticket holders and accredited
guests were using the pool. This was no easy matter, and some would
have told Jack ’ the tale of the old iron pot’. He was truly one of
Nature’s Gentlemen, and was in fact the first person | met when |
arrived for my scholarship interview in the summer of 1956 (little
realising then, that Jack would be on duty as church sidesman when
my daughter was married at St Mary’s, East Leake, about a quarter
century later). Also coming to mind for any student of the Stanford
Swimming Pool must be Mr Chesham, the estate engineer. There was
a sort of built-in joke, inspired, so it was said, by a film about ‘Ali
Baba’. A concealed entrance to the pool had a carefully balanced
‘stone door’, weighing some 14 hundredweight, but swinging open
easily at the tug of a chain. Thus, when answering searching questions
from a newspaper reporter, say, Mr Chesham would continue the
conversation in his usual affable manner, whilst at the same time,
tugging at the chain so that the ‘cave opened’. Having met the
legendary estate engineer in my student days, | can well imagine his
merriment as the visitor’s face dropped in amazement.

The management of the many projects put in hand by Sir Julien must
have been excellent, compared to some of the stories coming from

12



Stories from the days of Sir Julien Cahn

earlier times. A report from the pre-Cahn era notes that a former owner,
Mr Ratcliffe, ordered vast quantities of stone from local farms in order
that a wall could be built around the Hall. Fifteen carts were sent twice
a day to Loughborough for supplies, and traffic in Church Gate was
brought to a standstill, as a water cart, ordered by Stanford Hall, made
its slow and steady way through the streets. But even the remarkable
J. A. Chesham would not have had the power to make traffic jams
‘disappear’.

Fortunately for students of the early days of the College at Stanford
Hall, an article by Nancy Goodier (a student of 1955-6) appears in the
Co-operative College Magazine for 1956, relating some of the life and
times of the estate engineer. At the time Chesham had been working on
the estate for around twenty-eight years, and life must have seemed a
little placid at times when compared to his ‘being drawn by dog sleigh
and shooting the rapids in a canoe’, as part of his day’s work selling
and maintaining farming machinery on the other side if the Atlantic.
He had started his working life, after qualifying as an engineer, on the
Great Northern Railway, but when he completed his part-time studies
at the University of Nottingham, he (and his wife) emigrated to
Canada, where he worked for Canadian Pacific. Other employment
included selling and servicing farm machinery and, eventually, he
landed in Dallas, where he managed an ice rink and dance hall —
which is more than J.R. of the famous soap opera ever did. He returned
from the USA/Canada just as the bitter winds of recession were
blowing there and, having local connections, it was perhaps inevitable
that someone pointed to the vacancy for Estate Engineer at Stanford
Hall, now under the ownership of Sir Julien Cahn. Providence must
have had a hand in it, as there was no-one quite like ‘Chesh’. I'm not
quite sure what he might have done for the Channel Tunnel Project,
but | feel sure that it would have had some good singing and dancing
and conjuring tricks by now. He sometimes appeared on stage a Sir
Julien’s assistant during the ‘illusions’ presented to guests. As the local
papers put it, he usually ‘relished’ the prospect.

And that was some relishing...

13



Not Quite Lies Misérables
I%I@W I[{[ﬁgh Drama came to Smni[@r& IH&LH

Students’” first sight of the theatre interior in the early years of the
College, had to do with the appearance of the avuncular Mr Chesham
and his popular lecture on Fire Precautions. He did not go onto the
stage for this occasion but spoke, as it were, from the orchestra pit, or
close to it, flanked by an assistant who might well have turned the fire
extinguisher into a bunch of flowers. Not many months later,
Dr ). Bronowski stood in the same spot to give a lecture on philosophy,
which he began by spilling water all over his suit. Perhaps this
accident has something to do with the lingering influence of
Mr Chesham’s lecture on ‘What to do
until the Fire Brigade arrives’.

In due course, students participated in
Christmas term concerts, and some of the
‘turns’ were remarkably good. Indeed, a
social studies member who produced
‘Airs on a Beanstring’ for a mid-1950s
concert later became a regional director
for CBI, whilst a young man who
performed one or two bits from ‘Carousel’
in the same show became a Member of
Parliament. Some showing-off was
inevitable, yet the gathering of the estate’s
residents — tutors, members of
maintenance and catering staffs, etc. —
made a handsome occasion, before the
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The interior of the
theatre, with the
safety curtain down.
Photograph probably
taken in the 1990s.

students went home, in hope of Christmas boxes in the shape of local
society grants.

The Stanford Hall Theatre has enjoyed miles of print publicity over the
years, although there has been no detailed history. As the building
went up in three-quarters of a year or less, it might be thought that any
history would be rather slim. Nearest to such a project known to the
writer, is the long article in the Winter 1982 issue of the Journal of the
Cinema Organ Society in which Roy Bingham wrote a well-detailed
article on ‘The Glyndebourne with a Wurlitzer’. It was, for me,
especially interesting in noting that the architect appointed to design
the theatre, Cecil Aubrey Masey FRIBA, also designed the exterior of
the Granada Theatre, Tooting (London, SW17) — which was my local
cinema in my 1930s childhood.

The theatre was still " quite new” when Anne and | were students in the
1950s. Sydney Sax — who had been Sir Julien’s hairdresser — lived in
one of the cottages on the main road, and provided inexpensive
haircuts to students, these accompanied by grand yarns about the old
days.

But since the haircuts and stories were provided in a basement room
known as ‘the laundry’, the glitter was perhaps a little distant. In any
case, it is almost impossible to conjure up an impression of Sir Julien
engaged in one of his grand plans. Perhaps we can say that he knew
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what he wanted and that in itself is a rare talent, as anyone who has
worked in a shop can confirm. He knew how to spend money, as well
as how to make it, and he did not hesitate to give much of it away.
Providence had the last laugh of course, in the sense that the retail
furniture companies in which he had much of his financial interest,
were among the Co-op Movement's fiercest competitors. Yet, in his all
too brief span of life at Stanford Hall, Sir Julien prepared the estate for
the Co-operative Movement’s international management centre. | feel
sure that Sir Julien would appreciate the joke!

Reasons for the theatre’s construction have been variously offered over
the years, and the present writer has heard more versions than are
counted for the creation of the universe. One story has to do with the
competing and understandable demands for the large room used for
entertaining visitors. This was the Badminton Room, which prior to its
1960s conversion to the Turnbull Room, was a spacious indoor
badminton court which also doubled as a hall for shows, etc. Foliage
decor on the walls, etc. gave the room a rather dark aspect compared
to the present light colour environment of the Turnbull Room, but
perhaps illusionists do not want too much ‘external light’ (i.e. apart
from that illuminating the stage). The Badminton Room looked out
onto the Italian Garden or Piazza, which incorporated blue and yellow
mosaic work, a fountain, illuminated at night, as well as stonework
reminiscent of Rome. Thus, guests could walk from the Badminton
Room into the Italian Garden, and there take refreshments, as well as
deep breaths of the unpolluted air. According to the press, the Italian
Garden was an ‘architectural gem... erected under the supervision of
Italian masters’. Inevitably, it shows sign of ageing today, though the
external environment is, as in Sir Julien’s day, full of marvellous plants.

Anyway, the story goes that Sir Julien and his wife found that they both
wanted the Room at varying times, for their own entertaining, so it was
decided that Sir Julien would build his own theatre — as indeed he did.
There were charity concerts etc. long before the theatre was built, and
on February 16, 1934, for example, a charity show in the Badminton
Room included a personal appearance by an operatic star, Laelia
Finneberg, the evening being rounded off with a film, The Mysterious
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Green Ray, the latter using Gaumont British projector equipment
(which was also installed at the theatre). Title of the film choice is
interesting, as Sir Julien had a keen interest in lighting effects — any ray
that could stop traffic would be welcome in East Leake on Saturday.

Yet it is more likely that the theatre project arose naturally from Sir
Julien’s own interests. According to a newspaper interview that he gave
in the 1930s, his interest in ‘illusions” — which some invariably called
‘magic’ — began when he was a young man, but in view of his many
business responsibilities, he had been unable to take up the hobby
again until he had come to Stanford Hall.

The story has the ring of truth, for at the time of Sir Julien’s boyhood
and youth — remembering that he was born in October 1882 — boys’
magazines were crammed with articles on illusions, tricks, conjuring
and such useful instruction as making your own telephone. These
articles related to science as much as to entertainment, and may thus
explain why Sir Julien was keenly interested in lighting effects. Odd to
recall that in the 1930s publishers were rushing out books that
explained ‘magician’s secrets’. One wonders if any of these works
found their way into Sir Julien’s extensive library on the topic. That Sir
Julien, in his middle age, returned to youthful interests, may be timely
wisdom for some readers of these pages. Too many good men die, as
Rev W.H. Elliott put it, with their music still locked inside them.

A still more interesting reason given for the theatre’s construction was
that the deep air raid shelter beneath it was the first consideration. The
theatre could be sealed and used as a reservoir of air in the event of a
gas attack, as some newspapers seemed to think likely when war
came. ‘We had air raid practice before the war’, recalls Miss Tacey. ‘Sir
Julien had insight of the forthcoming war.” Exercises included use of
the escape tunnel leading to the air raid shelter. ‘Cook being rather
well-made, got stuck, and that set everybody laughing during the
exercise.” This same useful source of information refers to a labour
dispute during the building of the theatre (though given the speed with
which the project was completed, must have been quickly settled).
‘There was a strike of workmen, objecting to bricklaying on such a
high wall, to the left facing the entrance to the theatre. The men had
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forgotten a pipe, probably a water supply pipe, to the air raid shelter
beneath the theatre, so they had to drill through eighteen feet of
concrete.

The theatre cost £73,000, about fifty-percent more than the price for
which the entire estate was sold to the Co-operative Movement at the
end of the war. The theatre contract was undertaken by White Allom
Ltd of London, the design and decor consultancy responsible for the
earlier conversion of the estate to Sir Julien’s requirements. In the
earlier ownership by the Ratcliffe family, the Hall was — to quote one
local — as plain as a brick, though it is worth noting that St John the
Baptist parish church at Stanford-on-Soar owed much to the generosity
of the family, notably Richard Ratcliffe JP who bought Stanford Hall in
1888. Indeed, the living of the parish was held by the Hall’s owner (see
Charlie Firth’s River That Changed Its Mind).

No money seems to have been spared in the creation of the bijou
theatre at Stanford Hall — and it remains something of a wonder in the
east Midlands. Beatrice McDermott’s murals, borrowing from Greek
legend, were first viewed by members of the estate, as the artist
worked, one being Joy Tacey who came to watch the work every day
after school. Ceiling mural work was done by the artist resting on a sort
of celestial settee, made from scaffolding, timber and other materials.
Miss Tacey also remembers the grand opening night of the theatre,
when Rupert Hazel, Evelyn Laye, and other artistes performed. Daisy
Kennedy, the violinist, had a minor mishap — ‘her hairpiece came off,
as she played away in the spotlight, leaving a bald spot’. Apart from a
little theatre viewing on open days (in aid of charity etc.) the general
public had to wait until late December 1938 before being admitted to
a full theatre programme. Opportunity to see the theatre was included
in the attractions offered to the public on Saturday August 20, 1938.
Visiting hours were from 2 p.m. to 7 p.m., and a cricket match
between Sir Julien’s International XI and D. Vaughan’s XI was
included. An organ recital was given in the theatre — all proceeds from
the day went to the local District Nursing Association, reflecting Sir
Julien’s long interest in, and support of, medical-related causes.
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Still in excellent order, the
Waurlitzer is one of the
area’s ‘modern treasures’.
The ’short back and sides’
haircuts suggest a late
1940s audience.

That revival of interest in Wurlitzers large and small, characteristic of
the later 1970s until now, shows what a good investment it was. With
its hydraulic lift, the Wurlitzer had been bought ‘slightly second hand’
from the Madeline Theatre in Paris, one of the few second-hand items
that Sir Julien ever bought. Its original four ranks of pipes were
expanded to include a fifth . With its drums, bells, castanets, triangles
and so much else, the Wurlitzer was used by some of the land’s best-
known theatre organists (few of whom would ever have agreed to play
a less than excellent console). As already indicated, the Journal of the
Cinema Organ Society in 1982 provided a fine description of the
instrument, and also noted that it was little more than ten years old
when Sir Julien obtained it. Reginald Foort was engaged to give the first
performance at Stanford Hall — the ‘official opening’, as it were — at a
concert held on January 15, 1938.

During a BBC Radio Nottingham programme in January 1985, Stanley
Whittington recalled his invitation to play the Wurlitzer whilst he was
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F AT

Sitting room or Mitchell Room. The general decor of this pleasant
sitting room, opposite the main entrance, can be seen by the present-
day visitor. It became known, in the College’s early days, as the
‘Mitchell Room’, after J.T.W. Mitchell, the man especially involved in
founding the Co-operative Wholesale Society. One can almost
imagine Mr Mitchell and Sir Julien exchanging ideas on modern
management (the theme of many lectures given in this room).

serving in the forces. He was at the time member of the dance band
made up of members of the army unit, 12 Battalion RAOC — and not a
bad ensemble at that. Remembering that the RAOC had a wartime
army vehicle park at Stanford Hall, the band occasionally played there.
Sir Julien must have been impressed at the musicianship, as he asked if
any if the musicians played a theatre organ. Stanley Whittington, who
was the band’s pianist, said that he did, and from 1943, had occasional
opportunity to play the instrument.

sincidentally, the servicemen sometimes played in the theatre, using
the orchestra pit, which can usually accommodate up to fifteen players
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Former music room. Overlooking the Italian Garden, this handsome

room retains the splendour of Sir Julien’s day, including the
chandeliers but the paintings have long departed.

— though there are means of extending this space. The Wurlitzer was
used in conjunction with lighting effects. A device known as the
Brenograph projected lighting in diffused shapes and patterns onto
curtains, which reflected the colours and hues as they ‘moved with the
music’. Sir Julien planned a sequence, stimulating dawn into morning
and high noon, then into evening and night, whilst colours and effects
were thrown onto the curtains. The Wurlitzer would play an
appropriate sequence of music, or perhaps a singer would provide
vocals, as in ‘Trees” which were the theme of one of the Brenograph
sequences. As one might expect, there are varying views as to Sir
Julien’s style as an illusionist, but no-one can deny that he knew how
to put on a good show. Indeed, one could fill a little booklet with
theatrical recollections, but here we might only refer to one or two.
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Modern sitting room. The "1930s decor’ sitting room always had a
friendly atmosphere and, for some thirty years or more, served as the
students” common room, before being converted to the audio-visual
studio and laboratory in the late 1970s.

Several new illusions were prepared for the spectacular held in late
December 1938. A girl placed in a genuine steel safe made her escape
in twenty-three minutes, and there was a mental telepathy trick which
was in its way both marvellous and quaint.

This trick involved the use of an ordinary though handsome
gramophone — remembering that these were the days of 78 r.p.m. discs
— which was carried onto the stage by Sir Julien, who, showed that no
wires or any other connections were attached to it. A single 78 rpm
record was placed on the turntable but not played, and leaving the
instrument in full view of the audience, inviting guests to tell him (in
confidential whisper) as to their favourite opera. No one else could
hear this conversation yet, within moments, the gramophone on the
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An “old world aura’ to the dining room suggested an imminent
medieval feast and, although the College used the two dining rooms
(the other being the subsequently-expanded 'theatre’ dining room)
this ‘old dining room” was preferred by many students, especially for
occasions like Burns Night and the Lancashire/Yorkshire Hot-Pot
Night, when the resident tutor, Arnold Bonner, ‘obliged” with dialect
recitations. The room has been used in recent years as a
seminar/conference area.

stage ‘seemed’ to play music from the very same opera as requested by
the member of the audience last addressed by Sir Julien. Incidentally,
the first request was for Bizet’s Carmen.

Now for explanation! Beneath Sir Julien’s immaculate dinner jacket a
microphone was linked to a small wireless transmitter in his pocket.
Beneath the stage and thoroughly concealed, a member of staff picked
up the signal — the whispered request — and at once searched among
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the records around him for one that related to the opera in question. A
gramophone close to this well-hidden assistant was rigged up so that
the sound seemed to come from the gramophone on the stage. Disc
jockeys on phone-in request shows on radio have to work quickly but
the man looking after the stack of records beneath Stanford Hall stage
must have been of Olympic standard.

There is no evident explanation for the ‘most popular trick’, as it was
described in local reports, that of producing a flow of liquid
refreshment — including cocktails and liqueurs — from a mere water jug.
Refreshments so obtained were passed to appreciative members of the
audience for confirmation of quality. Another popular illusion involved
the use of an old-fashioned farm pump which produced jugs filled with
fine, foaming ale on demand. In order that a local police
superintendent (one of the guests) could be satisfied on the matter of
Trading Standards etc. the pump was persuaded to put in a little extra
effort, and produced some good wine. The then Mayor of
Loughborough, Councillor G.H. Dean, was invited to help with this
trick. Sir Julien liked to have audience involvement!

Given that the first decade of the Co-operative College’s residence was
‘dry’ it seems a little doubtful that Sir Julien’s flow of alcohol would
have been entirely appreciated. In the 1950s, any proposal that the
College should have a bar — as it has today — would have been an
occasion for Much Aghastness on the part of the lay committee that
was, in most respects, responsible for the College’s work. But as the
Co-op has sturdy non-conformist traditions, that attitude was
understandable — not that it entirely influenced students. | shared a
room with a student from Cyprus, who whilst getting good exam
results, had turned his wardrobe into a sort of cocktail cabinet, with
rows of wine bottles etc. on the bottom shelf. Being inclined to
temperance myself, | wondered if my chum was putting temptation in
my path (alas, he did not and | am still ignorant on the matter of wine).

It was at that last peace-time Christmas (1938) that Ena Baga, an
organist of some distinction, played Gershwin’s ‘Rhapsody in Blue” on
the Wurlitzer — with lighting effects produced by the Brenograph, to
match the music. It must have been a memorable evening, including
famous radio stars like Sutherland Felce (a popular compere on Radio
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Badminton Court. Hardly recognisable as the Turnbull Room —
following a conversion for conference use some thirty years ago. As
the badminton Room the foliage design and decor gave a remarkable
effective ‘out of doors aura’ and perhaps a hint of the mystical, too. A
squash court, complete with balcony, was situated on the floor above
— occupied now by the well-stocked library.

Luxembourg) and Phil Meny and his Hungarian Orchestra. Councillor
S.).Darlaston, Honorary Secretary of the Loughbourgh Hospital
Carnival Committee, had worked with Sir Julien on planning the
concert. It was also about this time that Sir Julien resigned his
Mastership of the Fernie Hunt, for reasons of ill health. Various
photographs show Sir Julien on horseback, whilst the College itself has
a fine portrait of him, with horses, dogs and Stanford scenery as a
backdrop. This is also gently ironic, as the College for long opposed
hunting access to its lands.
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A page from the visitors” book. Among memorabilia from Sir Julien’s
ownership of the Hall, is a Visitor’s Book from the early 1930s which
makes interesting reading, not least from the comments which often
compliment host and hostess for their hospitality. ‘If there is a heaven,
this is it’, and ‘May | come again please?’ are included in this page
from 1933.

Sir Julien was also a star of the shows of course, and we read in the
Loughborough Echo that a well-known writer of books on ‘magical
subjects’, William Goldstone, came to the rehearsals of the December
1938 show. He must have been impressed, for in a later report on the
show, the Loughborough Echo (December 30, 1938) commented: ‘Sir
Julien explained to the audience that about eighty per cent of the
illusions he presented, were actually made in the estate workshops
from his own plans, and it was a tribute to his ingenuity that these
tricks which incorporated disappearing ladies and other mysterious
events, continued to mystify the audience until the end’.

Although the sealions did not get a spot in the show, two (unidentified)
birds named ‘Garbo’ and ‘Sunshine’ were more fortunate. ‘They
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The long dining room. More intimate and family meals were shared
in the long room — now in use as the student common room. The
College used the room for guest lectures and other academic work
over many years, when it was known as the Rae-Hall Room, after two
of the College’s early advocates — W.R. Rae and Professor Fred Hall,
the first principal.

respectively disappeared, to re-appear inside a cage, and assisted
Sir Julien in selecting playing cards requested by the audience, the
latter easily living up to its reputation of being the most intelligent bird
in the world’. It must have had some of the fish diet taken by the
sealions!

There was frequent reference to the technical wonders installed by Sir
Julien, for example, the sliding cinema screen which could be brought
into operation simply by pressing a button — Mr Chesham said that it
was unique in Britain, and, in those days, it probably was. Push-button
control was also used for the 28,000 watts of spot lighting, but, as
already noted, the shadow of war could not be discounted even in
these times of merriment.
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‘The theatre is unique,” reported the Loughborough Echo, ‘in as much
as it can be closed up so as to become absolutely gas-tight in the event
of an air raid, there being sufficient air contained to permit several
hundreds of persons to stay there for two days.” Not that packing
several hundred people in the theatre seemed entirely possible — it was
not a proposal mentioned during my time in local civil defence at any
rate. As for the deep shelter, it was never used, thank heaven, and its
submarine-type locking doors are, presumably, still on the latch.

One could add more about Sir Julien’s wonderful programmes, which
raised so much money for charities, but perhaps for the moment one
final point needs to be mentioned. Among the illusions used in the
December 1938 show was a ‘slimming machine’ from which a slender
young lady emerged moments after a very ample damsel had been put
into it (i.e. a reducing process has been effected in that short time).
One can only say that it would be a godsend at the local health centre.
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The Remarkable B@W]ﬁng Machine:

A Cricket @&ys&ey

In collecting reminiscences about Sir Julien Cahn the subject of cricket
pops up more than somewhat. So | was not too surprised when two
thoughtful researchers came to me and announced that they were
hoping to produce a book about Sir Julien’s International XI. As far as |
know, the book has yet to appear but, when it does, there should be a
splendid array of stories. A rather slim book on Sir Julien’s team and

times was published in the early 1960s,
written by a Midlands historian, E.E. Snow,
Sir Julein Cahn’s International XI, and is
sometimes sought via the pages of that
useful weekly, The Bookdealer.

More often seen, perhaps, is E.W.
Swanton’s 1972 book, A Sort of Cricket
Person (Collins), in the pages of which the
famous Daily Telegraph cricketing writer
recalled various characters encountered in
the cause of the Best Pursuit Known to
Mankind. Sir Julien gets a generous innings
in the book.

The wickets at Stanford Hall were
legendary, like the hospitality, whilst there
was merriment — properly subdued — when
Sir Julien got a wicket. It is interesting to
note that Swanton confirms that during the
‘off season” members of the International XI
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could (if they wished) secure useful employment in Sir Julien’s
business. Having worked in the furniture trade myself, | can understand
the benefit of good bowling when ensuring that cushions on settees
were at their most presentable angle.

In passing one might note the many collecting interests of Sir Julien —
including an outstanding library of cricketing books, with vintage
works that would be worth a small fortune today, or even a medium
sized one. Following Sir Julien’s death in 1944, Lady Cahn offered
such titles as the MCC would find useful to ‘fill their gaps” but the bulk
of the collection was apparently sold at auction, and for considerably
less than one might have expected. It is said that the collectors came
too late to bid as the auction schedule had been rearranged so that Sir
Julien’s ‘lot” came under the hammer earlier in the day than had been
scheduled. He would, I think, be interested to discover that recently,
some Collectors Conferences have been held at the College.

Sir Julien wrote briefly on his collection of cricket bats, in the little
hardcover book he sponsored in 1938, A Hundred Years of Trent
Bridge and which was edited by E.V. Lucas. | paid £17.50 for my copy
a couple of years ago, but have seen copies on sale for closer to a
tenner, but it is probably quite rare.

E.V. Lucas was a veteran writer, associated with Punch, with books of
essays and travel etc., and was, according to one source, getting on a
bit when he came up to Stanford Hall to see Sir Julien, presumably in
1937 since the book appeared in 1938. E.V. Lucas states in his note at
the beginning of the book that it was prepared in commemoration of
the centenary of the Trent Bridge Cricket Ground, and the first match
on which was played on May 28, 1838. The mouth-watering list of
vintage books noted as sources of information must have included
some of the volumes on Sir Julien’s shelves, and doubtless in the
library of Nottingham County Cricket Club at Trent Bridge,
Nottingham. Peter Wynne-Thomas, the archivist, says that ‘our library
possesses some 4,000 volumes and is the largest in the country — apart
from Lord’s — which is open to the public.’

Sir Julien was President of the Notts CCC in 1931, 1935 and in 1938,
and today, as the archivist points out, ‘there is plenty of evidence at
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This photograph, from the late 1960s, shows a management tutorial
in progress in the Mitchell Room, the lecturer being Mr W. Shearer.
’‘Chalk and talk” methods have largely been replaced by educational
technology but small group work is still a well-used approach.

Trent Bridge of the support which he gave to the Club. Three of the
stands were mainly financed by him, as well as the indoor cricket nets.
His photograph hangs in the Pavilion.’

But to return to those ‘famous bits of wood’ as Sir Julien called them in
the 1938 book. At the time, the collection of cricket bats was ‘gathered
together in the Pavilion of the West Bridgford cricket ground in the
Loughborough Road’ and, happily, may be seen at another part of the
site today. So, Sir Julien’s all-too-brief article focuses mainly on the
assembling of the collection which, as the book put it, ‘has made the
West Bridgford Pavilion a Temple of Fame.” Thanks to the assistance of
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A study bedroom in the
Abbotts Wing, circa
1957-8.

o

Mr A.W. Shelton, President of the Notts CCC in 1933, Sir Julien had
been able to acquire, in 1930, the excellent collection of cricket bats
built by Mr C. Pratt Green of Great Malvern, soon afterwards adding
Mr Shelton’s collection of about forty. ‘Finally,” wrote Sir Julien, ‘he
was instrumental in getting for me the twenty-eight bats which had
added to the attractions of an inn at Putney kept by a Mr Farrant. These
are curiosities rather than weapons, including as they do, one bat
made from the wood of a cutting taken from the willow tree at
St Helena over the grave of Napoleon, who | am sure, was no
cricketer’. Sir Julien gives a stirring set of examples from the marvellous
collection, and adds that Mr J.N. Pentelow had compiled an excellent
catalogue of the collection, this document being ‘in itself almost a
history of the game.’

Incidentally Mr A.W. Shelton’s contribution to the book — an essay on
the grounds at Trent Bridge — is accompanied by a tribute from
E.V. Lucas: ‘But for him, the collections of Cricketana preserved by the
Club, and by Sir Julien Cahn would not be a tenth as valuable as they

’

are'.
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Note that ‘value’ here was not primarily about cash, as might be the
case in these materialistic times. The ‘value’ was a genuine interest in
the game; Sir Julien was no hoarder, nor a collector merely of the
squirrel variety. A man may be judged in many ways, but one sure sign
of quality is the degree to which he shares his enthusiasms.

There were other collections at Stanford Hall, including the model
soldiers representing officers and men of the Napoleonic Army, and
which had been made by French prisoners of war. Cloth for the
uniforms had been taken from garments worn by the comrades who
had died in battle or in captivity. According to recollection, these
soldiers were among Sir Julien’s most prized possessions, and may well
have remained at the Hall after the estate was sold. There are reports of
visitors to the college (in its early days) being able to take one of these
soldiers as a sort of souvenir. | cannot confirm those stories but the
display case in which the soldiers stood may be seen close to the
Turnbull Room (i.e. the former Badminton Room) and which is now
used to display international Co-operative memorabilia.

Sir Julien Cahn’s International Xl included
first class players from many countries in
the Commonwealth. The team travelled EDN
widely, to Jamaica and Argentina in 1930,
to Denmark in 1932, later to Canada, the
U.S.A. and Bermuda. The booklet which
Charlie Firth and the present writer co-
authored, Spectacular at Stanford Hall,
contains more information on the team.

There were other sports facilities at
Stanford Hall, of course, and in these days
of ‘vim, vigour and vitamins’, who knows
but that the College may develop these
recreational possibilities? Students of the
1940s and the 1950s were able to use the
Squash Court, situated above the
Badminton Room, and approximately 4
occupying the present area of the Library, CAUGHT!
on the first floor. The Squash Court also
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had a balcony, brought into use as a seminar area, whilst a student of
the 1950s, destined for major management responsibilities, used to
practice his trumpet playing there, the echo effect reminiscent of a pop
trumpeter who sold a lot of records in those days.

Sir Julien did so much for the cause of cricket that it was entirely true,
as a posthunous tribute commented, that, ‘he probably spent a fortune
on the game’. Following cremation at Wilford, his ashes were scattered
on the cricket ground at Stanford Hall, and looking at the pleasant turf
today, one might say it was an appropriate gesture. Not only that, but
when the Co-operative College began its studies in 1945, one of its
best-known tutors, Arnold Bonner, a sturdy Lancastrian, was almost as
enthusiastic about cricket as Sir Julien was. During the second world
war, when the estate was used as a vehicle park by 12 Battalion
RAOC, Sir Julien encouraged service teams to use the grounds.

Cliff Berry, writing in the Co-op News (May 26, 1982) recalled that
Sir Julien sometimes watched the matches, and on some occasions,
twelve-a-side fixtures were arranged. Sir Albert Cahn (Sir Julien’s son)
referring to those war-time fixtures, notes that a team was formed from
many local employees. He adds, ‘My father and | played sometimes
but not on the main cricket ground. A new pitch was made on the
seventh fairway and the matches played in the evening’. The seventh
fairway was (according to my calculations) in the vicinity of North
Lodge, on that part of the estate towards Rempstone Road.

Thanks to the memory of Sir Albert Cahn we have information on the
bowling machine, purchased from an inventor that came to the Hall
before the war. ‘It was made of wood, and basically consisted of an
arm with three prongs at one end, these gripping a cricket ball.
Mr Chesham used to operate the machine by pulling back the arm
against a strong spring. The machine was then aimed at the batsman,
and when the arm was released, the ball came hurtling down with
deadly accuracy. The Bowling Machine was quite sophisticated; it was
able, by means of a leather strap and a drawing pin, to impart an off
break or leg break on the delivery. Among the local folk involved in
cricketing for Sir Julien was ‘the gardener in the bothy, a Mr Herbert

34



The remarkable bowling machine

Newman, nicknamed ‘Stiffy’ — usually a standby but a man who could
be relied upon to get cracking at short notice.’

During the war years, part of the top floor of the Hall was used as a
military medical/convalescence unit, whilst army trucks were kept
here, sometimes draped in camouflage nets beneath the trees. Even
today, the sharp-eyed visitor may find where Nissen huts were placed
— something of an architectural contrast to the rest of the place, to say
the least, Only commissioned officers were permitted to enter the Hall
by the main entrance but lesser personages in the military had the great
compensation of a canteen, close to the side entrance, and run by Lady
Cahn.

It is easy to forget that Sir Julien’s ownership of Stanford Hall was
remarkably brief, considering his impact not only on the Hall but on
the east Midlands. He died in September 1944, so, even at the time of
writing, the Co-operative Movement has been ‘in residence’ some
three times longer than he was. Stories abound, some humorous (like
those relating to Sir Julien’s inflatable knee pads — assuming they
actually existed). But as the years pass, one sees how he essentially
spent, not so much on himself, but rather on recreations that many
could enjoy years beyond his own life on this planet.
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In one sense, the Co-operative College at Stanford Hall celebrated an
eightieth birthday in 1992 for it was in 1912 that The College Herald
and the Co-operative College Herald Circle were launched, primarily
under the aegis of Professor Fred Hall MA and Mr W.R. Rae (after
whom the Rae-Hall Room at the College, now the Student Common
Room, was named). In 1912, the world was clearly in a state of crisis,
needing a new thrust to international co-operation and goodwill,
whilst on a more mundane level, the growing need for professionalism
among management, emphasised the need for a central College, in
which the Co-operative Movement could develop its managerial talent
(as well as help local society lay members develop their role in their
local community)

In 1919, the Co-operative College began, so 1994 is the 75th
anniversary of the first classes being held, whilst 1995 is the 50th
anniversary of the College’s launching at Stanford Hall.

So this brief outline is, the author hopes, prompting for a definitive
work by someone more expert than he is.
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The view from the roof of
the Co-operative Bank
Building in Manchester,
close to Holyoake House,
in Hanover Street where
the first classes of the
operative College were
held, just after the end of
the First World War.

One look and he was convinced!

It is sometimes said that the arts of management include an ability to
put on a good act, and the same is probably true of politics, so it is not
out of place to say that the theatre — built by Sir Julien Cahn less than
ten years earlier — brought the co-operators to Stanford Hall. Among
sources that have confirmed the story, the late Laurie Pavitt MP told
me, in the latter part of 1988, that he had been ‘quite involved” with
the purchase of Stanford Hall: ‘It was the theatre that sold the Hall.
Arthur Hemstock was very much involved in amateur dramatics,
especially the Leicester Little Theatre. As Chairman of Co-operative
Youth Centres, he was looking for a further youth centre” There was, at
the end of the war, a great upsurge of interest in providing facilities for
young people. ‘One look at the theatre, and he was hot-foot to
Holyoake House (the headquarters of the Co-operative Union). My
figures may be at fault, but my recollection is that the theatre had cost
Sir Julien £73,000 but for the lot — grounds, Hall, swimming pool, etc.
— the price was £54,000.’

Arthur Hemstock had to put up with a little leg-pulling later when he
urged that the theatre be used for weekend drama festivals to which
ordinary Co-op members and their families could be invited. This was
a good idea, in fact, but a wag proposed that the new name for the
theatre might be . . .

Hemstock’s Hippodrome
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Indeed, the theatre was to become home for annual festivals and other
ventures, not to mention the one-in-three-week repertory by the
Midland Theatre Company in the 1950s, and later The Lincoln Theatre
Company, the latter including John Savident, Milton Johns, Anna
Carteret and others who have since become nationally known, thanks
in part to their frequent good work in television. The Co-operative
Review of March 1946 announced that a Co-operative College Theatre
Club had been formed, ‘amid a host of good wishes from the Minister
of Education, J.B. Priestley, Val Gielgud, Dame Sybil Thorndike,
Laurence Olivier, and many others’. At the time, there was
considerable discussion as to the ways in which ‘a theatre of ideas’
might be generated, though it was always doubtful that the Theatre
could have followed the radical ideas of Unity Theatre Movement in
the east of London.

Yet there was no shortage of ideas, and one can only surmise what
might have developed had it been possible to appoint a sort of
playwright-in-residence, one could write entertainingly yet pertinently
on the issues of the time. The Co-operative Union published titles
designed to encourage drama, e.g. collections like Drama for
Co-operators and One Act Plays by John Bourne, the drama director of
the Leicester Little Theatre, and it was also planned to build up a
library of books, scripts and other materials at the College, for use by
dramatists and playwrights, real and merely aspiring. This interest
might also have related to that present-day booming interest in music
hall, which has itself carried so many social messages (some of them
quite rude). Appropriately, the late Barney Colehan has lectured from
the Co-operative College stage, that diligent and bright-minded expert
on so many aspects of working class entertainments. When Jan Bussell
of Hogarth Puppets fame visited the theatre more than forty years ago,
he thought it a ‘gem’ and added, ‘if only one could reset it in the West
End, it would be a gold mine’.

Among the most interesting ‘eye-witness reports’ of the College in its
early days at Stanford Hall, may be found in Jack Hilton’s English
Ribbons, which was published in 1950 by Jonathan Cape. Jack Hilton
was a considerable ‘working class writer’ of the time, and his work has
recently been reviewed in Andy Croft’s Red Letter Days, published by
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Lawrence and Wishart in 1990. The book itself is related to a BBC
Radio Four series of the same title. Jack Hilton, and his wife, Mary,
toured England in the late 1940s, pushing a handbarrow (for their
luggage etc.) and making a sort of diary as they travelled. The book is
very well worth reprinting! Although Jack Hilton mis-spells the
previous owner’s name (i.e. as Sir Julian Kahn) he clearly had regard
for him. ‘Being a millionaire gives added interest to any man, living or
dead... My Dad, though a kind socialist, liked to be reminded of big
financial deals and generous benefactions. He was poor but in his
imagination, he lived the life of his pet millionaire. Today, the fashion
has changed somewhat for neither a millionaire nor a Lord has the
appeal of a film or sports star. We'll vote Sir Julien as trumps because
he was certainly sporting’.

Jack Hilton was clearly fascinated by his sight of Stanford Hall as it was
in the late 1940s: ‘it had great interest for it expressed one man’s idea
of how he stood in his relation to the Cosmos’. Yet there is no hint here
that Jack Hilton thought the former owner guilty of bad taste, if
anything the contrary was true, for the writer speaks at length of the
natural splendour — ‘all the tree life that is best in Leicestershire was in
a sunny spring glory, for even the oak and the ash were in fresh
foliage’. Yet everything seemed to reflect that this had been home to a
man with immense financial resources:

‘If a man was crazy enough to put a million signs, each of which bore
the word ‘millionaire’” and a gold sovereign, he wouldn’t convey what
being a millionaire is, more adequately than has Sir Julien... And the
cricket field! Cricket was in Sir Julien’s blood, and because of this,
St Paul will have opened the gates of heaven wide to him, and in
heaven there will be a beautiful cricket ground that’s so perfect that it
will be obviously be a copy of this private cricket ground of Sir Julien’s
mortal life.’
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It was indeed sight of the cricket ground that made the writer become
not merely sentimental, but possibly to have postponed his departure:

‘I love the game, and | love cricket grounds, and |
understand why cricket journalism is lyrical. There’s
poetry in most cricket grounds. There’s perfection in this
one at Stanford Hall. If some men can be enraptured in
music, or ballet, or two wrestlers biting each other’s ears,
let me sit on a green form and look and look at this
Stanford Hall cricket ground. And having looked and
looked, I’'m prepared to admit that if | was a millionaire,
I'd get me a cricket ground and unbowlable batsmen and
unplayable bowlers and be the captain of the team, and
have my money’s worth.’

Jack Hilton writes of the seal pond (now deserted, of course) and of the
magnificent bathrooms still in use (one way and another) when | was a
student in the mid 1950s. Most have now gone, but the magnificent
Adam Bathroom of which Jack Hilton writes, may still be seen and
gasped at. Finally, Jack Hilton refers to the ‘memento of the Battle of
Waterloo’, the wonderful carving of Napoleon’s regiments which
seemed so life-like when seen by the writer and his wife. Inevitably,
Jack Hilton drew a contrast between the modest expectations of the
founder of the Co-operative Movement — the Chartist weavers of
Rochdale — and the inheritance as it were of the modern Co-op
members. A comment made from a ’ clever Dick, thumbing the
College as the Hiltons moved on’, asked where education ‘got you’ — a
question that might be echoed by jobless graduates today. This same
philosopher sniffed that ‘the more they ‘ave of it, the less they know’.
Writing as one who has gone through various forms of mature
education, | think he meant it, ‘the more you know, the harder it is to
be sure that you can ever make the right decision’.

Other eye witness reports of the College in its early days includes that
by Leslie Halliwell, in Seats in All Parts, recalling a Co-operative Film
School at the College in the late 1940s. His father was a member of the
Bolton Co-operative Society; for years the Co-op Movement had been
interested in making and exhibiting films — including those shown at
members film shows. One might make quite a good film script...
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Taken in the 1950s, this group photograph shows some of the tutors

who were well-known locally and throughout the Co-operative
Movement.

Stan Maudsley (holding the small boy) has at his left Arnold Bonner,
Walter Eason, Jim Guest and Harry Davies. Tom Young and W.
Walker are also seated in the front row.
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To mention Tolstoy might suggest one of the more dramatic
entertainments available at the Stanford Hall Theatre — but there was,
at one time, a great deal of interest in Tolstoy’s agricultural community
ideas, within the Co-operative Movement. Given the crisis in world
affairs, linked to the natural environment and the sharing of resources,
Tolstoy, you might say is on his way back. This comment was
introduced into the story because in recent months the College Library
received a request for information on a well-known tutor of the 1950s,
Harold Bing MA, FRHistS — this enquiry coming from an academic in
Germany who proposed including a paper presented by Harold Bing
to a conference, years ago, in a new book on international issues.
Harold Bing is not the only tutor of past times to be still in view, as it
were — a recent Co-op Party week-end conference at the College
showed interest in the book on the British Co-operative Movement
written by Arnold Bonner, another tutor of the 1950s — so there was
reason for a little gratitude that the present writer knew both men.

Their work may best be considered in the context of the College’s role
as a sort of ‘nurturing ground’ for Co-operative ideals, possible in those
days when almost all students were in residence for nine months. To
suggest in these hurtling times that education needs a reflective
component is to invite strictures about costing and cash balances. True
as these may be, the emphasis on vivational education, as distinct from
vocational education is growing, and seems to be strongly in line with
the traditional ideas about helping people to think and reflect.
Vivational education may be defined as sources of guidance and
training throughout life in diverse forms and for a range of
involvements, at work and at home, in the wider community and also
in one’s street. It is, in the post-industrial society, the shape of things to
come.
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Unfortunately, the request for information on Harold Bing drew almost
a blank in the sense that there is very little around to indicate the extent
of Harold’s work. In the end, with some modest information from
Harold’s widow, Elizabeth Bing, | was able to put down some memories of
my own (with Anne’s help) and although I had mislaid an article that Harold wrote
for the Co-operative Consumer, | subsequently found some notes |
typed up from that apparently single autobiographical piece. Harold’s
father — the eldest of a large family — was educated in Canterbury
Cathedral School, as a chorister. However, the family moved to
Croydon in Surrey in 1890 (where the present writer was born some
forty years later) and although Harold’s father seems to have been less
involved in Anglicanism, he never lost his regard for Canterbury and its
cathedral. Indeed, he wrote the hymn sung at the annual reunion of
choristers.

Mr F.G. Bing seems to have had keen literary interests, and — among
much else — wrote poetry for The Clarion, the newspaper launched by
Robert Blatchford and his chums in Manchester. Mrs Bing gave me a
copy of her father-in-law’s book of poetry, The World’s Pedlar, printed
in Canterbury in 1935, and Mr F.G. Bing notes that he had written for
one or two other periodicals which had by 1935 gone out of existence,
adding ‘it is further desired to acknowledge gratefully the critical
assistance of a little band of poets, chiefly in the North of England,
among whom manuscript copies of several pieces have been
circulated.” So sensitive a man was bound to meet the local Tolstoyans
who then seemed to flourish in Croydon, and he became a member of
the Tolstoyan Brotherhood launched in the area during the 1890s.
When some of its members decided to open a new community in the
Cotswolds (Whiteway) in 1898, Mr F.G. Bing might have been among
their number but for his parental responsibilities. Incidentally, Nellie
Shaw’s book on Whiteway: A Colony in the Cotswolds is much sought
today, and was at one time a sort of British alternative to Shangri La.

So young Harold was brought up in a household of vigorous thought
and debate. Visitors to the Bing home in Croydon included Tolstoy’s
secretary, Vladimir Tchertkoff, ‘a giant of a man’, and there must also
have been suffragists since Harold’s mother was involved in the ‘votes
for women” movement, though not in its more violent manifestations.
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Harold Bing recalled major events organised by the Croydon branch of
the Workers Educational Association, including a rally at Croydon
Town Hall. Important guest speakers included Dr William Temple
(later to become the Archbishop of Canterbury) and Philip Snowdon,
MP. Harold Bing noted that the latter speaker was considerably
heckled by the local ladies in the suffrage movement.

Attending ‘one of the few still surviving British Schools’ from the age of
six, Harold was (as we might put it) ‘Brought On” academically by a
teacher who recognised his potential as a student. Classes at the school
were large and often considerably more than the sixty maximum laid
down in legislation. (Teachers in most times discover that legislation,
however well shown off as political achievement, does not always
result in local improvement). The school, as Harold recalled it,
‘consisted of two bare barn-like halls, each containing several classes
separated mainly by blackboards’. Curtains were provided later, to at
least make a gesture to separate facilities, but the environment was
hardly conductive to learning. Homework was expected from the
children on three evenings per week, from the second year, and
despite the rigours of the regime, he had good reason for being grateful
for that early education. ‘Looking back, | am amazed at the amount |
had learned before the age of twelve’, he told the readers of The
Co-operative Consumer.

Obtaining a scholarship in 1910 to the recently-opened secondary
school — The Selhurst Grammar School, as it was later known — he was
elected Secretary of the National History Society and Chairman of the
Philatelic Society. Both were aligned to his father’s interests, by the
way, for F.G. Bing was Chairman of the Croydon Philatelic Society and
had been interested in natural history since his days as a pupil in
Canterbury. Advent of the first world war in August 1914 cast a grim
shadow on the hopes of Harold and his contemporaries — he was
completing his final year at school when war was declared.

Although he took a temporary job at an insurance office in 1915,
Harold faced the prospect of army call-up when compulsory
conscription was brought in during 1916. Harold shared his father’s
pacifist convictions (in passing, it might be noted that many activists in
the Co-operative Movement were jailed because of similar views).
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One imagines that his experiences were not uncommon: ‘My claim for
exemption was summarily dismissed by the local tribunal on the
grounds that | was not old enough to have a conscience.” Refusing to
join in that slaughter which, in the end, seemed to solve very little,
Harold Bing was four times court-martialled, and spent two-and-a-half
years in prison. But some good came out of the experience for it
confirmed rather than had any counter-effect on, his views. Further, he
became interested in the wider issue of penal reform.

Following his release from prison in 1919, Harold worked in a farming
community, run on co-operative lines, at Stanford-le-Hope, Essex. But
he decided to devote his life to adult education. Denied a place at a
training college because of his prison record(!) Harold took a post at a
private school in the west of England, and started the hard slog of
securing an external degree via correspondence. Although graduates
often have a tough time today, Harold might be said to have gone
through a sort of baptism by fire, or more precisely, by
discouragement.

Yet by the time that Harold and Elizabeth Bing came to the College in
1951, he had a fine record of work in adult education, including a
period as warden of Folk House, the adult education centre in Bristol.
Indeed, when Anne and | lived at Warmley, Bristol in the 1960s-70s,
we met some who were glad to be counted as among Harold’s friends
from that earlier time, including his involvement in the Peace Pledge
Union.

Harold’s main work at the College was in the social studies faculty,
two of his courses being on ‘British Political Institutions” and ‘Political
Philosophy’. Although the somewhat optimistic view of the British
Constitution — as students viewed it then — may have been overtaken
by events, Harold’s expositions of political philosophy would be as
fresh now, as they were then. He had undoubtedly made many friends
in his travels, and from time to time did some modest name-dropping
of the ‘As | said to Lord xxxxx at Geneva’ kind. Those sessions were
held in a rather narrow book-lined room on the theatre wing, which,
with blackboard erected, looked as if it had been designed for one of
those student contests of the ‘how many can you get into a telephone
box’ variety. There was a small ladder leading to a trapdoor in the
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College facilities at Manchester, in contrast to the opulent
surroundings. Originally known as the Rae-Hall Lecture Room, this
ground floor room is today comfortably furnished as a residents” and
students’ lounge.

ceiling, this leading to the roof as an aspect of the Fire Precautions.
Harold used this on the occasion of the Great Tremor of Spring 1957,
immediately going up to the roof, to see if any damage had been done.
As his legs disappeared, another tutor, with his study further down the
corridor, looked in, and was somewhat aghast at seeing Harold
apparently ‘abandoning ship’. But Harold’s curiosity may have been
linked with his boyhood interest in natural history.

Harold Bing’s other main subject was in ‘Sociology of Co-operation’, a
course which had been inspired by a visit from Dr Henrik Infield, in
the 1955-6 term. The course did not itself count towards final exam
marks, and was probably meant as ‘light refreshment’ intellectually
speaking. In essence, the course focused on the ways that communities
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‘work’ or fail to work, on the basis of shared ethical commitment, on
personal relationships, and on the quality of management. Dr Infield
conducted sociometric tests and other pleasantries, but the course was
probably ‘before its time’. Some aspects of it might have been more
relevant to the 1980s and 1990s — when the meaning of ‘community’
seems so much in doubt — than to the 1950s.

Harold died in the mid-1970s but students who sat in his seminars still
remember his gleaming white teeth (he was a keen vegetarian), travel
by bicycle (slightly creaking), his light brown/orange hue herring bone
suit, and his fund of stories. He represented a group of educationalists
now largely gone, though not entirely so, who thought that philosophy
and ethics lay at the heart of all other instruction.

(The death of Mrs Elizabeth Bing was announced in the local paper as
this text was being finalised in July 1992. Strangely enough, the present
writer received a gift of a new book on Tolstoy on the very day he
learned of Mrs Bing’s death — a signal from another world perhaps?)

Arnold Bonner quite probably shared this view, for he was certainly a
keen member of the WEA Philosophy Class that met at the Town Hall,
Loughborough, in the 1950s. But Arnold’s philosophy was much home
spun as acquired from books, for he was a true son of Lancashire,
likely to pause during lectures to mention people known in village
homes in the great long ago. As resident tutor, Arnold and his wife
lived in the ground floor flat in the Abbotts Wing, completed in the
1956-7 term, and recently enjoying extensive modernisation.

In its original design, the block had an economic gadget for control of
lighting on the stairways. Spring-loaded switches permitted the light to
be illuminated at each level, with just enough time for the student to
reach his room — then the light switched itself off. The student who
started to fumble in his pockets for a cigarette or pen halfway up the
staircase might find himself in stygian darkness (as indeed, some of us
were, in relation to some of the subjects, economics especially).
Students had side bets as to the distance that might be covered before
darkness fell, whilst sermons in the College Chapel had a new
‘illustration” for the text ‘let us therefore labour while we have light'.
A sketch in the Students” Christmas Show in 1956, produced by Ken
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Barnes, had a sort of Victorian family epic continued with the kind of
stairway lighting experienced in the Abbotts Wing. It was not, on the
whole, the kind of lighting that would have suited Sir Julien Cahn.

Arnold Bonner, armed with sturdy braces behind which thumbs were
placed at times, had joined the Co-operative College staff in 1930, that
is, when it was functioning on a day basis at Holyoake House,
Manchester, the headquarters of the Co-operative Union. Arnold had
been much influenced by the ideals of Fred Hall and, although he had
been trained as an engineer, Arnold had developed an interest in
education through the Workers Educational Association in the
Manchester area. It was through this involvement that he met Fred
Hall, the legendary Director of Studies for the Co-operative College, as
it then was. Especially influential on young Arnold was the course he
attended in the mid-1920s, when Fred Hall lectured on economics and
history. Abandoning what in those days must have been a promising
career as an engineer, Arnold went to Ruskin College, Oxford, and
there secured the Oxford University Diploma in Economic and
Political Science. At Ruskin —a college with trade union connections —
he was member of the study group conducted by G.D.H. Cole, one of
the most influential social historians of the century, and author of the
Co-operative centenary tome, A Century of Co-operation, published in
1944.

In one sense, Arnold took on the mantel of G.D.H. Cole in being the
leading historian of the Co-operative movement which, for Arnold,
was essentially created not by theorists but by ‘ordinary folk’. Today,
his recollections would be eagerly sought by that booming industry of
oral history departments in universities, for he came from that same
northern background as created the dialect tales printed in the Co-
operative News in the early years of this century. His involvement in
student activities was considerable, including adjudication of student
debates in the Rae-Hall Room (now the Students’” Common Room).
These contests led to award of a shield, and there were also debates
with Nottingham University and visiting college teams, including
Ruskin and Fircroft. As shown earlier, Arnold was very enthusiastic at
that game much evident at Stanford in Sir Julien’s days, prompting Don
Webb to observe in a late 1940s Co-operative College Magazine:
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‘An additional attraction to exponents of the long handle, is a line of
greenhouses flanking the ground at the pavilion end. These however
remain intact although the sun shines invitingly upon them. The doyen
of College cricket is undoubtedly Arnold Bonner who, more than any
other cricketer | have ever known, appreciates the utility of the upright,
rigid willow. How he must depreciate the suggestion that cricket needs
““brightening’”.

Then there was the annual Yorkshire versus Lancashire cricket match
and dinner, and here once more the College magazine (referring to the
dinner held in November 1965) captures the sense of occasion. We
read that there was the usual discussion on the great and respective
merits of the two sides in the ‘battle of the roses’. However, the final
blow was struck in the form of a Lancashire song rendered by Arnold
Bonner: ‘The Yorkshiremen had no reply to this’, the magazine added.

Arnold was a keen recruiter for the philosophy class then held in a
room in Loughborough Town Hall, and as many students as might be
fitted into his Morris 1000 saloon joined him in the occasional
sojourns to this helpful enlightenment. The class, in the mid/late
1950s, was conducted by a local clergyman, a man of keen intellect
and voice of considerable decibel power. One evening, he arrived
rather early, and decided to adjourn to the coffee bar in the Essoldo
Cinema (now the Curzon). A long counter, with steaming urns and
captive sandwiches reminiscent of a major railway station ran to the
left of the foyer, which also had various coin-operated game machines.
| discovered our thoughtful cleric supping his tea and gazing at the
local lads playing with the pinball and bagatelle. As | approached, he
looked at me searchingly. ‘Why’, he boomed, ‘why aren’t these young
people coming to our philosophy class?’ | must admit that | had no
answer, but then, as politicians are still asking similar questions about
the education of the young, that is hardly surprising.

One of Arnold’s tasks as resident tutor was that of going around the
ground floor of the building, at about ten o’clock, and ensuring that
doors were locked. He was assisted in this task by his white Scots
terrier, ‘Ruggles’, though — in contrast to these troubled times — it was
unthinkable that the College would be subject to burglary (even a
statue was stolen recently; Arnold might need better security today).
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One of the large sash windows in the library — the former Music Room
of Sir Julien’s day — was left unlocked so that latecomers, having
lingered a little too long at ‘The Nag’s Head’ or ‘Three Horseshoes’ in
East Leake, might gain access. | shared a room with a rather amorous
young man — from the Mediterranean region — who arrived very late
indeed, and invariably awoke me about 2 a.m., by gargling at the sink
in the corner of our study bedroom. He had, | gathered, been seeing
the sights, but on the whole, the lives of students were ascetic, apart
from the cricket matches and hockey when anything might happen.

In contrast to the life apparent on university campuses now, the
College authorities did not much encourage personal use of radios and
gramophones though, if they were brought, Mr Chesham checked
them over for safety, fitted any plugs for mains use and then returned
them to the owner. Acoustically the new (Abbotts) Wing seemed to
leave a little to be desired, and on more than one occasion, Arnold
Bonner, in dressing gown, and looking like a drawing from a
‘Christopher Robin” story, would make his trek up the staircase, find
the source of offending noise, see that it was turned off, and then
returned to bed. Once, | know, the student who had switched his radio
to maximum volume had fallen asleep, fully clothed on his bed, and
was a little surprised to learn that his radio was entirely unappreciated
when he came down to breakfast on the following day.

Walter Eason had been appointed to the College staff — in the
Manchester era — as ‘teacher of salesmanship and management’ in
1929, a year or two prior to Arnold’s arrival, so that Walter was senior
tutor until his retirement in 1961, when Arnold was so named. Several
of the tutors at Stanford Hall in the 1940s and 1950s had helped build
up the cause in the 1930s — Tom Young, of the secretarial faculty, had
become tutor in 1931, and J. (later Lord) Jacques and Mr G.A. Holland
came at about the same time, though the former went into professional
management after his time as a College tutor in Manchester.

In his early days as tutor in Manchester, Arnold lived in one of the
students” hostels, and organised weekend rambles in the Peak District
— though his interest in cricket was evident even then. The game is
described as adding to a man’s character, ‘quality and guile’, both
seemingly essential for survival in the world of management today.
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Arnold’s insight into the human condition was at times profound and
practical, and although there have been (and are) many fine tutors at
the College — with a broader sense of management issues than was
around two or three decades ago — Arnold himself was irreplaceable.
His forbears had been connected with the first full-time librarian of the
Rochdale Pioneers Society — the first enduring co-op founded in Britain
— whilst his family tree also included Mr G. Shepherd, Secretary of the
Rochdale Co-operative Corn Mill. No wonder that he had
‘Co-operation in his very marrow’. A brief but useful biography
appears in the preface to the Co-operative College Paper No.13,
Cooperative principles in the modern world, which was published in
1967, shortly after his death. Arnold was born at Littleborough near
Rochdale on October 1, 1904, and was only 62 at the time of his death
on April 15, 1966 (he had suffered an earlier heart attack). It was rather
surprising — given his standing as the Movement’s leading historian —
that his passing received so little attention. But at the time, there was
much distraction in connection with a wonderful idea called Selective
Employment Tax, which was promised to solve many of the nation’s
problems (i.e. by levying an additional tax on service industries in
order to encourage manufacturing — whatever happened, we might
well ask).

Another important contributor to thinking about the Movement was
B.J. Youngjohns BA, a rather lean, affable man who occasionally
chortled during Mr Bing?s lectures on the sociology of co-operation. It
does not do to take sociology too seriously, of course, and ‘Bert’
always had a sense of perspective. He produced an outstanding
College Paper —i.e. printed for distribution nationally — about the links
of the Co-operative Movement to the state, inevitably a touchy subject,
especially in relation to some of the controversies that raged in the
early days of the Labour Party. In those days, there was a real
opposition between ‘state help’ and ‘self help’ strangely up to date
today. Instead of Mr Youngjohn’s paper being seen on its merits and
valued for its research, some thought it amiss that a College tutor
should hold such views. In fact, the College atmosphere was much
enlivened by this sort of controversy. There is no doubt that he could
have pursued an academic career, but instead he went into
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This early 1960s photograph shows the former College Chapel in the
basement — a larger inter-denomination service and meditation area is
now available (happily close to the bar, not yet opened when this
photograph was taken). Taking the service is Rev W. Walker, a tutor
who held divinity and management qualifications. The harmonium is
in the hands of T.F. Ledger, a social science student, who later
became an education officer of the Co-operative Union.

international Co-operative service, and as so engaged at the time of his
death.

Thinking of such lecturers and tutors today, one is bound to feel
gratitude at the opportunity of meeting them, for truly, there were
giants in the land in those days. Of special regard to some was
Geoffrey Rhodes MA, who came to take social economics and some
other subjects in 1957, and who went on to become a Member of
Parliament for a north-eastern constituency. Alas, he died before
developing his talents to their full promise, a good man with a fine
analytical mind. And, incidentally, one of the few economists | have
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met who had both skill and sincerity to make his views clear to those
with little earlier understanding of the subject.

‘Harry’ Davies, the secretarial tutor, was also a fine Methodist, as was
his wife, and like Percy Allen (on the technical staff) and Percy’s
family, actively involved in the East Leake Methodist Church. Influence
of Methodist tuck-ins and ham teas was evident on those evenings
when Harry invited students over to his flat (one of those incorporated
into the block now known as Cedar Mews) in order to hear some
classical records and sample his wife’s cooking. He was also a
competent painter and had an allotment in some isolated spot of the
estate towards Park Corner, and partly-hidden close to the trees.
| accompanied him to this retreat and he gave me a brief tour of the
cabbages and carrots. It was perhaps his escape from the rigours of
College life which, in the 1950s, also included marking mountains of
postal tuition answers. In his battered raincoat and gardening clothes,
Harry Davies hardly looked like a tutor, and there was one afternoon
when a lady called him over to enquire the way to the theatre. Affably
and courteously, Harry showed her that it was quite close and, being a
Methodist and good Co-op member, no doubt added a cheerful
farewell. To his amazement she placed a sixpenny coin into his hand,
no doubt mistaking him for a gardener. Realising that it would be
embarrassing to clarify his position, he took the coin gratefully and it
undoubtedly found its way into one of the Methodist causes which he
supported.

The Management (BIM) tutor, Rev W. Walker, and his family also lived
in one of the flats, one overlooking the courtyard i.e. the rooms of the
flat were situated approximately beneath the clock (a device which in
Sir Julien’s day was wound and maintained by a horologist from
Loughborough). ‘Willie” Walker, as the students called him, conducted
communion services in the chapel and for a time looked after the
church at Normanton on Soar. As his wife, a lady of ample abilities
and appearance, was a marvellous cook, going over to Mr Walker’s flat
was a culinary delight which might take days to walk off. Not gluttony,
please note, but savouring of wonderful home cooking. What a
gracious lady Mrs Walker was! There might indeed be a relationship
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between excellent examination results achieved by Mr Walker’s
students and the quality of his wife’s cooking.

Of course, there was bound to be a sense of community in those days,
with so many tutors living on the estate, and with students in residence
for nine months. Weekends were rarely worked, apart from essay
writing and any research one wanted to do, so there were
opportunities for meetings and contests, as well as those domestic
occasions when for example Mr Eason’s home-made wines might be
tested and almost survived without delightfully odd feelings.

But even though the Co-operative College had its continuing and
largely predictable programme, year on year, there were plenty of
behind-the-scenes problems of financing and support. More than thirty
years ago | got into a little hot water by discussing a paper put out by a
metropolitan educational committee which itself wondered if the Co-
operative Movement needed its own diploma awards. Surely, it would
be better to adopt national qualifications (an argument which had been
put to me by the secretary of my own local Co-op Society in Wales,
long before | applied for a College place). While this mood was
certainly developing within the Movement, as long ago as the 1960s,
the College authorities were committed to their defined educational
furrows.

It was remarkable that the College principal, Dr R.L. Marshall, OBE,
MA, was able to keep the work going for so long, though he was in
some respects more far-sighted for the Movement’s potential than
many of those guiding policies in the Movement itself. An interesting
greeting to Lt Col R.L. Marshall is provided in the Co-operative Review
for January 1946. Then Commandant of the Army School of Education
at Bamber Bridge, he was still in his early thirties. In a noteworthy
educational career launched with a Miners” Welfare Scholarship to St
Andrew’s University, Dr Marshall will be seen as one of the most
influential individuals in the development of working class education
this century. Among much else noted by Edward Topham, in the 1946
article, one aspect seems to have special reference to current
discussions in education:
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Colonel Marshall has been one of the pioneer instructors
in current affairs, that great experiment in social science
which the army has carried out, and he has been writer
and editor of several important army text books, in the
“British Way and Purpose” series. Indeed, his work has
been notable on two accounts: he has trained
educationalists for the army and also assisted in the
organisation of instruction in social subjects and social
duties to the rank and file.

There are good arguments in favour of Scotland rather than England
being the original home of Co-operative business, since shops
conducted on Co-operative lines were run north of the border before
the twenty-eight Chartists of Rochdale took up the idea in 1844. The
present writer passes no opinion, except to add that it was perhaps
significant that, as the Cooperative Movement finally secured its own
College campus, it chose a Scot to shape its destiny.

A final salute to a tutor of the 1950s is that to G.O. Douglas, MA, a
somewhat cherubic member of the Nottingham University staff who
came over once a week (on Thursday) to take the social psychology
seminar. He was of course an expert in this field, but did not think that
the study of psychology expelled all other common sense. One of this
famous comments:

The difference between a neurotic and a psychotic is
this... a neurotic thinks he is mad and he isn’t, and a
psychotic doesn’t think he’s mad and he is... don’t we?

A typical experiment, involving attitudes to frameworks of reference,
was that of taking students to a darkened room in the basement (more
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usually adopted to laundry purposes) then holding a small electric light
and asking in which direction it was moving. Of course, the light was
stationary, but students thought it moved this way and that, a few even
describing esoteric patterns made by this ‘moving’ light. It was all to do
with subjective observation and the way that people create their own
frameworks of reference. However, more than thirty years on, it is easy
to see how often managers of the 1990s feel themselves to be in some
kind of dark room and attempting to see whether the light is describing
an upturn or a downturn. Happily, a bar — never permitted in the
College in Mr Douglas’ day — is now within easy reach of anyone
wandering in the basement. You can see some wonderful light effects
if you mix your drinks well by the time the bar closes.
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The virtue of rigour and not much cash now seems to be at the heart of
much adult and graduate education. So it is appropriate to have a belt-
tightening chapter in this narrative, although austerity did have its
character-building aspects. When Sir Stafford Cripps visited
Loughborough in March 1945 he commented that, in his opinion, the
public at large did not appreciate the extent of the nation’s
impoverishment, as a result of the war (then nearing its conclusion)
which had seen the sale of many of the nation’s foreign investments.
Sir Stafford Cripps has been much under-rated by subsequent decades
and it is forgotten, for example, how keen he was to advance the cause
of industrial design when he was President of the Board of Trade in the
later 1940s. We have yet to fully catch up with that one, although we
are learning fast. A lady in East Leake worked with Sir Stafford, in a
secretarial capacity, and speaks well of him. Here was no boorish
politician, who had one approach for public relations and another for
his staff. There is incidentally a further link with this statesman, for
scholarships in his name were awarded to students coming to Stanford
Hall in the 1950s i.e. when the Memorial Fund was established in his
name, financing a student each year, in the social studies faculty. The
present writer was recipient of one of these awards.

Another memorial fund was earlier established to denote the work of
Hogson Pratt, a native of Bath, who did great work for peace causes
and the working class movements. Such funding provided support for
those wishing to come to the College, before taking up work in some
social service field (local authority funding was then rarely available).
Some local Co-operative societies offered their own annual
scholarship ‘to members or to the children of members’, awarded on
the basis of an essay and interview. Few local societies actually saw
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the long term benefit to their own organisations, but many who gained
the social sciences diploma went into local government work,
probation, child care, political work or into the wider Co-operative
field e.g. serving with international agencies. Then many societies had
their own funding arrangements for employees considered suitable for
a College course. Occasionally, the returning student, abundant with
diploma and good work record, might find that his home society was
not sure where to employ him.

But on the whole the system worked well, in those days when most
local Co-op societies nurtured their own management and
administrative talent, when —to borrow an old phrase —to work for the
Co-op was ‘a job for life’. Many societies took a continuing and
generous interest in the College, helping to provide furnishings and
equipment. Thus, in the refurbishment of the 1950s, some Co-op
societies paid for the refitting of specific rooms, this contribution being
noted by a small black-lettering-on-white-plastic plate on the door e.g.
‘The Barnsley British Room’. In more recent times, students and friends
of the College have sponsored tree-planting in some areas of the
grounds, so a plastic sign denoting a name near a young tree refers to
the sponsor.

The issue of financing students is very much to the fore today, when it
looks as though grants from government sources will increasingly go to
vocational courses, rather than the less specific programmes like the
imaginative Diploma in Policy Studies which has been run at the
College since the late 1970s. In the early years of the College — when
it was situated in Manchester, with students travelling from a hostel to
the classes held at Holyoake House — some students paid their own
way. An early 1930s report suggests that students coming from
Switzerland, India and Hungary were in this category. Denmark’s Co-
operative Movement shaped ongoing links with the College and there
was an annual joint summer school with the People’s High School at
Elsinore.

It is interesting to look at the titles of some of the scholarships awarded
to British students in the first decade or two of the College, for these
often celebrated the literary interests of the Movement. In 1930-1, for
example, the London Co-operative Society awarded two scholarships,

58



It’s the tough times that make the man!

each worth £125, in memory of W. Charles Potter, who died in July
1928, at the early age of 47. He was one of the first secretaries of the
Co-operative Men’s Guild, and a man who wrote wisely on
educational topics. Also commemorated in the scholarships from
London was Edwin Elliott, who was a prolific writer and lecturer in the
early years of this century, producing stories as well as the more
‘cerebral stuff’. Long Eaton Co-operative Society awarded a scholarship
of £60 in honour of Samuel Butler, the Nottinghamshire writer, whose
Erewhon is one of the ‘utopian’ books discussed by Co-op thinkers in
the old days. Another scholarship worth £75 was awarded in honour of
Hodgson Pratt — and similar scholarships, worth considerably more,
were still around in the 1950s, as already noted.

One of the first holders of the Charles Potter scholarship was Arthur
Jupp, a tall and thoughtful young man who achieved national
prominence in the Movement, including work for the Co-operative
Production Federation at Leicester, that network of copartnerships
which offered so much by way of entrepreneurship linked to
democratic participation. Arthur was an impressive figure, though
usually casual in his approach, soft-spoken, a man who made the
intellectual approach quite devoid of hypocrisy. | first heard him at
Cardiff, when he was speaking about the work of the Federation,
though the hotel room in which he spoke was clearly not aloof from
the blurted announcements of the hotel’s public address system. Arthur
Jupp was a member of the College’s contingent of thirty-two or so in
1930-1, which was well up on the previous year’s total of twenty-one.

His fellow students included at least two who went on to national
fame, Wheatly Straw who, | believe, specialised in educational work,
and W.R. (Bill) Richardson, who became appointed as editor of
Reynolds News, later Sunday Citizen, and who incidentally showed
flair as a historian and researcher in later years, when writing a book
about the work of the Co-operative Wholesale Society (it is very
readable, the journalist’s flair showing well).

Whatever else was true of the Co-operative College over the years, it
was good at talent spotting and, in a different world, probably still is.
A well-known tutor and text-book writer, Walter Eason, was originally
a student and in 1925 had been elected president of the student body
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at Thorncliffe, the student hostel in Manchester. Its architectural
aspects were hardly up to Stanford Hall, and included an annexe
which was considered quite remarkable because of its imaginative use
of ‘red cement’. The ‘spacious staircase of imitation mahogany’, as the
students described it, led to the sleeping quarters identified as the
Lower Storey, itself occupied by ‘northern people’, which the student
magazine described as a quartet of early risers, wags, wits and long
distance eaters. The room above this section — known as the Upper
Storey — reverberated with student snoring, but sleep was much
required, as students had to trek into Manchester daily to attend classes
at Holyoake House (in Hanover Street, not far from Victoria railway
station). One student had a motor cycle which was reputed to be the
slowest machine of its kind yet discovered by mankind or academia.
There was much discussion of this vehicle, assuming it deserved this
description, for the student at one time proposed setting up a sort of
profit-sharing operation based on it.

Students sometimes came on a day basis, since the College also served
as a sort of day centre for local societies’ staff. Looking at the
programmes of courses, now stored in the College Archives, and
showing possibilities of the 1920s and 1930s, is a bit like unpacking
presents in an overloaded bran tub. Subjects included Industrial
History, Economics, Esperanto, Literature, Book-keeping in all its
bizarre and imaginative manifestations, Grocery Subjects including
Salesmanship, Ticket Writing and Display, as well as lots of good
things about the past deeds of brave Co-operators. No wonder the
tutors were kept hard at it, and remembering that they also marked
postal tuition papers sent in from students all over the country, it was
hardly surprising that some of the residential students became, dare
one say, restive. Harry Adams expressed this in 1927: ‘Mr Fred Hall -
the principal — and his staff do their part as well as possible, especially
when one takes into consideration the disgraceful way in which they
are overworked. The greater part of their time is occupied with
correspondence courses and evening classes. | presume that the
College is meant to be an educational institution and not a cramming
institution.’
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The Wall Newspaper was a student institution for many years, though
not as daring as modern tabloids. This photograph must be some forty
years old as, by the mid-1950s, the Wall Newspaper had ‘'moved’ to
the basement, whereas this is taken outside the ground floor general
office.

True, but the problem then, as now, was that educational institutions
generally had to cast their nets where they could to secure an income.
The outlook in 1930 was hardly promising, and the College Report for
that year noted that ‘some Co-operative societies had not yet paid their
contributions [i.e. to College funds] and on account of the trade
depression still continuing, no appeal has been made for them to do
so.” How little some things have changed!

Yet it was at this less than glittering moment that the Co-operative
Union and the Co-operative Wholesale Society set up a Joint
Committee on Technical Education, determined to develop high class
management and retail training in the coming decades. It was a brave
step and incidentally showed the need for an integrated campus.
Mr W. Cresswell —a member of one of the north’s most flourishing Co-
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Four students from the
mid-1950s outside
Holyoake House,
Manchester, site of the
original College work, and
where many of the late
1940s and 1950s Stanford
Hall personnel first "cut
their teeth’.

op societies, that at Bolton — put it bluntly in a 1930 report: ‘the
separation of class work, conducted at Holyoake House, from the
students” hostel, some miles away, is not conducive to best results.
Much time is lost in travelling, students are distracted [!] and an
indefinable but valuable atmosphere is lost. It is the plain duty of all to
press forward the original idea of a fully residential College.’

About ten years later, however, the separation of hostel from College
was seen to have some benefit, for on Christmas Sunday 1940,
Holyoake House was put out of action by incendiary bombs, dropped
in one of the fiercest nights in the blitz on Manchester. ‘Within a matter
of hours, all the departments of the Co-operative Union were
evacuated to the College Hostels at Kersal, which had themselves
suffered from blast, and under those strange conditions, the work of the
Co-operative Union went on as usual.” (People’s Year Book, CWS,
1946, p53).

Both hostels — Thorncliffe and The Heath — were damaged by
bombing, and one of the students, E. Basil Loveridge recalled, ‘We
have retired at night, only to scramble downstairs an hour later when
the [anti-aircraft] guns have roared, planes have passed overhead, and
occasional bombs shook the house.” It was amazing how well the
College coped during the war. Canadian servicemen attended one-
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week courses (in a sequence of six courses, designed to help the
servicemen when they returned home to Canada) while eleven Polish
servicemen attended in the 1942-3 session. A new hostel — Ashforde
Grange — was bought at Wilmslow, several miles from Manchester city
centre. Standing in some eight acres of ground, Ashforde Grange
represented only a temporary wartime solution to the College’s
accommodation problems. It was easier to arrange some lectures there
than to expect students to take train, bus or very slow motor cycle into
Manchester.

This is a mere and bare outline of events but is sufficient, | hope, to
show how desperate the need had been to find a place that could
function as a true residential campus. Which brings us back to the
developments undertaken at Stanford Hall by Sir Julien. He did not
realise it, but he had in effect put out a welcome mat for generations of
hard-working students and tutors who, at Stanford Hall, had time to
talk to students in the evenings, and even to plan their allotments.
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The ’flash” above was produced for some 1930s publicity for the
Co-operative Movement, and in a way symbolises the attitude of the
hopeful student, his studies giving him a launch into heights yet to be
secured, but looking like magic castles (owned by the CWS). In my
case, the elevation was more akin to use of a balloon with a slow leak,
but then anyone becoming interested in the social history of Britain
becomes accustomed to Very Slow Improvements in the human
condition, not to mention high hopes punctured by facts.

In this final summing-up, | suggest a sort of literary stroll such as one
might make around Cherry Hill, that slightly overgrown aspect of the
College perimeter. In the 1950s, as part of the co-operative experience
offered to students, parties were arranged to take on ‘ground duties’, it
being thought that teams of students from a variety of different lands
and traditions would get to know each other better while hitting weeds
with a blunt instrument, and doing other interesting tasks (sometimes
affrighting the real groundsmen at the same time). Excellent in theory
as it was, the ground duties aspect never worked well. Some students
hated to be taken away from essays on the benefits of agricultural co-
operation merely to smite Mother Earth with shovel and spade. A few
were too sensitive to their status, and seemed to think that by attending
ground duties they might be committed to these tasks as a permanent
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career. And then a few of the home students had very definite opinions
on the best way to do any job, whether or not they had any relevant
experience (a sure sign that they would do well when they left
College). But at least there was plenty of conversation, whilst the two
hours allocated to ground duties (i.e. once a week) could easily be
taken up pursuing those who had not turned up.

But, you might ask, what has this to do with the grand and noble theme
of this booklet? Simply that as | came to this page, a friend from
Stanford Hall days suggested in his genial way that | was wasting my
time. Worse, he posed those two questions that bring terror to any
writer: ‘Who will read it? Who wants you to write it?” | can only say
that this is in response to a sort of celestial ground duty rota. | have
picked up fragments of memory much as | picked up leaves on the
paths at Stanford Hall and, in my army days, off the barrack square at
Aldershot.

One of the best sources of information on the early days of the College
was that doughty and affable Methodist, Fred Abbotts, who was for
some years Chairman of the Education Executive, the then governing
body of the College. He was one of the ‘old sort’, and looking through
old issues of the Co-operative Men’s Guild Magazine, from the inter-
war period, one often comes upon his photograph — not because the
editor was short of copy, but because Fred was such a live wire. In,
| think, the summer of 1966 he spoke to the Co-operative College
students on the occasion of annual awards of diplomas, etc., noting
‘there had been attitudes towards the College in the past by many Co-
operators as if they regarded it as a Victorian parlour, a sign of
respectability and intermittent idealism, a showpiece — but divorced
from the practical realities of the Movement’s business’. He added that
the Victorian parlour was not used very much ‘apart from receiving the
vicar and for special family celebrations’.

| spoke to Fred once or twice on the subject and he was always modest
about his role. In a lecture given in Northampton in the 1920s, he had
suggested that, in addition to a central Co-operative College, there
could be four or five ‘satellite’ colleges — an idea that was proposed
also by Jack Shields, a management tutor from the Manchester era and
who came down to Stanford Hall in the late 1940s (residing in Flat 1,
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where | often used to see him). Fred Abbotts’ father — also very active
in the Co-operative cause — reported the response of the old Co-
operative Union Board on seeing Fred’s speech reported: ‘They said
you must be quite mad!” Recalling that reaction to his original ideas,
when he spoke to the students more than a quarter of a century ago,
Fred assured his hearers: ‘to the orthodox and conservative there is
always an element of madness in progress . . . [certainly] one of the
maddest projects with which | have ever been associated was the
establishment of the Co-operative College at Stanford Hall, on its
transfer from Manchester.” Yet, Fred surely knew, as the Co-operative
News stated in July 1966, that twenty years after the move, only a
minority of senior posts in Co-op societies went to ‘graduates” of the
College.

Although — like those ground duties of yore — we may be going over
familiar ground, | have decided to add some more of Fred Abbotts’
comments, this time in a letter he wrote to me just before his death.

‘I guess you are well informed about the attempts to celebrate the
centenary of the Rochdale Pioneers [i.e. the first established Co-op
society in Britain — Rochdale now has an excellent Co-operative
Museum] in 1944, with a fund to establish a College. Unfortunately,
the country was still at war, the fund did not reach the sum that we had
hoped, and some who had strongly supported the idea had died or had
retired. In fact, at the time of purchase of Stanford Hall we were
without a principal. The documents were signed and Stanford Hall was
transferred to the ownership of the Co-operative Union on Victory over
Japan Day [August 15, 1945]. War regulations continued long
afterwards and enormously complicated the transport of goods from
Manchester to Loughborough as well as the securing and delivery of
new equipment.

‘There were of course strong arguments for the College to be
established in the Manchester area, near the headquarters of the Co-
operative Movement. London Co-op societies argued that it should be
in the south, and Midlands Co-op societies began to raise a fund for a
Co-operative College in the Midlands. At about this time, the
Education executive (a lay committee of the Co-operative Union Ltd)
had established Youth Centres Ltd with the idea of providing a young
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people’s holiday centre in each section of the Co-operative Union. We
had on the staff an organiser named Mr J.L. Willson with whom |
negotiated the purchase of Dalston Hall near Carlisle, and he had told
me that an estate agent had informed him of the sale of Stanford Hall —
which he thought too large for a youth centre. After consulting with the
Education Executive chairman, Laurence Burt, | went with Mr Willson
to look at Stanford Hall.’

Given Mr Abbotts” strong nonconformist convictions — with a goodly
input of honest puritanism — one can only imagine his views as he
gazed upon the splendours (and the bathrooms) of Stanford Hall. There
was much to impress and astonish, and there was still, at that time, old
masters on loan from the Earl of Huntingdon — long since gone,
burglars please note — and which required a massive insurance
premium. The College does have some fine paintings from the era of
Sir Julien, including Arthur Spooner’s 1926 painting of Nottingham
Goose Fair (a fine picture, worth reproducing as a picture postcard for
sale) as well as a portrait of Sir Julien by Claude Simpson, in hunting
pink, with horses, hounds and local terrain.

But Fred Abbotts was a shrewd and optimistic judge of things, as of
people, and although he probably had reservations about the Hall, he
clearly recognised the potential of the site. It is, perhaps, surprising,
that only in recent years has a development plan been proposed — one
that might create a new kind of business park within easy walking
distance of East Leake. Fred Abbotts saw this potential, as he
commented in his letter to me:

‘I saw much that was of no use to a college, but | was impressed that
there was about 300 acres of land on which a College could be built.
As the Co-operative Union executive would be the legal owner,
| suggested that they should send representatives to view the property,
which they did. Rather to my surprise, they went ahead with the
purchase.’

Fred Abbotts was asked to take charge of the moving operations,
which, if not quite on D-Day landing scale, had many problems in
those days of controls on traffic movements and petrol rationing.
Placing of workman-like and occasionally vintage desks and bedsteads
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Bob and Beryl Marshall
both had a kindly,
motivating influence on
students over thirty years
or so. Dr Marshall was
international ambassador
for the College, as well as
Principal. Mrs Marshall ,
who had been an officer
in the women’s armed
services during the war,
took some classes, mainly
extra-mural, including a
public speaking seminar.
(By kind permission of
Dr R.L. Marshall.)
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amid the splendid decor installed by Sir Julien Cahn must have been
one of the greatest contrast effects yet seen in adult education. There
was a steady upgrading of facilities and, since almost all the rooms in
the Hall were used for accommodation, partitioning with or without
neat curtains provided study bedroom cubicles — perhaps four or six to
a room, though some basement rooms, used for staff, had one or two
beds within them.

Sir Julien’s celebrated bathrooms were still in use, and there was a
black marbelled model, close to a small bedroom area, in what
became the Reprographic Room, whilst another, with a handsome
lion’s head tap, was close by, looking towards the lake.

Once or twice there were accidents — like the day when a plumber had
to leave some repair to the bathroom immediately over the principal’s
office. A rather short-sighted student ignored a notice warning against
use, and ran a bath-full of hot water, most of which subsequently
found its way into the recently-decorated office below.

It was believed that some of the most impressive papers presented at
seminars by the students — like letters to The Times — were composed
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‘in the bath” which, in the Stanford Hall case, afforded a great sense of
luxury, albeit short-lived.

The International Co-operative College abounds with technology-
aided facilities, whilst a Co-operative Bank building has been added to
the site so that returning students from the 1950s and 1960s are bound
to be impressed with the wide range of options for the many
organisations which now use the place. Inevitably, one may recall the
small business exercises of the old days, like the food retailing
operations of the Student’s Catering Committee, which could have
prepared any man for supermarket management, At nine o’clock each
evening — as at mid-morning break — urns of tea and coffee were
placed on a counter where vending machines now stand. Members of
the Catering Committee offered wrapped biscuits like ‘Yo Yo’s” and
‘Penguins’, having carried these wares from the wholesalers in
Nottingham. Watching the students carry these boxes and cartons of
comestibles over the footpath from Park Corner was a wond’rous sight,
better than anything you might catch in modern retailing. It was a cross
between the story of the three wise men and some of the exercises
proposed in Co-operative Union postal tuition outlines.

During the 1950s, when holiday camps continued the ‘all in” sense of
participation generated during the 1940s, the student community still
shared something of that sense of affable collaboration. But times were
bound to change, not least with the way that the Co-operative
Movement itself changed, requiring new kinds of course, short and
specialised. That transition continues, and the tutors of the early days
of the College at Manchester would be at least a little bemused by the
range of clients served by the College today.

In closing this brief overview, one might refer to a workshop
conducted during the Co-operative History Weekend a few years ago —
and entitled ‘Co-operative University or Staff College?” Held in the old
nursery, on the top floor of the Hall (a fine room used for various
meetings and seminars) the discussion included Mr Will Watkins, who
worked as tutor in the inter-war period. Dr R.L. Marshall also spoke of
the role of the College, and it would have been a worthwhile task to
record that afternoon on video.
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A snapshot of historic
significance, for W.P.
‘"Will” Watkins (left),
pictured here with Dr
Marshall, was an early
tutor of the Co-operative
College in Manchester,
coauthor of a major
history of the movement
and, from 1951, Director
of the International Co-
operative Alliance. (By
kind permission of Dr R.L.
Marshall.)

Will Watkins recalled the magazine that campaigned for the College,
The Co-operative College Herald, and added that it was true to say that
few if any of those involved in actually planning the College had any
experience of university residential education. Fred Hall, the first
principal and director studies, had completed his degree work at the
University of Manchester as a mature, extra-mural student. Will
Watkins had known university life at first hand, but was seemingly
never consulted about its pattern for College work.

Even with its unpromising beginnings at Manchester, just after the first
world war, the Co-operative College had a worldwide flavour from the
outset. Indeed it was this international status that helped the College to
survive. Even though it faced major economic problems, the Co-op
Movement in Britain could hardly turn its back on a project which so
clearly related to the internationalism of its philosophy, i.e. what is
sometimes termed ‘The Co-operative Commonwealth’. Not all students
were enamoured of the idea, and a comment in the students’
magazine, The Stokehole, observed, ‘If the Co-operative Common-
wealth ever comes, | shall emigrate to America.’
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The international outlook of the Co-operative College has special
significance in the wake of the post-communist developments in
eastern Europe. Its advisory services would seem relevant to the
creation of consumer and production co-operatives, as a means of
raising the standard of living. This, of course, reminds us of the war
years when Polish students studied at the College in Manchester — for
they had been in some cases senior personnel in co-operative
organisations in Poland, where most universities had a chair in Co-
operation. One of the Polish students, a cavalry captain, had been
involved in setting up co-operatives within the services — not quite the
NAAFI known to Brits, of course. To paraphrase the College motto, the
voice of the people ought to be the first consideration of a democracy,
or rather, an informed democracy. Maybe the College has the secret of
success for the world, after all!

At the close of a lively retrospective — chaired by Dr Ray Donnelly,
author of a thesis on the College — Will Watkins wondered if Professor
Fred Hall had ultimately failed to secure the objects so inspirationally
set out in 1919. It was said that Fred Hall secured a large house in
Rochdale, as a sort of stand-by residence if all else failed. He might
have been following the example of another of Rochdale’s famous
sons, Rev Thomas Champness, the Methodist, who opened his own
Training Centre for laymen wanting to enter the ministry, but who had
insufficient educational qualifications to follow the ‘usual route’ to the
seminary. Thomas Champness’” work is still well known and
commemorated in Rochdale by the Champness Hall, not far from the
Toad Lane Co-operative Museum. At the end of the war in 1945, a
College might have been based on the last of the Manchester student
hostels, Ashforde Grange at Wilmslow, but the demand for well-
planned post-war training (part of the revitalisation of Britain) overtook
merely ‘holding positions’.

Historical research, alas, confirms that good intentions do not always
win a large audience or even adequate funds, and some of the present
national debates about ‘Britain’s under-trained workforce’ might have
been conducted a century ago, and indeed were.

Returning to some of the old ideas about university education, perhaps
the experience of being a member of a community was (and is) as
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important as the result of final examinations, in terms of character
formation. Whatever else is true of the Co-operative College, over the
years it has focused on major educational issues and philosophy. At
one end of that spectrum is the kind of practical training that makes for
effective retail performance, and at the seminar earlier discussed,
E. Basil Loveridge (a student of the war years) recalled the content of
the grocery apprentice’s training scheme, as it had existed in the
1930s. Aptly, he wondered if such a course, with its mix of academic
and severely practical work, would challenge the resources of some
technical colleges today. No man was likely to become a grocery
branch manager, in the old scheme of things, without such abilities as
precision in bacon-cutting! Whilst the Co-operative Movement has
gone deeply into educational theory — with lay people often taking up
highly cerebral issues at weekend conferences, for example — it has
never been remote or aloof. Here perhaps it is time to close the pages,
except to add one final story.

In the inter-war vyears, students at the Co-operative College in
Manchester were sometimes invited to address meetings of
Co-operative auxiliaries and other fellowships, as part of their public
speaking practice. One evening, this task fell to a pair of students who
had to go to a meeting of a men’s guild branch in a part of the city
which they did not know. Careful instructions were provided, and the
duo set forth armed with immense self-confidence and lots of notes.
Although at first perplexed by the instructions, they at last found the
small building to which they had been directed, on paper at least. They
entered, and found a neat room with lines of chairs facing a platform,
on which stood a table and lectern. A few men were already present
and nodded a welcome. The two students sat in the back row, and
were so relieved at finding their destination that one pulled out a
packet of cigarettes and they both lit up. Presumably, the meeting
would soon begin and the Chairman would summon them to the front,
and offer that admiring introduction usually provided for guest
speakers at Co-op events. Eventually, a door behind the platform
opened, and a neatly suited man came to the table, shuffled a few
papers and then spoke:
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’

‘Our first hymn is “‘Bear ye one another’s burdens”’? . . .

The students had stumbled into a men’s Bible Class, whilst a few
hundred yards away the Chairman of the Men’s Guild branch was
beginning to search his pockets for a spare speech he kept for
emergencies.

Although the story is true, we are not told if the students finally arrived
at their true destination. Included in one of the students’ magazines (a
file of which may be found in the College Archives Room) the story
shows that there is but a thin line between saintliness and student life.
Also that it may be better to travel hopefully than to arrive. Writing as
a former student who has yet to find his own destination, one might
think the statement, not merely a good theme for management
deliberations in these lean times, but also a slogan for all the good
work at Stanford Hall . . .
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