
   [image: Cover: Beyond Chocolate by Patrick Donovan]


   
      
         ii

         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
            BEYOND

CHOCOLATE

            ADRIAN CADBURY,

LIFE, LOSS AND

LEADERSHIP

            Patrick Donovan

         

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
v
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page 

                  	Dedication 

                  	Foreword 

                  	1  Julian’s legacy  

                  	2 Practical mystic 

                  	3 The Davids 

                  	4  Breaking the bounds  

                  	5 On the water 

                  	6 Six-minute days 

                  	7 Family life 

                  	8 Succession 

                  	9 Biggest decision 

                  	10 What does Adrian think? 

                  	11 At the brink 

                  	12 Animal spirits 

                  	13 Cruel vicissitudes 

                  	14 No ‘Sir’ 

                  	15 Creeping crumple 

                  	16 Comply or explain 

                  	17 Second city 

                  	18 X-ray vision 

                  	19 Turning point 

                  	
20 Lunch with friends  

                  	Chronology 

                  	Select Bibliography 

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	Picture credits 

                  	Index 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         vi

         
            For Liz, Eloise and Felix

         

      

   


   
      
         
vii
            Foreword

            by Nick Macpherson

         

         Capitalism and ethics have an uneasy relationship. But Adrian Cadbury’s life is proof they can be reconciled.

         Of course, he had a head start coming from the Quaker family which founded Cadbury chocolate in the nineteenth century. The Cadburys had always taken their responsibilities seriously. Adrian’s grandfather George found the time every Sunday to teach reading in the local Adult School. He built a model community in Bournville, providing housing, recreational facilities, further education and healthcare to his workers. And he used his Liberal-leaning newspapers to support peace, most notably opposing the Boer War, and campaigning for social reforms such as the old-age pension. Adrian may not have been particularly religious though in later life he did attend the Meeting House from time to time but he fully absorbed the Quaker values of integrity, community and stewardship.

         It is tempting to see Adrian as the last in a long line of paternalist owner managers. And certainly his education at Eton and Cambridge, and national service in the Guards, marked him out as an establishment figure. But he was very different from the typical post war captain of industry.

         First, he was a moderniser. He was quick to restructure a business, which was becoming uncompetitive, when he became Chairman in 1965. He was the first Cadbury to attend the Harvard advanced management programme. And he was an early adopter of McKinsey, which had only recently set up a London office, harnessing them as a change agent in support of his reform programme. He took Cadbury public and merged the firm with Schweppes, bringing to an end family control of the business. Critics would argue this facilitated the eventual takeover by Kraft Foods (now Mondelez International). But the business was capital intensive and needed scale. That Bournville remains Mondelez’s centre of chocolate research and the factory continues to thrive as one of the most efficient chocolate producers, viiilong after the bulk of British manufacturing industry has disappeared, is a testament to the decisions Adrian took during years as Chairman.

         Secondly, Adrian was a thought leader. He was developing ideas on corporate governance long before the phrase became fashionable, adapting the values of his Cadbury roots to the modern age. Cadbury should make a profit but it should also meet ‘society’s legitimate expectations of the business and [contribute] to the life of the communities of which we are a part’. In short, Cadbury should be a ‘good corporate citizen’.

         We now take for granted the separation of the roles of Chairman and Chief Executive, and the importance of independent non-executive directors, not least in determining executive remuneration. But anybody old enough to remember the scandals of the late 1980s and early 1990s – Guinness, Polly Peck and Maxwell come to mind – will be all too aware of the damage poor or non-existent governance did to Britain’s commercial reputation. Adrian grasped the nettle, chairing the Committee on Financial Aspects of Corporate Governance, which came to bear his name. Many of his Committee’s recommendations he had already put into practice during his time as Chairman of Cadbury, and so he was confident they would work.

         Adrian was far too sensible to be overly prescriptive. Hence his emphasis that corporate boards should ‘comply or explain’, a principle which lives on and which has gained traction internationally. It is striking how quickly the Cadbury recommendations were adopted, despite resistance from the likes of Sir Owen Green and Lord Hanson. Of course, not all his proposals had the effect he hoped: he was disappointed by the continued explosion of Chief Executive pay. In many ways, Adrian can be seen as the father of ‘Environment, Social and Governance’ reporting though he would have fought hard against ESG descending into box ticking. For him form had to follow substance.

         Adrian also differed from other industrialists in his life long commitment to Birmingham and the West Midlands. I remember him once explaining to me, appropriately at a CBI lunch in Birmingham, why that city had been so successful. The Five Mile Act of 1665 had barred non-conformist ministers from preaching within 5 miles of a town returning a Member of Parliament. Birmingham was sufficiently small not to qualify, and so it became a ixmagnet for Quakers, Baptists and other non-conformists, a cluster which would help forge the industrial revolution.

         Adrian was never tempted by London or a country estate. His commitment to Birmingham was unwavering, reflected in his personal and philanthropic support for causes as diverse as Aston University, the Birmingham Rowing Club and the Aston Reinvestment Trust.

         I was fortunate to have Adrian as a godfather. I confess that as a child I fantasised about getting a large bar of Cadbury’s Dairy Milk as a birthday present. But I never did. Instead, his presents were always educational and clearly reflected his personal input. He favoured Tolkien over C S Lewis. He introduced me to Tolstoy and Dr Johnson. But he did not neglect science: I recall books on astronomy and geology. Later, our paths would cross when I worked at the CBI and the Treasury. We shared a common interest in what constituted a sensible economic policy, built on the enduring principle of free trade. He retained an inquiring mind to the end, and was always interested in others.

         Patrick Donovan has written a compelling biography and I congratulate Adrian’s children – Benedict, Matthew and Caroline – for authorising it. The timing is impeccable as Cadbury celebrates its 200th anniversary.x
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            CHAPTER ONE

            Julian’s legacy

         

         If his elder brother, Julian, had not died in a motorcycle accident in France on 26 July 1950, this account of Adrian Cadbury’s life would, most likely, tell an entirely different story. Adrian had never intended to join Cadbury. As a natural linguist, he had thought about the Foreign Office. He could have excelled as an academic or teacher. For a brief period, he had even toyed with journalism.1 The Cadbury name might now be synonymous with chocolate, but until financial losses grew out of hand, the family’s newspapers remained a force on Fleet Street right up to the start of the 1960s, with their News Chronicle and The Star.

         At the age of 21 Adrian must have felt there was time enough to reflect on his future. That July, he was staying at The Davids (so named after the two original builders), his parents’ sprawling Edwardian house in Northfield, Birmingham. The long summer holiday stretched ahead after his first year at King’s College, Cambridge. In any event, it had always been his brother Julian’s prerogative – as the eldest of six siblings – to join the Quaker-rooted firm. The family home lay within easy ‘sniffing distance’ of the enormous four-storey Bournville chocolate factory complex, still owned by the numerous descendants of John Cadbury, the man who founded the business in 1824.2 A faint aroma of chocolate was unmistakable when the wind blew from the east.

         This succession had been preordained by their father Laurence. Aged 61, he had been chairman of Cadbury for six years when Julian died; he was a commanding character whose passions for firearms and fast cars were unlikely to have been widely shared across Birmingham’s close-knit Religious Society of Friends. At the beginning of the 1950s, Laurence was presiding over a resurgence in Cadbury’s fortunes as Britain was at last emerging from wartime austerity. With the lifting of sugar rationing, chocolate production had surged. He sensed huge opportunities across the 2English-speaking world and plans were afoot to expand manufacturing overseas – everything from Dairy Milk and Flake to Cadbury Roses. This would have been an auspicious time for any Cadbury youngster to join the firm, not that preferment was in any way guaranteed. Even for the Cadbury bloodline, promotion was won strictly on merit.

         In the decades to come, as we shall see, this branch of the Cadbury family would again be touched by tragedy. After Julian’s death, another two of Adrian’s four remaining siblings would perish unexpectedly. His younger sister Anthea would die in an air crash in 1964, and 18 years later in 1982, Jocelyn, a Conservative MP who suffered from depression, was found dead in the grounds of the family home with a discharged shotgun by his side. However, it was the death of 24-year-old Julian, the oldest of this third generation of direct descendants of the original founder of Cadbury, that had the most profound impact on his younger brother. Decades later, his surviving relatives and siblings still consider the loss of Julian as the defining moment in Adrian’s life. His daughter Caroline believes that it was ‘the biggest thing he ever had to contend with – he spent his life trying to compensate for it’.3

         The family had learnt the dread news in a telephone call from central France. Overseas calls were a rarity in this era, even for a prosperous household of Midlands manufacturers. Within 48 hours, accounts of how Julian’s 1000cc Black Shadow motorcycle had smashed into the side of a lorry near Moulins started appearing in British newspapers. It was the saddest end to Julian’s road trip with three other Old Etonians. He had wanted a final, carefree break before knuckling down that coming autumn to a training contract at the family firm. Poignantly, his surviving sister, Veronica, remembers that one of the last things Julian said to their mother, Joyce, was that he would give up motorcycling on his return.4

         It was family duty that finally drew Adrian to agree to take Julian’s place at Cadbury after he graduated from Cambridge. Veronica remembers that her parents and Adrian spent many evenings in discussion: ‘It was early summer… he had a couple of months to think about it – what was the right thing to do? They knew something had to give, it was a very sobering time’.5

         According to Adrian’s eldest son Benedict, ‘My father felt he needed to step into his brother’s shoes, that was a huge undertaking. [He] had a very 3 strong sense of duty that would have overridden his personal considerations. These are Quaker characteristics… That’s why I’m sure it was the defining moment [in his life]… it took him down a whole road of considerations. It really was a total change of direction, instant and unexpected. He did it because he felt that it meant so much to his father’.6

         Doubtless it had been far from easy to make this life-changing decision. Despite the age gap, Julian and Adrian had been the closest of brothers. This fraternal bond, according to Adrian’s children, was as strong and significant as their father’s relationship with his parents, although they had entirely different personalities. Julian was the charismatic man of action with a ‘sparkle’ and ‘overflowing energy’, as one of his eulogies described him. Open-faced with a high forehead and side-parted dark hair, he beams out of photographs – a character who had ‘a remarkable capacity for making friends wherever he went’. Ewen Macpherson, who came across Julian during his time at Trinity College, Cambridge remembers him rather more candidly as ‘totally nerveless, and also a great pursuer of ladies’.7

         
            
[image: ]Julian Cadbury (1926–50) [left]. Enjoying National Service leave with Adrian in the late 1940s.

            

         

         In surviving photographs Adrian seems to be trying to mirror his brother’s pose, but he comes over as more reserved, with his lanky frame 4 and angular face. One can already see why in later life Adrian was described as having a ‘donnish mien’. Veronica paints a vivid picture of their contrasting personalities. Up at Cambridge, Adrian ‘had a Hillman Minx, a pretty staid sort of car – that tells you something. It was never fancy but serviceable. That typified the difference between him and Julian’.8 By contrast his elder brother drove a racing green MG sports car with the snappy number plate, Joe 125.

         Adrian always felt the need for his father’s approval, but it was Julian who had far more in common with Laurence, the family patriarch. Both he and his eldest son were obsessed with speed and powerful cars. Laurence was an accomplished amateur racing driver. He had raced Prince Henry Vauxhalls (a high-performance sports car)9 at Brooklands before the First World War. Adrian remembered watching his father driving flat out against his uncle Norman on the road to the Henley Royal Regatta, both drivers oblivious to the risk of oncoming traffic. Laurence and Julian shared the same robust, and sometimes black, sense of humour. Veronica recalled that Adrian ‘did have a sense of fun [but] it was hard to find. He wasn’t as fun-loving as his elder brother or his father. My father had a great sense of humour, not always the kindest’, she added with a smile, declining to elaborate further.

         As a younger brother, Adrian was often the scapegoat in games arranged by Julian and their cousin Robin, a member of the broader Cadbury clan who lived nearby.10 His sister remembers an incident when Adrian, who was in his early teens, was required to don a heavy overcoat and run up and down the long drive at The Davids so that the two older boys could practise their air-gun shooting on a live moving target. These kinds of antics, often involving firearms, were by no means unusual during Adrian’s boisterous childhood growing up at The Davids. Veronica was adamant, however, that one could not describe Adrian’s attitude towards Julian as hero worship: ‘He [Adrian] wasn’t going to follow in his [Julian’s] footsteps. He wasn’t going to follow his character, Adrian was his own character’.

         Adrian also had the self-awareness to realise that he would have to start assuming a lot of Julian’s qualities if he was to make a success at Cadbury. Both brothers had been at the same house at Eton, and at Julian’s memorial service at the Bournville Meeting House on 2 August 1950, their 5 housemaster H.G. Babington-Smith expounded on Julian’s National Service in Palestine – he had become an expert in explosives and was mentioned in dispatches. What became particularly apparent, however, was the strong impression Julian had already made on the factory’s management and workforce during his numerous holiday jobs at Cadbury. It was not just his ‘frankness and his friendliness’ or his ‘pleasing and vital personality’, according to the factory’s Buying Director, W.M. Hood, with whom Julian had worked. As was the Cadbury way, Julian showed no trace of considering himself the entitled heir apparent. Clocking on for his holiday shifts like everyone else, Julian had made his mark on those who would have been his future colleagues through hard graft and ‘serious intent’.

         Of course, hard work and application came naturally to Adrian too, but he saw Julian’s other personal qualities as essential to make the most of a career in Cadbury management. Adrian’s son Benedict is convinced that his father almost had to change his character from being the quiet boy in his brother’s shadow. Reading the countless obituaries after Adrian died in 2015, his life reads like an effortless progression of success and honours – which of course, in one sense, it was – but that belies Adrian’s struggles to reorient his life after Julian’s death. All his achievements were perhaps far more hard-won than many could have imagined. The fallout from this tragedy was something he never talked about, according to his daughter. For all the success in Adrian’s life, this was an event, Caroline thought, that her father ‘never properly got over’.

         
            
266Notes

            1 First edited by Charles Dickens, George Cadbury bought the 55-year-old Daily News in 1901, using it to champion his Quaker causes. The paper was renamed the News Chronicle under the chairmanship of Adrian’s father Laurence, who also controlled its sister publication The Star, a London evening newspaper. The News Chronicle had a peak daily circulation of 1.5m, but struggled as competition intensified during the 1950s (Selly Oak Museum, Laurence Cadbury, businessman and collector). As losses mounted, Laurence courted controversy after selling both titles to the Conservative-supporting Daily Mail group in 1960.

            2 John Cadbury, 1801–1889.

            3 Caroline Cadbury, interview, 18 October 2022.

            4 Veronica Wootten, interview, 27 October 2022.

            5 Ibid.

            6 Benedict Cadbury, interview, 22 November 2022.

            7 Ewen Macpherson, interview, 4 April 2023.

            8 Veronica Wootten, interview, 27 October 2022.

            9 Considered the world’s first ‘sports car’, the Prince Henry range was manufactured in the years immediately before the First World War. Capable of speeds of up to 75 mph, it outperformed most other cars of its day. Ownership did not come cheap – according to the National Motor Museum, the chassis price alone in 1914 was £515 (nearly £49,000 in today’s money). The rest of the car, including the choice of engine, was individually built to customer specification and cost extra. Laurence named his car ‘The Beetle’, shipping it over to France when he started the Friends Ambulance Unit, according to Adrian (private memoir of his father, p. 10).

            10 Robin Cadbury, 1925–2009.

         

      

   


   
      
         
6
            CHAPTER TWO

            Practical mystic

         

         The Cadbury family always found it easier to make chocolate than publish newspapers. When George Cadbury, then chairman of the eponymous firm, expanded into Fleet Street aged 63 in 1902, his Liberal titles were widely disparaged as the ‘cocoa press’. George’s opposition to the Boer War, in particular, outraged the Daily Mail. Its proprietor, Alfred Harmsworth, thought this kind of pacifist nonsense had no place at the British breakfast table. For all the stresses of newspaper ownership (and there were many), George would seem to owe a debt to one of the editors he hired, and later fired. For A.G. Gardiner’s biography of George, as his grandson Adrian wrote decades later, was instrumental in establishing him as one of ‘the great figures of the nineteenth century’.1

         With his long spade beard and unvarying uniform of a grey tweed suit (always cut with ‘old-fashioned’ side pockets), George was anchored to the same Quaker beliefs that tracked back through generations of his family. George inhabited (as Gardiner saw it) a frugal and self-denying inner world which paid no heed to class or social hierarchy. He had an uncanny ability to remember names, particularly those he had taught in his Sunday literacy classes, and invariably there would be a cheery word for all. Most importantly, he viewed the great wealth he had generated through the success of Cadbury as a resource to be largely distributed for the public good. As Gardiner observed wryly, ‘[George] devoted more time and thought to the public use of his money than he did to the making of it’.2

         In contrast to the likes of Alfred Harmsworth (later Lord Northcliffe) who famously joked about his title – ‘I’ll buy one like an honest man’ – George resolutely refused any public honour or invitation to take his position among the great and the good. He even turned down repeated offers of an honorary degree from the University of Birmingham. Yet by the time he died aged 83 in 1922, he had become a great public figure and 7his death was a national event. More than 16,000 people assembled near the Cadbury factory where an open-air memorial service took place and traffic was suspended around the adjoining streets.3 Queen Mary telegrammed her condolences. Newspapers were crammed with obituaries. However, it was the publication of Gardiner’s Life of George Cadbury the following year that brought the full scale of his achievements, in both business and philanthropy, to the nation’s attention.

         
            
[image: ]John Cadbury (1801–89) with his wife Candia and family, c.1850.

            

         

         
            
[image: ]Opened in 1824, artist’s impression of the original Cadbury shop at 93 Bull Street.

            

         

         8His father, John, will always be remembered as the founder of the Cadbury empire when he opened a tea, coffee and drinking chocolate shop in Birmingham’s 93 Bull Street in 1824. He told readers of the Birmingham Gazette that he was ‘introducing to particular notice “Cocoa Nibs”… affording a most nutritious beverage for breakfast’, but it was George with his elder brother Richard, who made Cadbury into a successful growing business; and it was George, a ‘practical mystic’ as Gardiner described him, who had the vision to transplant his inner city factory to a greenfield site he had bought near the river Bourn.4 Thus began Bournville.

         Adrian regarded Gardiner’s book as so important that he urged his younger relatives to read it in a short memoir he wrote in 1983 about his own father, George’s son Laurence. Adrian had an abiding interest in the company’s history and the way it had been shaped by Quaker values. This inspired the dozens of articles and speeches he delivered throughout his working life. The extent to which Adrian could be considered a Friend in the conventional sense remains a matter of debate among his surviving family, but a surviving transcript of one of his speeches, ‘Quaker Values in Business’, which Adrian delivered at Gresham’s School in 1986, might have been penned by George himself.5 George died seven years before his grandson was born in 1929, but given the contemplation Adrian had given to those early family members who ‘saw no separation between the spiritual and the material… living their religion in their working lives’, it seems clear that the memory of George was a profound influence on his life.

         If Gardiner had not been such a hard-bitten and well-known journalist, who had left school at 14 to become a reporter, it would have been hard to take seriously the reverence with which he treats the life of George, the long-standing owner of his newspaper. He was, himself, a temperance reformer and ‘instinctive puritan’, sharing many of George’s own progressive views, but the two had fallen out badly over Gardiner’s reluctance to support in print David Lloyd George’s Liberal administration – as an editor he was effectively fired and Gardiner owed no debt or obligation to his former proprietor.6 There is therefore every reason to believe he was sincere when he wrote of George: ‘He was alternately, a man of surpassing business genius and a man whose eyes were fixed far off on the shining land of Beulah.7 There can, I think – and I knew him in close intimacy for 9twenty years – never have been a more single-minded pilgrim on the stage of this world’.

         
            
[image: ]George Cadbury (1839–1922).

            

         

         It now seems impossible to imagine any wealthy manufacturer being so beatified in the national press, especially given the controversy surrounding an infamous libel case concerning slavery that had overshadowed the Cadbury family, as we shall see, a couple of decades before. Such was Gardiner’s credibility that his biography was taken on his word. It had a huge public impact, with The Daily Telegraph describing his life of George as ‘infinitely more than a well written book. It is the record of a man who made money and scorned it, who used it for good while he made it, who thought of wealth in terms of life’.8 The Times Literary Supplement, meanwhile, considered that the book had shown how George was ‘one of the most potent influences of our day – how potent we are only now beginning to realise’.9

         During the latter part of his working life, Adrian’s own speeches and articles often reflected on the extraordinary success of Quaker-led businesses – to him, this legacy was clearly a great source of pride. Such were the limited career options for Friends in the earlier decades of the nineteenth century, that commerce would seem to provide the most attractive openings. As Nonconformists, Quakers were prevented until 1871 from enrolling at Oxford or Cambridge universities. They were unable to take up any profession, such as the law or medicine, which required the swearing of an oath (they believed that this constituted a double standard of integrity 10and thus refused to swear).10 As a community, Quakers had shown themselves to be honest and reliable. They were known for their thrift, temperance and hard work and people therefore wanted to do business with them.

         In Adrian’s opinion, the origins of the entire Industrial Revolution could be traced back to the work of just three Quaker entrepreneurs, the men who modernised the iron and steel business: Abraham Darby who founded the process of smelting iron ore with coke as long ago as 1710; his son, also named Abraham Darby, who first created pig iron of forging quality; and Benjamin Huntsman who invented steel. Within the cocoa and chocolate industry, not only Cadbury’s life was shaped by the Religious Society of Friends but also those of Francis and Joseph Fry in Bristol and Joseph Rowntree in York. Important financial institutions which still thrive today, such as Barclays and Lloyds Bank, were founded by Quakers, following their principles. At the turn of the twentieth century, Quakers controlled more than 400 sizeable firms including Clarks the shoemakers, Reckitt & Sons, Huntley & Palmer and Bryant & May.

         In the case of Cadbury, however, success looked far from assured when George, aged 21, and his 25-year-old brother Richard finally took over the business in 1861. The workforce had shrunk to just 20 staff and the firm lost money, with a declining market share. ‘It would have been far easier to start a new business than to pull up a decayed one which had a bad name. The prospect seemed a hopeless one, but we were young and full of energy’, George remembered some four decades later.11

         Both brothers had each inherited £4000 from their mother and pledged to invest it into the business. Today that sum is worth nearly £1m, but it was far from certain that this was enough capital to turn the business around. George stripped his living expenses down to the bare essentials. As a Quaker, George’s life was already governed by self-restraint and an abhorrence of giving way to sensual temptation, but in the first decade running the business, this ‘was a stern martyrdom of the senses, physical and intellectual…[that] drove all the energy of his nature into the certain swift, deep channels, and left large spaces of life – the worlds of pleasure and aesthetic emotion – wholly unexplored’.12 George gave up tea and coffee, spending the absolute bare minimum on life’s essentials. He even denied himself a morning paper – besides the cover price, he saw it as a distraction that 11would interfere with his work. His working day stretched from 7 a.m. to 9 p.m., lunching on an economy diet of bread, butter and water. In one surviving letter, written in 1914, he remembered that he had whittled down his living expenses to just £25 a year: ‘It was just the money that I saved by living so sparsely that carried us over the crisis’.

         The collapse of the business had only narrowly been avoided, however. Prospects had seemed so dire that George had already planned to go to the Himalayas to become a tea planter if the firm failed, as Quaker principles prevented them from borrowing their way out of trouble. In what must have seemed a last desperate attempt to save the business, George had spent what remained of his capital on the purchase of an innovative chocolate press from a Dutch manufacturer, Van Houten. From what he had read, the huge machine had the muscle to squeeze out the oily cocoa butter, leaving cocoa which was soluble. Once installed by crane in their modest factory in Bridge Street, Birmingham, George and Richard realised that at last, Cadbury could truthfully claim (important in Quaker advertising) that they produced the purest cocoa available. Competitors had to add flour and other additives to their products to dissolve the cocoa butter, so only Cadbury could make the claim that their cocoa was ‘Absolutely pure, therefore best’, and sales began to increase.

         Slowly the fortunes of the factory began to improve; in just a few short years, the quality of its products had come a long way from the ‘economy cocoa’ Cadbury used to churn out – only one fifth was actually cocoa, the rest bulked out with potato starch, sago flour and treacle. It is questionable whether this could be described as drinking chocolate, but it was, as Cadbury said, ‘comforting gruel’. The brothers would work together for nearly 39 years, until Richard died in 1899.13 By that time, Cadbury had grown so successful that by the turn of the century, it was the biggest chocolate manufacturing business in Britain, purchasing one third of all cocoa imported into the country.

         Richard never lived to see what must be considered Cadbury’s most triumphant chocolate bar launch: the unveiling of Dairy Milk in 1905. For decades, the brothers had struggled to perfect their recipe for milk chocolate as ingredients tended to curdle. Dairy Milk was an acclaimed success; however, as the advertising attested, each bar contained no less 12than a glass and a half of milk. The recipe may have evolved over the years, but this chocolate remains, according to some polls, the world’s favourite chocolate bar.

         
            
[image: ]Dairy Milk: the brand enjoyed huge success when launched in 1905.

            

         

         
            
[image: ]Van Houten chocolate press, c.1900: vital for squeezing cocoa butter out during the making of chocolate drinks.13

            

         

         
            
[image: ]Cadbury advertised its products heavily in the years running up to World War I.

            

         

         Whatever the stresses of business, however, from the age of 20 George always spared time for his local Adult School, a Quaker-inspired movement that had rapidly spread across the West Midlands to teach reading to the urban working class. Before the reforms of the 1870 Education Act which paved the way for compulsory schooling, illiteracy was rife, as employers such as the Cadbury brothers were all too aware. George regarded the ability to read and acquire an education as the only way the dispossessed could manage to build a decent life. In Birmingham, he was one of the movement’s most passionate supporters. Within five years of starting regular teaching at the school in Severn Street, class XIV was made his own. His pupils might be drunks, jailbirds or homeless, but nobody was judged or turned away. George taught this particular class for nearly 50 years, arriving just before 7 every Sunday morning to begin with breakfast with his fellow teachers. His alumni, numbering in the hundreds, invariably stayed in touch with their teacher: ‘It became not so much a class as a companionship of old friends, of which George Cadbury was less a leader than an elder’.14 On the few occasions a student strayed beyond his help, George still stretched out 14a helping hand: in October 1905 he wrote to a Commissioner Sturgess of the Salvation Army in London, enclosing a cheque, to ask for his help in relocating a former member of class XIV who had just completed a prison sentence for housebreaking; George was afraid his old Birmingham cronies would drag him back into a life of crime.

         With these experiences, George had nothing to learn about the plight of the industrial working classes. To so many employers in the huge factories crowded into Birmingham, this was the sweated labour of the Industrial Revolution, to be worked six days a week for the lowest wages that the market would allow. For so many men, the pub offered the only sanctuary from chaotic domestic lives, with entire families living in unheated tenements and often obliged to share a single room. For Quakers like George, drink and licensed premises were an unmitigated social and spiritual evil.

         For all its recent financial problems, Cadbury continued to pay above the average wage for Birmingham factory workers of the day. George, who was still a bachelor at the turn of the 1870s, may have eschewed entertainments on his own account but he did his best to lay on events for the workforce, including Christmas tea parties and cricket matches. Everyone, including George and Richard, was always addressed by their first name. The Cadburys started a morning service for workers in 1868, complete with hymns and a silent prayer when, in Quaker fashion, they might ‘wait on the Lord for themselves’.15 This seemed to have some measure of employee support. When George tried to discontinue it in 1870, there was a petition from the bulk of the workforce calling for its resumption and the tradition of morning prayers in the works continued for another 30 years.

         For George, all this was not enough – a far greater decision had to be made. At this time, the business was starting to outgrow the Bridge Street Works, and it became clear that Cadbury would need to move into a far more extensive factory. George had become progressively sickened by the way the areas surrounding his factory had been blighted by industrial pollution which he regarded as ‘physically and morally degrading’. Factories belched smoke cheek by jowl with the cramped terraced housing in which so many of his workers lived. Why should economic progress come at such human cost to the workforce? To George, this was not just an ethical concern, it was also a business one. How could he possibly expect his workforce to  15produce their best work if it was obliged to live in such intolerable conditions? Why not instead build an entirely new factory in the still unspoilt countryside that lay beyond Birmingham’s outer reaches?

         
            
[image: ]Birmingham inner-city slums, c.1870.

            

         

         It was a bold idea for an employer in Birmingham of that era. How long it took George to come across his chosen site near the River Bourn, a small trout stream, is not recorded but with his attention to detail, one imagines he plodded on horseback around most of the countryside on the outskirts of Birmingham’s suburbia. By the time the site opened in 1879, some 4 miles from the city centre, it had all been plotted out by George in his immaculate and precise handwriting: every home should stand in a garden three times its own area (residents were encouraged to grow their own vegetables). Not for Bournville the dull endless uniformity of Victorian terraced houses. In this promised land, every home should have different elevations with its own individual design. They were let at rents calibrated against workers’ wages, or sold at cost on a leasehold basis. Every road should be at least 40 ft wide and tree-lined. The factory itself was designed to complement the new village that surrounded it. One of the first things that struck workers when they arrived at the new workplace were the recreation facilities, at this stage still strictly gender-segregated. For the men there was a cricket 16pitch and a lido created by widening out the banks of the nearby river. Women were offered acres of ‘playing area’ with swings and slides and other amusements. With the brown-brick factory built as close as possible to a railway station (George had negotiated discount terms for his workforce), Bournville was surrounded by open countryside, greenery, trees, fields and most important of all, fresh unpolluted air. In every way, Bournville must have seemed a release for so many workers eking out wretched lives in overcrowded slums.

         The vast brick-built factory was built on human dimensions, with everything mechanically involved in making chocolate custom-designed for the ease and safety of the workforce. Cocoa beans from vast hoppers trundled through to a roasting room with a fragrance ‘such as one might expect from thousands of plum puddings’, reported one early observer. There were fewer than 300 employees when Cadbury began the move to Bournville. By the turn of the century, the payroll numbered 5000, with female employees ‘all dressed in white blouses… with voices as gentle and feminine as any lady shopping in Bond Street’. In truth, the technology itself was no more than standard for the big chocolate-making enterprises of the day. ‘George Cadbury’s claim to distinction is that he gave a new direction to business, enlarged its scope, and made it the ally of social reform’. The company began to refer to Bournville as ‘the factory in a garden’. In the meantime, George was building a new home for himself, too.
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         He was 34 when the move to Bournville began, but George had never been a natural bachelor. Such had been his commitment to plough every last penny into developing the business that he had blocked out any thought of marriage as an unjustifiable expense. He would have been all too aware that his married elder brother Richard had seen his half of the company’s £10,000 capital shrink to £150 through the cost of raising a family; he had married when the two brothers took over Cadbury from John. According to George’s surviving papers, ‘If I had been married there would have been no Bournville today’. Nevertheless, when planning for the great project was underway George finally married Mary Tylor in 1872. They had five children before she died of fever in 1887.

         The following year George married Elizabeth Taylor, known as Elsie. Adrian’s father Laurence, born in 1889, was the eldest of their six children. The couple seemed to have been ideally suited. Elsie was restlessly intelligent; before marriage she had regularly attended lectures at London University (although she never enrolled). She was fluent in French and German, having been to school in Saxe-Meiningen for two years, and a virtuoso organist. Although her faith had wavered early in life, she had been inspired by George’s work in class XIV when she visited the Adult School and she henceforth devoted herself to related good causes. The orbit of her charitable interests was to stretch in later life far beyond Bournville. She founded the Birmingham Union of Girls Club, and in 1900 was a founder member of the Board of Governors of Birmingham University. Elsie was 18recognised with a damehood for her charitable works. She died in 1951 but was active to the end. Veronica remembers that Adrian had a close relationship with Elsie, regularly driving their grandmother to public functions in her widowed old age. His grandmother was an important figure in his childhood. As he wrote, ‘[she] was the centre of the family when I was young and much loved and admired by us all’.
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         All 11 children from both marriages were brought up together in a large home, The Manor, that George had bought in Northfield. The children were allowed free rein in this ‘rabbit warren of rooms, passages, and staircases with an ancient backstairs lift’. In the grounds were a lake and a 9-hole golf course. One of Adrian’s earliest memories was the resident carpenter, Mr Barratt, building a boat for the grandchildren to row on the lake. For a Quaker family of the day, it could have been considered an unconventional upbringing. The sons were obsessed with shooting, especially air guns. Adrian remembers as a young child looking ‘at the backs of some of the large Victorian paintings in the Manor dining room, and they had clearly been used for target practice at some stage’. From this formative experience, Adrian’s father, Laurence, would remain the keenest collector of firearms to the end of his life. With the family’s growing prosperity, The Manor had at times as many as 30 domestic staff, but the boisterous chaos from so many children could not have been a greater contrast to George’s long years of 19frugal solitude in rented rooms; as a father he seemed to take the most tolerant approach to his offspring. He never eased up in his commitment to his faith or his tireless round of good works outside his management of the factory. According to Adrian, ‘George and Elizabeth did not force their views on their children, who were encouraged to think for themselves’.

         Elsie may not have designed Bournville, but she seemed an unsung force in its organisation. By 1900, George had gifted Bournville to a family-controlled trust. The village had grown to some 500 acres and it was largely Elsie who organised the school the family had donated. With a library, laboratories and large playgrounds, as many as 420 children enrolled when it opened in 1906. By this time, families were regularly growing their own food under the guidance of the Cadbury gardening department.

         At the factory there was compulsory further schooling and physical exercise for all employees under the age of 18, with Cadbury paying the fees. An 80-foot swimming pool was built for girls. A Cadbury surgery was opened on site, with two full-time doctors and four nurses. A works dental surgery was opened in 1905, with free toothpaste and brushes available to all local schoolchildren. According to the Bournville Works Magazine, first published in 1902, there was a camera club and a musical society as well as youth clubs and clerks’ social clubs offering billiards, whist and cribbage, seemingly an association to suit every interest. In the summer there were holiday excursions.

         Most splendid of all, each year at the end of June Bournville Village held its biggest jamboree – an annual gathering with plays staged, exhibitions of handicraft, Morris dancing and a gymkhana. Small wonder that in the years running up to the First World War, Bournville Village had attracted worldwide recognition as a model of town planning. For Adrian, Bournville Village was an integral, perhaps even the most important, part of Cadbury’s social and philanthropic legacy. As he later wrote, ‘It shows there are no contradictions to providing people with good working conditions and running a business.’

         BVT, as the Bournville Village Trust is now known, still thrives to this day: more than 23,000 people live in arts and crafts-style houses with 10 per cent of the 1000-acre estate put aside for parks and recreation grounds as George had prescribed. Cadbury family members still make up six of 20the board with an equivalent number of independent trustees as befits the governance of a significant housing trust. In keeping with George’s beliefs, there remains a prohibition on licensed pubs anywhere across the land he endowed.

         George had always been adept at reconciling his business interests with his social conscience but in 1901, he was moved by public service when he agreed to take over control of the Daily News, a venerable title founded in 1846 by Charles Dickens. As a Quaker pacifist, he was vehemently against the Boer War and wanted a vehicle to campaign for a settlement. Along with more progressive titles such as The Manchester Guardian, George was a great supporter of Henry Campbell-Bannerman whose Liberal party swept to a landslide victory in 1906. Here at last was fertile ground for George’s newspaper’s crusade for the Old Age Pensions Act and legislation was passed in 1908. A year later, the Daily News could claim victory, too, in its relentless editorialising against ‘sweated labour’ when the Government unveiled the 1909 Trade Board Act to implement a minimum wage.

         George never hesitated to stand up for his principles and his investment in the Daily News was by no means without success, yet he must have been taken aback by the vehemence with which he was singled out for personal attack by the Conservative-leaning majority of the national press. One can understand why The World first coined the term ‘cocoa press’, but the opprobrium reached an entirely different level when the reactionary John Bull newspaper branded George a ‘serpentine and malevolent cocoa magnate’. Having made so many enemies on Fleet Street with his paper’s progressive views, it was inevitable that the mainstream press would seize on the news in 1905 that Cadbury (along with the rest of the British confectionery business) had discovered that part of its cocoa imports were produced by what was, to all intents and purposes, slave labour.
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         Ever since 1886, along with its other Quaker counterparts in the chocolate trade, Cadbury had imported cocoa beans from São Tomé and Principe, islands in West Africa north of the then Portuguese colony of Angola. It was not until 1901, however, that George’s nephew, William Cadbury, stumbled across a sales brochure for a plantation for sale which appeared to include ‘two hundred black labourers worth £3,555’.16 Britain had banned the transportation of slaves across its empire in 1807 with the 21British Slave Trade Act. Portugal had supposedly abolished slavery in its colonies in 1875, although activist groups such as the British Anti-Slavery Society remained convinced that the trade continued. From the exhaustive records and files crammed into 12 boxes in the Cadbury Collection archives at Birmingham University, the Cadbury board was appalled at the allegations and determined to arrive at the truth. Yet the process set in 22motion by George comes across as perhaps naively trusting of promised help from the British government. Although William Cadbury was commissioned to make inspection tours it was an American journalist, Henry Nevinson, who first made public the horrors of forced labour in Portuguese West Africa in a series of reports in Harper’s Magazine from August 1905 to February 1906. His accounts appeared as a book, A Modern Slavery, published in 1906. Nevinson’s descriptions of workforce mistreatment sketch out in graphic detail the inhumanity of a regime under which the annual death toll of the labour force topped 20 per cent.

         For most of the general public, however, it was not until George and the rest of the Cadbury board were obliged to sue The Evening Standard for libel that the controversy became news. As the records show, Cadbury had instructed William to make repeated fact-finding visits to Angola and São Tomé to nail down incontrovertible proof that the plantations were indeed using slave labour. It had made its concerns known to the Foreign Secretary who had promised to intervene with his Portuguese counterpart. George was convinced that reforms could only be achieved if British importers retained their clout as major importers of cocoa. If they had simply terminated their contract, plantations in Portuguese-controlled Africa would eventually be able to source new markets. In the process, any opportunity for Cadbury to help force through reforms would be lost forever. One does not doubt this was a position sincerely held, but it did not make for the most convincing witness statements when Cadbury sued The Evening Standard for a front-page article published on 26 September 1908. The Standard accused George of hypocrisy in championing workers’ rights in Birmingham when the raw product for the business was made by oppressed ‘black and brown hands, toiling in plantations, or hauling loads through swamp and forest’. This was a monstrous trade against which the ‘Quaker and Radical ancestors of Mr Cadbury thundered in the better days of England’, the newspaper said. ‘The labourers are herded into compounds (think of that, Mr Cadbury, compounds!). If the worker does not work hard enough, he’s beaten and nearly whipped to death if he tries to escape’.

         Now aged 70, George’s gentle and thoughtful personality was not naturally a match for the ‘powerful and brooding presence’ of Sir Edward Carson, lead defence counsel for The Evening Standard. Appointed Solicitor 23General for England, Carson’s reputation went before him as the counsel who had represented the Marquess of Queensbury in his successful defence of the celebrated 1895 libel action by Oscar Wilde. In a crowded Birmingham courtroom on Friday morning, 2 December 1909, George took the stand to find himself rapidly outdone by Carson’s combative and sarcastic questioning style. The company’s Achilles heel was that it continued to buy cocoa it knew, or at least strongly suspected, had been made by forced labour. George failed to stand his ground or explain Cadbury’s plans to persuade the British government to intervene on its behalf. Despite the complexity of the five-day case, the jury was out for just 55 minutes to decide, as the presiding judge Mr Justice Pickford reminded them, whether the Cadburys could be held culpable for deliberate dishonest hypocrisy as the Standard article had alleged. For all George’s lack of conviction in the witness box, the jury found against the Standard, which was also required to pick up the immense legal costs for both sides. However, despite what appeared to be such a clear-cut ruling, Cadbury was awarded just a farthing in damages. Even George’s opponents in the press were baffled by the jury’s decision to award such a derisory amount. Nevertheless, to George this verdict represented complete vindication. Over the next few years, the Portuguese government did bring in reforms, but the Cadburys had moved on 24with a new programme of cocoa sourced from Ghana in plantations run to British standards.
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         This dark episode in the company’s history has been considered in unflinching detail in Chocolate Wars, published in 2010 by a family member, Deborah Cadbury. Ten years later, the website for one of the family’s charitable ventures, the Barrow Cadbury Trust, was moved to highlight this troubling history ‘in light of the increased public scrutiny of the origins of philanthropic capital’. Adrian’s family members do not remember discussing this episode when growing up, although towards the end of Adrian’s life his younger son Matthew said he did recall his father mentioning it ‘when he was in his 70s… reflecting on what had gone wrong’. As for George, after the court case he soon handed over control of both Cadbury and the newspapers to his sons. The years running up to his death in 1922 were probably the happiest of his life, still devoted to class XIV and his other good causes. The growing burden of newspaper ownership, however, would hang heavy over the family for decades to come.
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            CHAPTER THREE

            The Davids

         

         With its dozens of antique cannons and other weaponry spread around the 10-acre grounds and rooms hung with exotic hunting trophies, Adrian once conceded that The Davids – the home where he grew up – did not immediately project the values of the Quaker community. As he observed, this was a family ‘remarkably keen on firearms and Laurence’s collection of ancient artillery at The Davids is the finest outside the Tower of London’.1

         Adrian’s father, Laurence, bought the sprawling whitewashed Edwardian home on the outskirts of Bournville, in 1925. It provided the backdrop to three generations of Cadbury family life, with all its triumphs and tragedies, for the next 60 years. All these memories, however, have long been bulldozed away as the house with its tennis court, ponds, woods, pasture land and lawns, was redeveloped in the nineties into an estate of ‘executive homes’.

         Family members still remember how visitors could be startled by the stuffed spoils from Laurence’s big-game hunting in Alaska and the Canadian Yukon just before the First World War. The most dramatic exhibit was a Kodiak bear – the world’s largest member of the Ursidae family and a fearsome predator. It reared up on its hind legs, with mouth bared in a silent roar and plate-sized paws stretched aloft in readiness for attack, on a plinth in the Garden Room. The enormous beast must have towered over Laurence when he shot it at close range during a one-year leave of absence from Cadbury in 1913. The bear was a fixture in the household for decades; on the odd occasions when champagne was opened for some celebration, Adrian’s youngest brother Jocelyn, who had a mischievous sense of fun, delighted in trying to aim the cork into the animal’s mouth.

         Walking through the front hall, visitors were confronted by an enormous moose head which loomed out from the opposite wall. The parquet floor stretched off into the dining room and breakfast room. Laurence’s office 26 lay beyond through a series of doors. The main sitting room was called the Oak Room – Laurence had recreated a similarly named room from his father George’s home. He had salvaged the panelling from a demolished house, and designed a space at The Davids to fit it exactly; Laurence was always strongly attached to his childhood home. From here, steps led to the Animal Room containing a display of Laurence’s most cherished sporting trophies, including a cheetah and the front half of an African lion. They were all arranged around a ping-pong table in a room that was never heated and always freezing cold. (There were so many specimens that the auctioneers James & Lister Lea allocated an entire day to ‘Big Game Trophies’ when the contents of The Davids were sold off in 1988.)2 Beyond that was Laurence’s workshop (he loved making model boats and repairing household appliances) and a well-used basement squash court. Adrian’s daughter Caroline recalls The Davids as ‘very art deco, very 1920s and 1930s – like somewhere in an Agatha Christie film’.

         
            
[image: ]Laurence’s wife Joyce at home in the late 1940s with a stuffed Alaskan bear: one of her husband’s hunting trophies.

            

         

         Laurence’s grandchildren still remember him as something of a Victorian-era patriarch who ‘liked things done properly’. He comes over as a severe man from photographs, with his bald domed head and short moustache. In social or business settings, he had no time for waffle or small talk. He had a particular dislike of ‘conversational loose-ends’.3 His 27son wrote: ‘He did not waste words and he could extract some amusement out of most situations by his apt turn of phrase. He enlivened a number of meetings I attended at work in this fashion, but his audience did not always have the necessary knowledge of literature and history to appreciate his allusions’.4 Perhaps this explained why he so enjoyed the company of newspapermen. As Adrian suggested, he would have found more kindred spirits on Fleet Street than in the factory at Bournville.

         In the heyday of his public life in the decade after the end of the Second World War, Laurence mixed with many of the most powerful names in the British establishment. One imagines he could be a most generous and entertaining host when visitors came to The Davids. Adrian’s sister Veronica remembers guests as varied as Peter Carrington, the Conservative politician who would much later become a household name as Foreign Secretary during the 1982 invasion of the Falkland Islands; and the Labour statesman Herbert Morrison, who remains credited with the success of the 1951 Festival of Britain but never managed to become leader of his party. Other regulars included the formidable Liberal barrister, Norman Birkett, who knew the family well – he had scraped together funds for his legal training and pupillage by working as a secretary to Laurence’s father George. At The Davids, guests could surely look forward to excellent wine. As a director of the Bank of England, Laurence made good use of his entitlement to buy from its Threadneedle Street cellars, Chateau Carbonnieux 1952 being a particular favourite.5

         Yet Laurence seems to have been a far more complicated and contradictory figure than the stereotypical press or business magnate. He might have driven a Bentley but he never quite turned his back on the self-denying lifestyle of his father George. For all the state-of-the-art heating installed at The Davids, according to Adrian it was his father’s practice to have a cold bath every day. He loved the time he spent every week at the family’s News Chronicle (or ‘NC’, as they called it) and the Bank of England, but as Adrian said, ‘he was a very shy man. He wasn’t all that forthcoming’. His rivals in the newspaper world, such as Max Beaverbrook at the Daily Express, ‘were all larger-than-life figures involved in a lot of social things which my father wasn’t’. So, while he relished London life it was ‘not in a gregarious way – he tended to spend evenings in the capital by himself, 28going to the theatre followed by a solitary meal at his club, the Athenaeum’. Laurence spent much time reading. When the contents of The Davids was put up for sale, a reporter from The Daily Telegraph was particularly struck by how thoroughly his books appeared to have been read. Laurence had left a multitude of tiny pencil annotations around particular passages that had impressed him. Adrian suggests, too, that in a quiet and reserved way there was an unsung generosity to Laurence who ‘helped many more people than we will ever know’.6

         Throughout the 1960s and 1970s, the extended family often visited the grandparents for Sunday lunch. Laurence would always sit at the head of a long, polished dining-room table. Either side would be Adrian and, often, his younger brother Dominic. Eleven years his junior, Dominic had also joined Cadbury in 1964. The men would often talk shop, Matthew remembers, while the rest of the children and women were grouped around his grandmother Joyce at the other end of the table. The roast would be wheeled in by the cook, Mrs Bevan, with four choices of pudding following on a dessert trolley.

         This was not the home of conventional ‘Quaker capitalists’, as the Cadbury dynasty has sometimes been described. The world of Laurence Cadbury and his family was ‘more complicated than that’, according to Veronica.7 The family was ‘Quaker by nature’, she said, but they certainly were not regularly observant. Her father Laurence remains on record as saying that, ‘from an early age, I am afraid, I took to playing golf on Sunday mornings instead of going to Meetings’.8 Inevitably, this caused some tension with their more devout Quaker relatives, Veronica remembered. ‘We were not as strict as some of them’.9 Her mother, Joyce, was in any event Unitarian but ‘not into religion’. Of all the six siblings, Veronica thought it was only Adrian who had shown some renewed interest in Quakerism in his later years. Adrian confessed that he never knew what belief his father held now that he was no longer a practising Quaker. ‘He wasn’t concerned about an afterlife, although we never discussed it. He was a life member of the Euthanasia Society, although this seems paradoxical – I used to pull his leg about it. [He seemed to feel that] it is through your children and children’s children that life goes on’. Perhaps Laurence proves the claim made by Henry Ashworth, a wealthy early nineteenth-century cotton manufacturer 29that, ‘with very few exceptions, the third generation of the rich leave our Society [the Quakers].10
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         Laurence’s own father George never wavered in his faith but he seemed to have made little effort to keep his son in the fold. Laurence had attended Leighton Park, a Quaker school. As Nonconformists were now free to enrol at the educational establishment of their choice, Laurence went up to Trinity College, Cambridge in 1908 to read economics, the first in the family to attend university. Judging by Laurence’s accounts of his lifestyle, he seemed to have benefited from a generous allowance. He started collecting antiques, one of his first acquisitions being an ‘ancient firearm’. By his second year at Trinity, Laurence’s father seemed to have some reason to fear that his son was being led astray. George wrote to Laurence, ‘This is the testing time! Temptations are very strong. I do earnestly pray for thee that thou mayst be “kept” by the power of God until salvation. Self control and self denial now will be repaid a hundredfold if thou art to be spared to the “three score years and ten”. Thy attached [sic] father’.

         Beyond a certain extravagance, however, George would surely have had no reason to worry that his oldest son had taken a wrong turn. Laurence 30had thrown himself into economics, a discipline which had only just begun to be taught. There had been doubts whether this was actually an academic subject, and it remained an offshoot of the School of Moral Philosophy. According to Adrian, ‘[Laurence’s tutor] Dr MacTaggart was a moral philosopher with no knowledge of economics at all. Yet Cambridge was the centre of economic thought, with Alfred Marshall, author of Principles of Economics, as the senior professor. Arthur Pigou, another well-known economist, took up his post at Cambridge in the year my father started his course and I was Pigou’s last pupil, when I went up to Cambridge to read economics in my turn in 1949 – a link which I have always appreciated’.11 Outside the lecture hall, Laurence threw himself into rowing, winning the prestigious Magdalene Pairs in 1911. One of his boating friends, Bob Vereker, who was believed never to have read any book except Pilgrim’s Progress (which he knew by heart), was his companion on his big-game shooting trip in North America. This would also have been funded through the indulgence of his father.

         When war was declared in 1914, Laurence felt torn between his desire to serve his country and the values of his upbringing as a Quaker pacifist. This struggle must have been particularly difficult as his brother, Bertie, had rejected his faith to enrol in the Royal Naval Air Service. Instead, Laurence teamed up with another Cambridge friend, Philip Noel-Baker, to form what would be known as the Friends Ambulance Unit; they remained non-combatants but were nevertheless exposed to all the dangers of gunfire and shells to save countless wounded on the Western Front. For this initiative, Laurence was awarded the OBE, and from a grateful France, the Croix de Guerre. As for his friend and fellow Quaker, Noel-Baker, the cause of pacifism became a lifelong crusade. After winning the Silver medal for the 1500 metres in the 1920 Olympic Games in Antwerp, Noel-Baker was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1959 for his work with the League of Nations and other disarmament causes.

         As with most veterans, Laurence never talked much about the war but according to family members, during his perilous sorties into no-man’s land he spirited away any abandoned German rifles and other military memorabilia he came across. These later formed a collection at The Davids. He was proud, too, of the bell of a bombed-out church he had unearthed 31in the Flemish town of Geluwe, which hung in the entrance hall. For all the Unit’s supposed pacifism, one family member is convinced that Laurence, with his love of firearms, would have had no compunction in providing covering fire if any of his unit should be pinned down by the enemy.
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         In 1925, Laurence, now aged 36 and managing director of the family business, married the much younger 19-year old Joyce Mathews. She came from a well-connected family of prosperous land agents in nearby Edgbaston. Just how a highly successful businessman approaching middle age had begun to court such a young wife is unclear. When asked this question by a researcher from the British Library, Adrian simply said that they had met at social events.12 Although the Mathews and Cadburys were not close, they knew each other and both families were entrenched in Birmingham society, with a shared interest in various educational and charitable causes. Doubtless the Mathews were delighted for their daughter to marry into such an illustrious local name; the union has the feeling of a dynastic match.

         By the following year, the newlyweds had moved into The Davids. Joyce, who was fiercely academic and had won a scholarship to read English Literature at Girton College, Cambridge (not yet officially part of the University), had been obliged to give up her place after just one year. At that time it was taken for granted that women who married would abandon their course and the same expectation remained for female workers at the Bournville factory for decades to come.

         Besides raising her six children, Joyce diverted her energies into charities and public life and was later awarded the OBE for her youth work. 32 Just as George’s wife, Elsie, had been so devoted to good works a generation previously, Adrian’s mother was involved in the expansion of Girls Clubs. She was a long-standing and politically independent member of the Birmingham City Education Committee, and was awarded an honorary degree by Birmingham University. Apart from being a governor of Malvern Girls College and a founder of the Independent Schools Information Service, from 1943 and for the next 25 years she was chair of governors of Edgbaston High School (where her grandfather had been the inaugural Honorary Secretary) and masterminded the school’s relocation from the centre of Birmingham to Edgbaston. When she died in 1988, her obituaries concentrated just as much on her contribution to public life as on her marriage into the Cadbury family. The Birmingham Post remembered her for providing a ‘lifetime of public service’. For all that, she was clearly very involved with her children. Adrian wrote that his mother was ‘the main influence on the family. My father always wrote to us at school and university, but he was sheltered from most family and domestic issues by my mother’.13 During the war, Adrian remembered his mother turning The Davids into a farm, with pigs and Dexter cows. Joyce’s particular love was music – her wedding present from the Bournville factory had been a grand piano and ‘she regularly sang at the firm’s parties’.14

         Laurence did not take over as chairman of Cadbury until 1944, a post he held for the next 15 years. From the start of his career he had made his mark with a gimlet eye for efficiency and cost savings. He was naturally a hard-nosed manager. Adrian recalled a family story that even as a child, his father had used his pocket watch to time any journey in a hansom cab and thereby ensure that he was never overcharged. Laurence’s father, George, had baulked at bringing in too much mechanisation of production for fear of putting people out of work. Laurence took a more ruthless, or perhaps realistic, approach. Appointed as director after the end of the First World War, he automated much of the production. Within eight years, even the process of pouring chocolate into moulds was no longer done by hand, with the licensing of automatic moulding machines from Denmark. The efficiency savings were dramatic, allowing the price of a half-pound block of Dairy Milk, which had cost 2 shillings in 1921, to be slashed to just 8 pence some 13 years later. Such was now the public demand that, in spite of the job 33 losses resulting from automation, the factory workforce actually increased by 10 per cent over the same period in order to cope with surging production.

         Laurence was running his slide rule, too, over the performance of Cadbury’s merger with fellow-Quaker chocolate manufacturer, J.S. Fry & Sons. In comparison with the order and productivity of Bournville, Fry seemed inefficient and badly managed with its hotchpotch of offices and factories spread across Bristol. The 1919 Fry’s merger never lived up to expectations until Egbert (Laurence’s younger brother) was put in charge and production moved out of Bristol to a new factory at Somerdale near Keynsham. Laurence seemed to be everywhere: opening factories in Canada and South Africa; joining the board of the Daily News; and from 1936 to 1961, acting as a director of the Bank of England, an appointment which was also to be conferred on Adrian.
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         Adrian was born on 15 April 1929 into a home of wealth, privilege and connections. He was part of a family entrenched in the West Midlands, with an acute sense of its responsibilities as one of the biggest employers in the Birmingham area. His early childhood, when the children were largely left to make their own amusements, was ‘idyllic’ as his sister Veronica recalled, although she is adamant the children were never spoiled. If the Cadbury offspring wanted extra pocket money, they had to work for it. Laurence was 34 a great believer in the importance of ‘financial incentives at home as well as at work’.15

         Of his early childhood Adrian wrote, ‘We used to come down from the nursery for lunch in the dining room at The Davids on Sundays. A penny would gradually move across the table in our direction, provided that we had not made any mess. There were rewards for multiplication tables – and, more unusually for pest control: pigeons had a price of two shillings and sixpence on their heads and cuckoos were worth ten shillings’.16 Yet there was a more serious side to Laurence’s parenting. He may have drifted away from religion but he still placed great store on the Bible ‘and loved the plain English and clear message of the Church’. Adrian remembers being ‘asked to check biblical quotations in Cruden’s Concordance from time to time’. Laurence was particularly keen on getting his offspring ‘to read and to learn poems by heart’. Again ‘financial rewards were offered… He was fond of the poems of G.K. Chesterton, who knew his father, George, and used to stay at the family home when Laurence was growing up’.

         Life changed dramatically for Adrian when he developed chronic asthma in his early childhood. Veronica, born in 1932 and three years his junior, remembers him having to lie down for long periods in the huge nursery right at the top of The Davids. ‘He was quite poorly when growing up’. There were 20 years between the ages of Julian, the oldest of the six children and Jocelyn, the youngest. After Julian, Adrian and Veronica, Anthea was born in 1936, followed by Dominic in 1940 and Jocelyn, after the end of the war, in 1946. The family thought that perhaps pollution was to blame for Adrian’s respiratory problems. His grandfather George may have managed to relocate Cadbury to the green environs of Bournville but, as Veronica reflected, pre-war Birmingham still suffered significant levels of pollution as a manufacturing centre. With Adrian’s health deteriorating and no obvious remedy on the horizon, he was dispatched, aged 6, to Switzerland in 1935 for the pure mountain air to work its cure. This was far from unusual for that time; alpine spas were heavily frequented by the monied classes, their health-restoring properties endorsed by doctors and promoted in the national press.

         For two and a half years, Adrian was enrolled at the Institut Solreal in the town of Crans-Montana in the Swiss Alps, a sort of health 35clinic-cum-boarding school. Run by a Mademoiselle Gueydan, it was highly regarded for the rehabilitation of juvenile asthmatics. It would seem that he saw his parents and older brother Julian fairly regularly. He was back home for the summer holidays and the family visited Crans-Montana during term time to see him and to enjoy winter sports. Decades later, Adrian was still haunted by the daily regimen of red sauerkraut, ‘which I hated… and always being made to eat more than I wanted’.17 A particular trial was being expected to eat two tartines (slices of bread and butter with or without jam) every teatime, he remembers. When his family took him out to stay at a hotel, Adrian reverted back to his default favourite diet of a baked potato with tomato sauce.18
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               [back] Adrian, Dominic, Julian; [front] Anthea, Jocelyn, Joyce, Laurence, Veronica.
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         One huge redeeming feature from his time in Crans-Montana, however, was the opportunity to become proficient in skiing; it was a sport he continued throughout his life. Later in his career at Cadbury he arranged regular factory skiing trips to Scotland and the French Alps, according to the Bournville Works Magazine.19 Judging by the accounts, Adrian had an almost messianic drive to get as many other people involved on the ski slopes he loved, especially those who would not typically have enjoyed the opportunity of winter sports. From leading dry-slope practice at Bournville to taking part in employee trips, Adrian’s engagement with his staff went beyond what might be expected from a director of a major company.

         When he arrived at the Institut as a child, Adrian’s biggest problem was that the only language spoken was French and without developing some grasp of it, there was no way of navigating the complicated protocols in the dining room – the only way to get something to eat. Adrian therefore learnt the language quickly. In later life he was grateful for this experience which led to a lifetime fluency in French. It gave him a head start in modern languages, which would remain one of his particular interests and about which he wrote and later lectured in the course of his working life. Such was his reputation that he became an occasional keynote speaker at meetings of the Institute of Linguists. As for his time in Switzerland, one anecdote entered Cadbury family mythology. One of his fellow pupils at Solreal was the future disgraced Liberal politician, Jeremy Thorpe; the two were never close but their paths would briefly cross again in adult life. Reflecting on his experiences in Switzerland decades later, Adrian recalled, ‘I did not like the place which was perhaps hardly surprising’.20

         With the outbreak of war, however, the Cadbury family was destined to separate for nearly four years. Although regular night-time bombing did not begin in earnest over Birmingham until August 1940, the Cadburys were uncomfortably aware that the proximity of The Davids to the Austin 37 car factory (now making munitions) put them at high risk from Luftwaffe air raids. By early summer Laurence had become convinced that Britain was about to be invaded. As grim news came in of the Dunkirk retreat, ‘he wanted to give his younger children the chance to get away’, Veronica remembered. With the outlook so bleak, thousands of other families seemed to have reached the same conclusion, and signed up their offspring with evacuation plans to Canada and elsewhere, drawn up by the government-backed Children’s Overseas Reception Board. As a child, Veronica does not remember knowing anything about the dangers from U-boats, but she still recalls, in June 1940, her mother wiping away tears when she (then aged 7), Anthea (4) and Dominic (just 6 weeks old), together with a nurse, boarded the RMS Duchess of Atholl in Liverpool bound for Montreal. She and the other children were to spend four happy years in Canada. Others were not so lucky. Just a few months later in September, another Canada-bound ship full of evacuees, the SS City of Benares, was sunk by a German submarine in mid-Atlantic. Eighty-one British children were among those who lost their lives. Veronica remembers feeling that she remained in close contact with her parents and brothers during her years in Canada because of the reliability and frequency of the wartime transatlantic postal service. Letters arrived at least weekly. She doubts that the family separation would have lain too heavily on Adrian who she had no doubt was being kept ‘very busy’.

         Adrian attended pre-prep school at the Edgbaston School for Girls, which at that time also took boys, before moving in 1939 to what sounded like a quirky Quaker prep school, The Downs near Malvern. The school was run by Geoffrey Hoyland who had married Adrian’s aunt Dorothea. Hoyland spent Cadbury money freely on expanding the school. Pupils could even drive a train on a miniature railway. W.H. Auden, who had recently completed three plays with his lover Christopher Isherwood, taught English there. Although already writing poetry, he had yet to produce most of the works that would make his reputation. Auden had become increasingly jittery: his lifestyle and left-wing leanings made him increasingly uncomfortable amid the patriotic fervour of a country steeling itself up for war. Midway through Adrian’s first year, he and Isherwood decamped to America.38

         Although Laurence had attended a Quaker boarding school, he had put his own sons down for Eton where Adrian recalls being ‘glad to move on to’ in 1942. In a family which put such store on traditions, this was doubtless viewed by his relatives as a further sign of how far Laurence had drifted away from the world of the Society of Friends. Veronica, however, believes that her father simply saw Eton as offering his sons the best training to get on with anyone they would later encounter in life. ‘My father said they would meet everybody there… the biggest crooks, foreign royal family… every type of personality’. Adrian remembered having ‘a respectable career and spending a good deal of time rowing’, the sport which became a lifetime passion. He valued his Eton experience enough to send his own two sons there.

         Adrian was fortunate in having a strong rapport with his housemaster, H.G. Babington-Smith; after school this developed into a lifelong friendship. Born into an illustrious aristocratic family, Babington-Smith (known as ‘Babers’ according to one contemporary of Adrian’s) was himself an Old Etonian. On 27 May 1921, as head boy he had delivered a welcome speech in Japanese in front of the whole school during a visit by the Emperor of Japan. When he finished, there was a thundering chorus of ‘Banzai’ from the assembled audience, according to reports in the national press.21 After attending King’s College, Cambridge (also Adrian’s future college), Babington-Smith returned to spend the rest of his career at Eton, acting as housemaster between 1937 and 1952. Given that the old boys of his house arranged two reunion dinners with him at the RAC Club late into the 1970s, Adrian was by no means alone in having such high regard for his former housemaster. Reflecting on the main influences on his life, Adrian wrote, ‘I owe a great deal to my housemaster at school who set us the highest standards of conduct; although we could not live up to them, we at least knew what we should be aiming for’.22

         Benedict remembers that ‘He maintained the personal links with his housemaster… and modern tutor (sixth-form tutor) Robert Hogg for the duration of their respective lives. Whenever he [Adrian] came to Eton to see Matthew and me he would call in to see H.G.B.S. who lived nearby in Eton Wick. Bob Hogg lived in Australia but would come over for a couple of months each summer’. He recalls Hogg coming to stay with his parents 39on a number of occasions. Besides these Eton friendships, it is curious that Adrian never kept any links or associations with the school as an institution. From his time at King’s College, in National Service, rowing and in the Olympic movement, Adrian seemed to have retained an official relationship with every single organisation with which he was involved, and many more besides, but this did not include the school where he spent his most important formative years. Benedict agrees this is difficult to explain. He suggests his father may simply have felt that the school was quite capable of raising its own funds and any time he had for governance would be better invested elsewhere.

         When Adrian started at Eton in the Autumn term – or Michaelmas Half as he would have called it – in 1942, the privations of war had transformed boarding-school life. The defining memory of one Old Etonian from this era was that ‘it always seemed dark’.23 Ewen Macpherson remembers the windows covered in strips of plastic tape against bomb blasts. It was double summer time permanently throughout the year. ‘You went to Early School in the dark at 7.30 a.m. and came out in the dark… You didn’t travel anywhere. All the young masters had gone off to fight. They were constantly recruiting retired and very eccentric individuals’. Macpherson had been aware of Adrian at Eton, but it was only later at Cambridge that they became close friends. He still remembers the school’s clumsy attempts to hush up fears of the first German V1 rockets – ‘doodlebugs’ – after one blew chunks out of the nearby Windsor Racecourse, while Eton stuck to the official line that there had been a gas explosion. Given that the school is so close to the prime bombing target of Windsor Castle, there was no explaining away the night-time ack-ack: ‘there was quite a lot of noise’.24
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         Nevertheless, the school seems to have escaped more significant attacks after a bomb destroyed the staircase leading up to the Headmaster’s schoolroom in the early months of the war but with casualty figures mounting, there must have been endless sombre House Prayers and Chapel services to mourn the latest fallen Old Etonian. More immediately, as a 13-year-old adolescent Adrian would have been gloomily aware of the growing crisis in food supplies that hit the school that year. During his first term, one account describes ‘Jack Elkins’ shop by the fives courts, which would normally have been groaning with goodies, seems to carry little but fizzy 40 drinks and a few apples’.25 Meat rations were continually reduced, so much so that one boarding house that year resorted to farming rabbits for the table. Hutches were stacked up to the ceiling in the indoor cricket nets behind the ‘Pavilion on Agar’s Plough’, to create what was described as a ‘breeding production line’.26 Macpherson remembers his meals as ‘bloody awful’ but however illustrious the school, Eton was enduring the same privations faced by every other civilian across the country. With hopes growing that the tide of war might now be turning, the school’s annual Fourth of June event for 1944 returned to some semblance of normality – it was packed with families, although it is not known whether Adrian’s parents were there. Lt. Colonel ‘Buns’ Cartwright, a larger-than-life old boy, brought a scratch team of the Eton Ramblers (Old Etonian cricket club) to play at the school. He could be guaranteed to liven up proceedings as a man ‘who was seldom known to withhold any remark that came into his mind’.27 The band from the Household Cavalry, arriving from barracks just down the road at Windsor, struck up their tunes even though the clock was ticking down to the mass mobilisations for the D-Day landings three days hence.

         If Laurence had really hoped that Adrian would encounter ‘all strata of society’ at Eton he was to be disappointed. His son’s circle at school appears to be drawn exclusively from the urbane and wealthy sons of the upper 41 middle class. Most of Adrian’s enduring lifelong friendships, even with fellow Old Etonians such as Ewen Macpherson, seemed to have developed later at Cambridge, although during his schooldays he was close to Basil ‘Boz’ de Ferranti, heir to the famous family engineering business and future Conservative MP. Ferranti seemed to be a bit of a card, once dropping in to Bournville (according to a report in the Works Magazine) in his helicopter for a ‘private’ visit with Adrian when he was chairman of Cadbury. Others in this circle included Geoffrey Moran, younger son of Lord Moran, best known as Churchill’s private physician, whom Veronica remembers visiting The Davids.

         Although academically extremely able, Adrian seemed to have made little impression outside his house during his schooldays. The only memories he had to share with a British Library researcher about the war years was that there had been ‘no exams in the spring term to save paper’, but when later sitting a School Certificate paper he had been awarded an extra five minutes because of a doodlebug scare.28 Adrian particularly enjoyed playing the clarinet (indifferently as he remembers) in the house orchestra. It seems that it was at Eton that he developed a love and knowledge of classical music. He was particularly moved by opera, listening to the same arias over and over again from the school’s very limited selection of gramophone records. One imagines that Laurence would have been disappointed, however, by Adrian’s lacklustre rowing career in his house IV as he never made a school VIII. He chose French and German as his main subjects in the sixth form ‘and also learnt a little Russian’, which would be put to good use years later when a Soviet delegation came to visit the Bournville factory. He served as Secretary to the Eton branch of Le Cercle des Français which put on functions and trips up to London to see French-language films. There was nothing about Adrian during his time at Eton which hinted at the extraordinary success he would achieve in his later years. Unlike Ewen Macpherson (and other Old Etonians he would come to know at Cambridge), Adrian was never elected to the school’s elite Eton Society, known as Pop.29

         In his first two years at the boarding school, neither of his parents would have had much time for Adrian outside the holidays. By the start of hostilities, Laurence was spending two or three days a week in his Mayfair 42 pied-à-terre at 56 Curzon Street. While he still had a clutch of other public positions, his main concern was the management of Cadbury at a time of war. The outbreak of the war presented a moral quandary for family directors of Cadbury Brothers. By June 1940, with the rest of Europe overrun by Axis forces, there was huge pressure on every British factory to help manufacture for the war effort. The then chairman, Edward, cited his Quaker belief as the reason Bournville should not manufacture arms. The older son of George, the Cadbury patriarch who had died in 1922, took a different view. Also named George, he wrote, ‘The immense bravery of our young men made me feel that I must back them up, although killing and warfare is repugnant to me. In my younger days I would willingly have gone to prison rather than fight, but now the merciless killing of women and children, which may easily come to this country, makes me feel that civilisation itself is in danger of being extinguished’.30 Laurence himself seems to have made no public statement about his position. Adrian later said that as the threat from Germany grew, ‘[his father] decided that he could no longer attend meetings as a Quaker – he thought pacifism was no longer a feasible position to take’.31

         
            
[image: ]Bournville at war: chocolate workers filling anti-aircraft rockets with cordite.43

            

         

         
            [image: ]

         

         
            
[image: ]Factory draped in camouflage as air raids a constant threat.

            

         

         A compromise was reached whereby the greater part of the Cadbury works at Bournville was hived off under the leadership of Laurence to manufacture everything from anti-aircraft rockets and aircraft wings, to gun parts and gas masks. During the holidays, Adrian remembered ‘enduring the air raids on Birmingham, we had to decamp to the dank shelter in the garden at The Davids to snatch some sleep, while Laurence slept soundly in his own bed at the top of the house’. One night when a barrage of anti-aircraft fire was targeting a German night raid, one of the Cadbury-made 44 rockets plunged back to earth, hitting the roof of The Davids ‘and blew up the potato store which used to stand near the squash court’, he recalled.32

         Laurence was also being drawn into other government work. Shortly after the German invasion of the Soviet Union on 22 June 1941, Adrian described how his father received a telegram to report to the Ministry of Economic Warfare, where he was asked to take charge of the economic side of a government mission to Russia. ‘By Wednesday he was on his way to Moscow in a Catalina seaplane with the task of finding out what materials the Russians urgently needed, what we could supply from the British Empire and how they could be transported and paid for’.




OEBPS/images/a018_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a017_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a021_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a021_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a023_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a021_03_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a012_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a012_01_online.jpg
(GA"BURY'S
DATEY = MILK

CHOCOLATE

(Absunxs
| [DAIRY = MILEK
Cnocom'rﬁ






OEBPS/images/a015_01_online.jpg
ey

//Qﬂé






OEBPS/images/a013_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a016_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a035_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a040_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a035_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a007_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a043_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a003_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a042_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a009_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a007_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a043_02_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a0ii_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781916846951_cover_epub.jpg
BEYOND
CHOCOLATE

ADRIAN CADBURY

LIFE LOSS AND
LEADERSHIP

Patrick Donovan






OEBPS/images/a029_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a026_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a033_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a031_01_online.jpg





