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Joseph Lockwood, Mayor of Doncaster, a direct ancestor








CHAPTER 1



Nottinghamshire Mill Boy


When I met Sir Joseph Lockwood, I was twenty-three and had no future plans. At a similar age, Joe (as I will call him) had successfully run two large flour mills in South America. How did his long business career come about? This was 1964, and for the last ten years he had been Chairman of Electric & Musical Industries Ltd (EMI). He was in his sixtieth year.


The Dictionary of Business Biography lists him as an “Industrialist”. So helpful. The Times Lives Remembered 1991 carried his obituary in March of that year, which ended with the traditional three words: “He never married”. That’s about as dry as one can get.


Some of Sir Joe’s ancestors showed ability, of which he had little knowledge and less interest. He knew he was a distant cousin of Sir Frank Lockwood, Solicitor General in the Lord Rosebery Liberal Government. It was Sir Frank who successfully convicted Oscar Wilde for sodomy, and in doing so, saved the Prime Minister’s reputation. Joe owned a copy of Sir Frank Lockwood, a Biographical Sketch by Augustine Birrell. Sir Frank progressed from barrister to judge, a career Joe might have pursued, had he come from a privileged background. Another cousin was Henry Francis Lockwood, Victorian architect of church and industrial buildings, such as Sir Titus Salt’s Saltire textile factory. And then there was the beautiful film star Margaret Lockwood.


All these cousins were descended from Joseph Lockwood (1759 – 1837), Joe’s great, great, great, great grandfather, who, yes, was a successful Industrialist. Apart from that, he was Mayor of Doncaster, twice, when Doncaster’s grand Mansion House was on a par with London’s. He was Steward of Doncaster Racecourse, which Joe would cap as Director of Epsom and Sandown, two other great racecourses.


Augustine Birrell recorded that Joseph Lockwood came to Doncaster from “over the hills far away” in another part of Yorkshire. He was “what is called a self-made man. Of his nobility his son spoke frequently.” His birthplace was probably Huddersfield, a modest town before the Industrial Revolution, depending on sheep and gritstone quarries. His parents, about whom he never spoke, were not married, but later produced legitimate offspring. He decided to make his fortune elsewhere, and did not return.


This Dick Whittington figure found the streets of Doncaster were not paved with gold. Self-confident and undeterred, he did not “turn again”. Rather, he married the sixteen-year-old daughter of a local builder. He was aged nineteen.


Described by Robert Southey, Doncaster was “one of the most comfortable towns in England, for it is clean, spacious and has no manufacturers”. Famous for horse fairs, markets and annual race meetings attended by the Prince Regent, such evident signs of prosperity would stimulate the ambition of a young man like Joseph Lockwood. By 1814, he had the means to lease a limestone quarry called Levitt Hagg on the River Don, from the owners of the local stately home, Cusworth Hall. The quarry lease enabled him to extract limestone from the cliff face without incurring mineral royalty rights, provided the price remained fixed: maximum extraction meant maximum profit. Registered as Lockwood, Blagden and Crawshaw Ltd, the company was still operating as a 100% subsidiary of Pilkington Brothers Ltd, the glass manufacturers, in 1971, and was described as “Limestone Quarry” in the Report & Accounts. Ownership remained with Lockwoods for three generations. But none of this benefited Joe’s branch of the family.


On a narrow strip of land between quarry face and river bank, the miners’ families lived in damp, airless conditions alongside baking hot and toxic beehive-shaped kilns. There was no escape from the noise of rock being extracted and shaped into paving stone and brick. With the arrival of the railways, Doncaster became a main hub of the system. It was no longer a market town. The quarry no longer depended on the River Don to bring coal for the kilns, or transport stone and quicklime to the big cities. Joseph Lockwood’s grandson was sent to Manchester to open a depot. There he settled and sent Frank to Manchester Grammar School, leading to Cambridge University, Lincoln’s Inn and the House of Commons.


William Lockwood, Joseph’s younger son, was sent to run the company builders’ yard in York. A respected citizen of the city, and owner of the Black Swan Inn, his descendants rapidly descended the social scale. Joe’s great-grandfather was a vet, and his grandfather, William Horner Lockwood, farmed 240 Yorkshire acres, assisted by one labourer. William Horner and Elizabeth Ellen Lockwood lived at Thornton-Le-Clay Cottage where, between 1865 and 1882, they produced ten children, six daughters and four sons. Joseph Agnew, the seventh child, Joe’s father, was born in 1876.


First to break away was Elizabeth, the eldest daughter, who married a prosperous York flour merchant and mill owner. Joe’s own future was coming into focus when his father was invited by Elizabeth’s husband to learn milling. Joseph Agnew, barely fifteen, was no longer on the 1891 census for Thornton-Le-Clay. By the turn of the century, fully qualified and ambitious, he applied for a post as engineer to a small flour mill at Southwell in Nottinghamshire. Travelling to his destination through Lincolnshire, Joseph Agnew realised he was the first Lockwood to leave Yorkshire since Viking days.


Caudwell’s Mill – or Burgage Mill as it was called when Joe’s great-grandfather, Charles Thomas Caudwell, bought it in 1851 – was fed by the Greet, “one of the best trout streams in England”. By the time of Joseph Agnew’s arrival, water was replaced by coal and a steam engine. The Caudwells adopted modern methods. Joe’s grandfather, Edward, prospered to become the richest man in Southwell and the first to own a motor car. His parents were from Manchester, where his father sold coal, and mother’s family were flour dealers. He remembered coming to Southwell aged four, where the mill boasted three pairs of water-driven stones producing provender and flour of average quality and quantity. Under his management, “Greet Lily” flour, from E. Caudwell Flour Mills, became acknowledged as one of the finest, purest flours, making “large loaves, which when cut show an even texture of bread, with an exquisite creamy shade – not a starved, bleached-looking white”. Between 1876 and 1900 the mill rose to six storeys, including a separate power plant and new boiler, with an output of six sacks (of 280 lbs each) per hour. Further improvements coincided with Joseph Agnew’s arrival. Thirteen double rollers were supplied by Henry Simon Ltd of Manchester. Output rose to eight sacks, and then twelve sacks an hour. The installation of an H. Simon elevator in 1905 made possible delivery of a hundred sacks of wheat an hour from railway trucks and farm wagons. There is little doubt that this ever-greater-efficiency-seeking grandfather was a major influence in Joe’s life. Edward’s motto was, “A pennyworth of coal makes a sack of flour.”


Edward had ten children: eight girls and two boys. One son died, leaving twenty-four-year-old Charles still living at Burgage House with his parents. Also at home was nineteen-year-old Mabel, Joe’s mother. Charles Caudwell would inevitably inherit the family mill, but Edward saw the need to engage an experienced engineer.
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Joe’s father, flour mill manager, the year he died





A photograph depicts Joseph Agnew as slight in stature but upright and confident in manner. At his command, the thirty mill workers would return to their eighthour shifts when summoned from the New Castle Arms. He lodged next door at Flour Mill House in Station Street. He was soon receiving visits from Mabel when he was not at the mill. She was a big, plain girl with a large mole on her face, and a will of her own. The mutual attraction must have been immediate. Their wedding took place on 14th May 1901 at the Parish Church of Southwell, in the presence of the bride’s brother and sister. No photograph was taken to show the couple, he slim and serious, she more robust than at their introduction. Departure to Africa was hasty. Edward explained to inquisitive townsfolk that Joseph Agnew had been offered a mill to manage on the Gold Coast. The couple had gone to investigate. They got as far as Madeira and were back in Southampton to register the birth of their first son, Frank, on 14th November 1901. Mabel claimed Africa “was full of foreigners”.


Life returned to normal. The family moved into an end-of-terrace Victorian two-up two-down red-brick house, Albion Villas, situated across the street from the mill in Station Road. A younger brother, Fred, joined Frank at the end of 1902, and Joe arrived, after an extended gap, on 14th November 1904.


There was little doubt who was now running things at Caudwell’s. The 1906 edition of Milling magazine reported: “Mr Lockwood manages the mill well, including provender milling.” Greet Lily won the Bakers Cup in 1907, 1908 and 1909. Joseph Agnew was ambitious to enlarge the company. He was impressed by the massive mills built by Joseph Rank across the Humber at Hull. These were constructed by Henry Simon Ltd of Manchester. Old Joe Rank dominated the Industry. Foreign wheat came direct to his mills by sea, whereas Caudwell’s was fed by canal and road from the Trent.


Joseph Agnew envisaged rebuilding at Newark-on-Trent, with the assistance of Henry Simon Ltd This meant a business trip to Manchester to discuss contracts. He planned to be back for Joe’s fifth birthday in November 1909, and the imminent arrival of his fourth child. A noticeable rapport had developed between the two Josephs. They were quite inseparable, whereas the older brothers were closer to their mother. Both father and grandfather recognised something special about the little boy.


On 9th November, Joseph Agnew was at the offices of Henry Simon Ltd when he was struck down with acute appendicitis. Rushed to the Royal Infirmary, he was operated on by Harry Platt, a twenty-three-year-old, recently qualified surgeon from London. He died of untreatable peritonitis on the operating table. There was no hope. He was only thirty-three. The hospital was part of Manchester’s Victoria University, where medical techniques were the most advanced in the country. Platt was the outstanding graduate of his year, gaining honours and the Gold Medal. Ironically, he lived to be a hundred, retiring as a Baronet, and President of the Royal College of Surgeons.


It was impossible to foresee the impact the news would have on young Joe. The shock was too much. Whooping cough was diagnosed; but virus alone could not account for the fever and dangerously high temperature, pointing to acute pneumonia. Mabel Lockwood claimed that Joe had “brain fever”. The doctor told her to prepare for one of two outcomes. He would either make a complete recovery and be “very clever”, or become permanently mentally defective and “be an imbecile”. He was obviously suffering from some sort of psychosomatic reaction. Medical practice in the provinces was still primitive. Glass cups were applied to his back and chest, heated to draw out the poison in his system.


No effort was spared to ensure Mr Edward Caudwell’s grandson’s recovery. Oxygen was ordered from Nottingham by Dr Willoughby, who carried the heavy cylinder on his back from the station. He remarked on his little patient’s exceptionally large lungs, and attributed them to his recovery. They were the “envy of any professional boxer”.


For some time, Joe was unable to speak. This did not mean his mind was not in turmoil. A new emotion arose to engulf the black despair that threatened to strangle him. This was ANGER, unspoken now, but the same anger that would punctuate every episode of his life: strong enough to broach the many challenges that were to come his way. Kept under self-control and rarely used, it would erupt without warning. The shock created had maximum – and intended – effect. It was a controlled anger that disappeared as quickly as it arose. Schoolmasters, doctors, academics, interior designers and executives would all witness it, and not forget it.


Joe’s fatherless younger brother, Charles, was born on 18th January 1910. A weak little fellow, his diaphragmatic hernia was described by Mabel as: “His heart was over here, his lungs were down there, his stomach was up here.” Upside-down stomach could be operated on. Like his brother, he determined to use such an early setback as a means to survive and succeed.


Mother and four little boys were now destitute. The mill would only remind them of their sad predicament, and it was decided they should move.


Southwell is divided in half by Burgage Green, which is raised on a promontory and surrounded with grand houses such as Burgage Manor, Lord Byron’s childhood home. Down one side are the railway station, the mill, the coal yard, the lace works and the house of correction. Down the other side exists a different world, centred on the medieval Minster and the Saracen’s Head, a coaching inn. There are the ruins of the Archbishop of York’s palace, the modern Bishop’s Residence, and the elegant prebendal town houses, all very desirable and individual residences. These were to be Mabel’s new surroundings.
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Joe, with his mother, Frank, baby Charles, and “Donkey man” Fred





Number 11, Westgate is a church property on the corner of Bishops Drive, leading to the Residence and the Minster precincts. It is another two-up two-down end of terrace brick house with a large coal cellar. The front door opened on the main thoroughfare. Here Mabel would live for sixty years, her strong personality firmly established among the townsfolk. The name Mrs Lockwood became practically synonymous with Southwell itself. Her husband was buried beside the North Door of the Minster, where she would one day join him.
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Southwell Minster





From his earliest moments, Joe knew that Charles needed his mother’s full attention. His older brothers could not be relied upon. She said: “Joe, I can feed you, I can clothe you, but I cannot educate you.” Although there were good schools in Southwell, he had to leave home. Aged six, he was sent to Lincoln for four years. He claimed to have been a choral scholar at Lincoln Cathedral. But, as the Cathedral had no choir school until 1921, he was probably educated at a prep school, paid for by his grandfather. Boy choristers were selected from these schools by the organist, and some were accommodated in the Choir House.


Put on the Nottingham-Lincoln train, with a label tied to his neck, he left behind his childhood memories of Southwell. He recalled sitting on his grandfather’s knee. Edward lectured him to avoid the church and hide when they came calling. He recalled seeing King Edward VII “drive out to Southwell in his motor car” when His Majesty was staying nearby at Welbeck Abbey for the shooting.


The City of Lincoln rose dramatically from the plain, and it was quite a climb from the station. Surely someone would have met Joe with his heavy trunk to escort him up “Steep Hill” to school. Despite its magnificent cathedral, Lincoln was a bleak city, with its ruined castle, notorious Victorian prison, asylum and court house, not to mention the remains of the Roman garrison. School holidays did not mean Southwell. Instead, Joe was put on a train to York with a label attached. There he was taken by Lockwood uncles and aunts to farms they owned or rented. These were mellow red-brick homesteads, with stackyards behind and a single sturdy copper beech tree in front. They resembled Joe’s father’s and grandfather’s birthplace cottage, at Thornton-Le-Clay. Aunt Anny and Uncle Charlie were his favourite aunt and uncle. Charlie ran his farmland near Malton from horseback, “like one’s idea of the perfect gentleman farmer”, as Joe’s brother Charles remembered him.


Frederick, the eldest uncle, was a JP and loved hunting. He bred “Pat the Giant”, a famous bull weighing 1½ tons, which toured agricultural shows around the country. Another uncle recalled leading “Pat” to and from the railway station.


Joe was learning at an early age about arable farming, that would feed the mills he was to run and build. He heard about harvests, haymaking, crop yields, advantages of winter and spring wheat, strength and moisture content. Cereals were required for provender (cattle food): oats, barley, maize and rye. Descended from farmers and millers (Mabel boasted “a miller’s thumb”), Joe’s veins flowed with the finest flour.


Sometimes he was sent to Manchester. Here he witnessed the wealth of Lancashire and Cheshire, created by the Industrial Revolution. His youngest Caudwell aunt was married to a “Cotton King”. They lived at Pott Shrigley Hall in the Peak District, which is now a Golf and Country Club.


At eight or nine, Joe lived at home. He became a day pupil at the Magnus Grammar School in Newark. Founded by Archdeacon Magnus in 1529, the school moved to a red-brick Victorian building in the suburbs in 1890. Joe was excused morning prayers. The long journey to and from school depended on branch and mainline train times, lifts on mill lorries, and the weather. A much-repeated story involved Mabel taking a job as secretary to the large maltster’s company chairman in Newark:




“You are late this morning, Mrs Lockwood,” said her employer. “Yes, Mr Cherry Downs, so would you be if you had walked from Southwell!”





It was time for the older brothers to leave home. Frank went to boarding school in Bedford, but did not fit in. Mabel saw his interest in farming, and arranged a fee-paying apprenticeship with a local lady landowner. It was a success. He achieved his ambition to become a dairy farmer, to build up his herd, and to establish a milk round for his son and grandson to inherit.


In the words of Alexander Pope:




Happy the man whose wish and care


A few paternal acres bound


Content to breathe his native air


In his own ground.





Joe worshipped brother number two. When Fred was accepted as a Naval Cadet, the family burst with pride. The uniform was unbelievably smart: gold-braided peaked cap, bum freezer jacket, round collar, waistcoat and trousers. Joe recalled the excitement the day Fred departed, followed by the shock of his return. It was rumoured that Mabel had to buy him out of the Navy. It led to a picaresque life, causing distress to his mother and the disapproval of his brothers. For Joe, Fred no longer existed, and Charles vowed never to speak to him again. Like the proverbial bad penny, he was to crop up again, with a new name and a new calling.


Other than the circumstances of his leaving, nothing is known of Joe’s time at the Magnus. Here was his first massive anger attack, fully recorded as a confrontation with the Headmaster, the Reverend H. Gorse, who had presented him with a copy of The Romance of Modern Photography. This was a prize for Mathematics and Science, and Gorse had plans for Joe to study Latin. But Joe had other ideas. Prizegiving was on 29th July 1920, just four months short of his sixteenth birthday. He intended to leave school at sixteen just like his father. Gorse would have nothing of the sort. He was a firm disciplinarian, resembling Dr Arnold’s “tall figure in cap and gown”, a formidable figure not to be disobeyed. But he had met his match. If he planned for Joe to learn Latin and go to university, he could forget it. There was an angry scene. Joe was not prepared to have conditions imposed by authority. He wrote to the chairman of the governors of the School to complain about his treatment by the Headmaster. The School reluctantly allowed Joe to go.
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Caudwell’s Mill





To further emulate his father, Joe was drawn to the mill. But here lay a problem that would thwart his ambition. There was nothing to stop him working in the mill alongside Edward and John, Charles Caudwell’s sons, but they would own it one day.


They were public school boys and, as Mabel reminded him, they were rich. To get on, he would have to leave Southwell, especially if he was to be a miller. But in the meantime, he could learn everything a miller needed to know.


Another reason for leaving Southwell would be to get away from the poor relation syndrome, something that affected his mother. As a girl, she was sent down in the dark evenings from Burgage House to read to her grandfather, who had failing sight. Charles Thomas Caudwell lived at Normanton House, the largest and grandest prebendal house. She told Joe that she had been scared. As a result, Joe passed the house cautiously, barely daring to look over the garden wall, even when he grew up. And Easthorpe Lodge, where her brother brought up Edward and John, could be seen from Westgate across the meadows behind the Minster. She and Joe would have a sense of trepidation that they were trespassing, even by looking in that direction.


Joe blended in with the town. On the way to the mill in King Street, he noted that the butcher’s boy was sixteen and already earning money to support his mother. He did not envy the job, but worried about how he himself was to be a breadwinner. Further up the street were the photographer’s premises. The photographer’s son was Harold Cottam, the heroic young Marconi operator on the SS Carpathia who picked up the distress signals from the Titanic. Cottam was the youthful celebrity who everyone, including Joe, worshipped. Here was someone who had left Southwell to achieve his ambitions. And there were other local celebrities he could emulate. Sir Edwyn Hoskyns, the Bishop of Southwell, was a keen angler. Together he and Joe would fish for trout in the Greet. And in the Minster, the organist was not averse to Joe covering for him “when he went for a cup of tea”. The local MP the Marquis of Titchfield was guest of honour at a “Smoker” hosted by uncle Charles, a JP, County Councillor and Chairman of the Church Lads Brigade.


Joe and Mabel joined the mill workers’ families on annual works “junketings” to Skeggies (Skegness) and Mablethorpe. They saw seaside concert parties, Pierrot shows and “coons”. Joe befriended exchampion boxer Bombardier “Beautiful” Billy Wells, on holiday with his young wife in Mablethorpe. He got on well with the heavyweight celebrity, who had a large female following and banged the gong for J. Arthur Rank films. Joe was not shy to swim with him to compare his burgeoning manliness, tall for his age at 6’, with the boxer’s magnificent 6’3” physique.


Back at the mill, Joe found other attractions. From earliest times “mill boys” were employed to sweep floors and do odd jobs. Spaces were provided for them to sleep in cubicles, as the mill ran continuously for twenty-four hours in eight-hour shifts.


Anthony Trollope has a character remark:




“I remember hearing of people who lived in a mill, and couldn’t sleep when the mill stopped!”





And as a mill boy with other mill boys, accompanied to the sound of Caudwell’s mill, Joe had his first sexual experiences.


Charles Caudwell noted his sixteen-year-old nephew’s growing confidence. It was clear he was ambitious to get on. And there was a way this might be achieved. At his uncle’s expense, Joe was sent to study milling at the Analytical and Technical Laboratories, Grangeover-Sands, Lancashire.


Forget the Magnus School! This was the education Joe craved, as can be seen from the letter he wrote home on 13th July 1921:




Dear Uncle,


… The Remington process is very simple but could be of use to us. They have a very nice baker up here. He is rather young but has got about fifty medals for baking. He and others have been teaching me how to do the undermentioned tests, and I can manage them quite well:


Test to see if Saloss is in the flour, test for yeast, two tests to find water absorbing power of flour and of gluten, etc …





With his horizons beginning to expand, it would take another three frustrating years to get the break he yearned. In February 1923, he wrote to cousin John from the Victoria Hotel, Strabane, near Londonderry:




Strabane is the slowest place I have ever been in, there are about three street lights. In fact it is like living in Southwell. The Irishmen at the mill are very amusing. Mr Smyth, is a very keen sportsman, and I am going horse riding with him tomorrow … I have not yet heard date of sailing, although I have had a letter from the Santa Rosa Co.





An offer had come to assist the manager of a mill in Chile. He could not wait. He shared Lord Byron’s view, writing from Cambridge aged nineteen: “To forget or be forgotten by the people of Southwell is all I aspire to!”


A job awaited him, but the mill owners, BalfourWilliamson, had no vessel sailing to Chile carrying supplies for a further year. Time on his hands found Joe reluctantly acting as secretary to his uncle’s Church Lads Brigade branch.
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Southwell Church Lads Brigade, (off to camp)





With growing anticipation, he ordered a dinner jacket and several linen suits suitable for overseas posting. He had already mastered the latest milling techniques. He had his appendix removed in memory of his father. It was benign. He told Mabel he would be away for five years. She did not object. There was a berth for him on a boat sailing from Liverpool. He was nineteen, the same age as Byron.





CHAPTER 2



Chile Flour Mill Manager


Joe left home a boy, and arrived in South America a man. Edward and John received a much-awaited letter in 29th April 1924, from the RMS Oropesa:




We are just about to arrive in Rio. I shall go ashore as I particularly want to get some Brazilian tobacco and cigars which are about 1 1/2d each!





(Joe took to pipe smoking when an aunt told him it was unmanly not to do so. She would also impress his younger brother: Charles claimed he practically fainted at her sophistication and femininity.) Joe continued to boast:
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Mr Webster, 4th Officer, S.S. Oropesa







All the officers are very good fellows and they spend most of their time with us. One of them, Webster, keeps us in roars of laughter. He says he wishes he had known me a bit sooner so he could have given me a good time the night before the boat sailed. I am beginning to look like a nigger. I have had dozens of photographs taken. I think there are eight meals. We start with early morning tea. There are sandwiches after dinner and again just before bed. The orchestra is now playing. We have got quite a decent second class deck. In fact, we have two decks. Every night we have a dance. Well, I’m hot, so goodbye, your loving cousin Joe.





He was at sea for five weeks.


News got to him that Edward Caudwell Ltd was formed into a Limited Liability company, with Charles, Edward and John as directors in his absence. He was not needed. But they should see what he was now running. Letters home described the Santa Rosa Milling Company Ltd, in Concepción, as one of the largest companies in Chile.




All the three mills are electrically driven and we run them day and night until Sunday morning. I have control over all the men in the firm except for Mr Vasey and the other miller. After they have gone home, I am responsible for the whole place. I live in part of Mr Vasey’s house and have a youth to clean my rooms and wait on me generally. I am about almost from 6.30am to 6pm. This is a terrible place for accidents. During the last six months we have had two men killed, one got round a shaft, the other was electrocuted!





That irresponsible anger, never far from the surface, from which no one was safe, made itself felt back in Southwell. To cousin John he wrote:




The first thing I am going to do is blow you up for the two letters had insufficient postage. There is very little to pay, only the annoying part is the letters are kept at the post office and they won’t deliver to a servant and I have to go and sign for them, and they send a sort of income tax demand. I have to pay income tax here and it is a bit too bad!





He was too poor to buy a newspaper and relied on the British Club in Concepción to keep copies. He was receptive to news from home.




I am glad you are catching a few trout. With a little patience and practice you’ll be able to empty the Greet …


Well, I’m having a fine time here, not manual, there is no need to do a stroke. These men here think I look rather strong and are very obedient. Since I have been here I have sacked some 30 men and lads and kicked several drunkards into the gutter. They’ll probably be waiting for me at night with a revolver when I go to dinner but it doesn’t bother me. When any man comes to speak to you, you make him stand at attention and take his hat off. You can imagine how important it makes you feel walking around the mill and sort of thinking “All this is mine”, but I’m not getting swollen headed!





To his uncle he wrote in October 1925:




I am sorry to hear things are still bad in England but there seems to be a tremendous lot of communists there nowadays.


Yes, I have settled down quite well here and like it very much and have no great hope to live in England any more, although I would like to visit the family often.


I hope to stay here about 4 years, and then if possible I would like to get on Simon’s staff either at home or abroad and retire here in years to come.





In December he learnt that his younger brother Charles, at sixteen, like himself, “is coming to the mill this month. Keep him at it anyway, and find him plenty of work!”


In 1926, the senior partner of BalfourWilliamson visited Chile:
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Joe, in the Plaza Concepción, 1924
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Me, in the Plaza Concepción, 1993







Lord Forres laid the law down when he was out here as the whole place had to be painted inside and out at a cost of £1000. But he is a very different Lord to those I have ever seen here and is exceptionally clever. He even knows the strength of wheat and everything an engineer miller would understand. You can’t fool him. He is worth about £10 million I am told.


Another fellow and myself are going to have Mr Vasey’s house and keep a cook, and servant, and a youth. But following Lord F’s instructions we have to get an old cook of course. He says it wouldn’t do to get in a young!


I am sorry to hear that the Bishop has died. No doubt you will have a new one by now.





Lord Forres was impressed enough to consider that Joe was capable of running a flour mill single-handed, because that is what was to happen. The next two years have to be considered the best period of his whole life.


In April 1927 he wrote:




Compania Molinera San Cristobal Santiago – you will see I have changed my address to the Capital. I have been lent to this milling company while the manager visits England. S. seems to be the best place and miles ahead of London. I AM FEELING QUITE A BIG PERSONAGE NOW. The S. racecourse is the finest in the world. As I have always been accustomed to getting up at 7 am, I can’t now get in the habit of staying in bed, so have to spend two miserable hours as prestige won’t allow me to walk to my office with Managing Director on the door until 9 am. I have brought several white suits with me but prestige won’t allow me to use them and I have to use me Sunday best with a hard collar. I have a house near the mill which is in the residential part and it has sixteen rooms and I have it all to myself!
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Joe, aged 23 in Santiago





Joe would have found his surroundings intoxicating. The mill in Concepción looked out on the railway yards. But here his mill was at the base of the San Cristobal sugar loaf mountain, facing the Andes, beckoning exploration on horseback across the river and into foothills.


With the international port of Valparaiso situated so close to the capital, many nationalities made up the cosmopolitan population of Santiago. Joe remarked on how Germans, Swiss and Norwegians celebrated their National Days. He was attracted to a young Norwegian visitor to the mill and invited him to his residence. All would have been well in normal circumstances, where advantage could have been taken of privacy. Unfortunately, another member of staff was staying at the time in a spare adjoining bedroom. This person’s silent prurient disapproval spoilt everything. It may have been that person’s jealousy, something Joe considered outrageous. Joe was frustrated, but more than that, he was plain angry that anyone should interfere with his pleasure.


Apart from this setback to his self-esteem, everything was going well for Joe, and he decided it was time to share his success with his uncle:




It seems a long time since I wrote to you, so here goes. The time of my contract with Santa Rosa is up and I have signed on for another two years as I think it is the best thing to stay here for a while longer. I have been lent to this firm for 3 or 4 months.


Santiago is the nicest city I have ever lived in. We have 45 horses at the mill and 4 saddle horses, so that I can get plenty of riding when I want, but there seems plenty to do without that.


I should very much like to come to Southwell but I am afraid I should want to remodel your mill as the whole time I have been in Chile I have spent more time remodelling than milling!





And, in even higher spirits, he wrote to John:




Our brothers and cousins seem in a great hurry to get married. I haven’t begun to think about it yet, “tampoco”, I can’t afford it. I am going to buy a car first, then a wife afterwards.





In August, back in Concepción, he wrote:




I saw the Charleston in Santiago, but the Black Bottom is quite the new thing and caused quite a stir here. Needless to say we have all been every night!





Nevertheless, the return to Concepción from the capital must have been an anti-climax. Doubts arose as to whether he might be at a dead end, staying in South America. In a letter dated 2nd March 1928, he criticises its unstable economy, where previously, everything he described had been so wonderful. On English Club Concepción notepaper, he wrote:




I am trying to save some money now, ready for when I come home, but it is very difficult. To enter the club here means at least 20 pesos, as one has to throw the dice for cocktails etc. every time you look at anyone. The peso has a nominal value of 6d but the spending power of 1d. It costs 4 1/2d to send a letter and 3/- to get a haircut and it used to be so cheap in 1924/1925!
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The British Community, Concepción








CHAPTER 3



Paris/Brussels Flour Mills Technical Manager


Joe was back in England on holiday at the end of 1928. He decided not to return to South America to complete his contract with BalfourWilliamson. Instead, he offered his services, “with expert knowledge on long extraction milling”, to Henry Simon Ltd. To arrive at the head office of that company in Manchester, and to be welcomed, would fulfil his ambition. It would complete the Odyssey his father failed to accomplish in 1910.


As luck would have it, there was a job waiting, and it was just the sort of thing he was after. It did not mean a move to Manchester. That would have to wait another four years. He was off to the Continent to solve a problem.


The Hungaria Mill in Louvain, remodelled by H. Simon’s office in Brussels, had failed to meet the guarantee under its contract. It was under-producing, and it was suggested flour was being sacked off secretly. Simon’s staff could find no other explanation. The owner was incensed at being accused of cheating and complained volubly to the chairman, Ernest Simon, back in England. Joe began by listening to the stories that were going round. Joe then found his way round the mill, tapped a few walls, sat down in his office, and lit his pipe. He compared how much the owner would make under the guarantee with the hypothetical income from secret sacks, and concluded there was no advantage in cheating. The mill must be made to work.


He sent everyone back to Brussels except a bright young mill starter he had picked out. Dick Adderley’s family owned a flour mill in Yorkshire. Together they replaced useless scrapers with wads of sacking. In a remarkably short time, rollers were grinding as they should be. The guaranteed output was achieved. It was all a matter of instinct.
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Joe and Dick Adderley relaxing in Belgium





Joe and Dick became close friends and were to work together on many future projects. Dick, small and built like a jockey, was a keen equestrian. In fact, he was to meet his future bride, Joseph Rank’s granddaughter, hunting in Ireland. Bright, witty, irreverent, and three years younger than Joe, he was attractive, and Joe made no secret he was attracted. They went swimming together. “He offered me his body, but I declined,” Joe claimed later.


Dick introduced him to Gus and Fred Wolff, heirs to the London Metal Exchange merchants, Rudolf Wolff & Sons. Fred was a wonderful-looking athlete aged nineteen, who became a Gold Medallist in the 1936 Berlin Olympics. Joe fitted in effortlessly with this group of self-confident, wealthy, fun-loving young men. They replaced his provincial Southwell cousins, who were somewhat forgotten.


On the occasion of his knighthood in 1960, among the letters of congratulation, came one from Gus Wolff:




Fred and myself are very fond of you and there is no doubt you duly benefit from your Belgian training. “Ponky Pete” alias Dick Adderley will have to get a move on if wishes to emulate his former Henry Simon and Young Farmer associate!





Dick may have kept his nickname for thirty years; Joe was quite unlikely to have had one. For “Young Farmer”, the current reference should have been made to the “Young Millers”, a social group who invited Joe to address their meetings, when he became famous.


It is not certain whether it was by intention or by coincidence that Joe found himself travelling on the same train between Brussels and Paris as Ernest Simon. He introduced himself to the formidable Governing Director of Henry Simon, who instructed him to “Make me a note”, before dismissing him.


Joe recommended that the company should close down the Brussels branch and put the work through the Paris office. His success at Louvain added strength to his proposal. And so that is what happened, and Joe found himself appointed Technical Manager of Etablissements, Henry Simon S.A., a post he held from 1928 to 1932.


That meeting on the train could not have been more opportune. Much as Dick may, possibly, have “emulated” Joe, this was nothing compared to Joe’s emulation of Ernest Simon, whose father had chosen “Darwin” as his second Christian name. Henry Simon came to Manchester from Germany in 1860, and built up a company based on two major industrial processes: by-product coke ovens and roller milling. He instilled in Ernest a determination “to acquire a sound technical education, to avoid the well-trodden arts and professions for a career, to keep in close contact with scientific development, and to search for engineering specialities and patents which could improve the efficiency of large scale industrial enterprise”. To run a business successfully he should endeavour to increase the company’s capital base, and to be in a position to summon, rather than be summoned by, his bankers.


Ernest was still studying and playing cricket at Cambridge when his father died suddenly from overwork in 1899, aged sixty-four. Overnight he was put in charge of the business. He was twenty. He may not have completed an engineering degree; instead, he built on his father’s experience. He inherited a gift to infect others, including Joe, with the determination to succeed in industry.


Henry Simon’s office in Paris was at 1 Rue de Mondetour, between Les Halles and the Gare du Nord. Joe lodged at the Hotel Corona, 8 Cité Bergère, “Situé à proximité de l’Opéra et des Grands Boulevards, entree 6 Rue du Faubourg Montmartre”. It is still there, but the office went with the redevelopment of Les Halles.


Paris was the most exciting city in the world. It was home to “good Americans, elegant Argentinians and refined English expatriates”. Joe conveyed something of its flavour to his cousins in 1931:




I got back from Brussels on Thursday accompanied by our commercial head. I saw the Duke and Duchess of York arrive while I was seeing him off at the Gare du Nord yesterday. Last night I went to the Folies Bergère. There is a good show there!





He entertained business associates and their wives at jazz clubs, dancing “the foxtrot” and listening to “Le chanson”. Chanteuses such as Edith Piaf and Lucienne Boyer (‘Parlez-moi d’ Amour’), and chanteurs Charles Trenet and Jean Sablon, filled music halls with La Revue. Colette observed the scene in an early novel, Mitsou:




First showgirl: “I must go back to my guests. They are two millers I have left in my box. They own a flour mill”.


Second showgirl: “Pff! A couple of flour-sifters!”





“Next time you come to Paris I shall have a lot to show you. Every day I discover something new,” Joe boasted to John and Edward. Business associates expected him to take them to brothels and the lowest dives. Other nights were less thrill-seeking: “Owing to the bad weather I was forced to go to the cinema this evening with Stamford who is on the milling staff here!”


The French film industry was going through a golden patch, with famous directors René Clair, Jean Renoir, Carl Dreyer and Marcel Carné. A cinema at the Madeleine re-ran Ben-Hur continuously. Joe was very taken by Ramon Novarro. Sometimes he would go to the cinema alone. On one occasion, he sat next to a young Argentinian and responded to his overtures. It was not just a casual pick-up. The boy was very respectable and wanted Joe to meet his parents. Years later he was to have a similar experience with another Argentinian boy on an overnight train journey in South America. Again, he was assured of a gracious welcome from the parents.


Joe’s area of responsibility stretched from Alsace in the north to Algeria in the south. A typical tour inspecting mills took him to the Port of Algiers, Malta, Monte Carlo, and finally Choisy, where he addressed a group of young French millers.


In 1931, he was “having a devil of a job to get permission from the French authorities to work in France and Mr Simon has taken the matter up in Parliament with the Secretary of the Board of Trade who has asked the Foreign Office to instruct the British Embassy to work on my behalf. I feel very important after having to deal with common or garden Consulates.”


In June 1932, he wrote home:




To tell the latest news about my promotion. From the end of September I am going to come back to England permanently and make my headquarters at Manchester. There I am to supervise all technical H.S. work in the Continent of Europe from Russia, Scandinavia, Germany, France etc. In addition I have been appointed assistant to Mr Fowler for all the technical work in Great Britain and the rest of the World. He is going on half time. It is Sir Ernest who has decided this. Needless there will be a good deal of opposition from certain quarters. 5 days in 7 I am in Paris. I have clients to entertain, and the number of late nights means I have to sleep 12 hours to make up for the previous 4 or 5 nights. Mussolini has made some new decrees which have made it difficult for milling engineers in Italy. I am still touring thousands of miles. On Monday I am going to Strasbourg and Germany. On Saturday next I leave for Africa, either direct to Algiers or through Spain to Spanish Morocco. I must be in London on July 18th to meet Mr Levy who controls the largest group of flour mills in the World.








CHAPTER 4



Manchester Flour Mills Expert


Joe’s rise within Henry Simon was rapid. Within a year of returning to England he became a director of the company. The summer of 1933 found him at Turnberry Hotel Millers’ Convention, co-presenting a technical paper on Water Cooling of Rolls with Sir Ernest Simon.


Milling magazine noted, “Mr Lockwood’s experience is international in scope; he is unquestionably one of the most capable and progressive of the younger school of millers. He deals with the diagrams, flow sheets, and all the milling matters in their technical sense.”


Each year, the National Association of British and Irish Millers arranged a get-together. It was a social occasion and the wives, sons and daughters were included. Joe was a good mixer. He was tall, personable, successful, aged twenty-eight, and unmarried. Late one night at the Turnberry Hotel, a miller’s daughter slipped into his bedroom uninvited. The young millers thought it a huge joke. They had put the girl up to it for a bet.
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With mother Mabel in Skegness, 1934





Highley Sugden, another mill owner’s son who, like Dick Adderley, chose to work for Joe permanently, described Joe’s success with Sir Ernest: “Sir Ernest was a great believer in giving responsibility to people when they were young; he worked on the principle that a young man would make mistakes, but unless he was a fool he would not make the same mistake twice. If he did he would be sacked immediately. He had a very quick brain, he would pester you with questions requiring immediate, concise and constructive answers, or he would make you prepare half-page reports, and if they contained any padding he would chuck these back at you and make you do them again, often over the weekend!


“Joe told me that, when he first got the top job and was summoned to Simon’s office, he would nip off to the nearest pub for a large gin; ‘to make me sparkle’.


“But Joe had a remarkably quick and clear brain too, and he soon learnt how to stand up to him and handle him. He used to say Simon’s instinct was brilliant, but if he tried to reason things out he could sometimes reach the very wrong conclusions.


“Simon liked to hear about successes, and Joe was delighted to have success stories to tell him.”


“Good. I do like success!” were Simon’s very words, addressed to astronomer Sir Bernard Lovell, by his benefactor, at Jodrell Bank in 1949.


Joe said Simon was not inclined to digress: “Different subject. Keep for separate meeting.” Wives were not included in dinner invitations unless they had something to contribute.


In 1934, Fowler left, and Joe was now “milling expert at headquarters”. As in Paris, he chose to live in a hotel near his work. This was all to change as a result of a lucky meeting on a routine train journey from Manchester to Euston. Sharing his third-class carriage was a fair-haired young man, who politely asked him to remove his feet from the seat opposite. A deep friendship resulted from this unpromising start. Harold Rodier was training as a solicitor in London. He introduced Joe to his friend Tommy Russell, a tall Cambridge rowing blue. Harold and Tommy drew him away from his Stockport hotel and office, with long walks in the Derbyshire countryside. He shared their love for the peaks and dales of the Pennines on Manchester’s doorstep. Unresisting, he was adopted into the Rodier and Russell families, and in due course Harold’s and Tommy’s sons became his first godchildren.


Letters to Southwell illustrate these developments. Beforehand he wrote:




Busy, dictating 36 letters at office. Planning to go to Paris, Brittany, Marseilles, Strasbourg, Brussels. The result is my nerves are all on edge and I cannot settle down. I find the easiest way to work it off is to go on writing, or go to the cinema.





Then came the change:




I had a grand weekend – Rodier and I walked 18 miles yesterday on Derbyshire moors and then got back to tea and remained for supper also. They are a charming family.





Tommy’s family owned a major construction company with its roots in Scotland, like McAlpines. He and his older brother shared a large house in Whaley Bridge, and they invited Joe to join their bachelor existence. One night they were thrown out of a hotel in Buxton for rowdy behaviour. Joe found his name in the local newspaper the next day.


Work and pleasure formed an enviable partnership, as Joe recounted, writing in a spare moment from the Great Eastern Hotel at Liverpool Street Station on 27th May 1936:




Tommy and I have had a grand weekend fishing in the West of Ireland. We arrived back at Liverpool, and here I am leaving for Brussels tonight, but hope to get back on Friday so that we will make four days at sea in the seven days on Tommy’s yacht. I got a big order from Hovis Manchester last week which has pleased me a lot. Tomorrow I hope to get the reconstruction of the Grands Moulins de Brussels, a 100-sack plant. I am not feeling too well today. Very late to bed last night on the boat. Adderley got left on the boat as it sailed from Dublin without warning. I had to persuade the Captain to turn round and take A. back to Dublin which he did. We have a big pull with the steamship company owing to the amount of freight we give them.





In 1933, Joe paid the first of many visits to North America. He was critical of the milling methods in the United States and Canada, which he considered out of date. Spoilt by sheer volume of output, complacency led to reluctance to adopt new technology. Joe made an intensive tour of mills in Buffalo, Chicago, Minneapolis and Ontario.


He sailed on the SS Normandie three months after her maiden voyage, when she won the Blue Riband for the fastest crossing of the Atlantic. Travelling with him were the Belgian directors of the two largest flour milling companies in Europe. Paul Baumann’s family owned the abovementioned Grands Moulins de Brussels, and G. A. Stein was a director of the funny-sounding Bunge and Born, the company with mills in Brazil and Argentina of particular interest to Henry Simon. But also aboard was someone who reminded Joe of his days in Paris. Josephine Baker was on her way to appear in the Ziegfield Follies in New York. She signed her photograph with Joe, “A Monsieur Lockwood with best wishes from Josephine Baker, 1935”. Once notorious for nudity, it was rare to see her fully-clothed, fashionable and demure.
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Aboard the Normandie with Josephine Baker and Belgian millers





In December 1937, Joe was back in America, travelling 25,000 miles through the United States, Mexico and South America. Writing of his experiences in Milling magazine, he gave a glimpse of that anger punctuating his long career:




In spite of two visits to the Mexican Consul in Liverpool I had some trouble crossing the Mexican frontier, and although I produced proof that I only intended to stay in Mexico five days, I was compelled to deposit 500 Mexican pesos (about £25) as a bond that I would leave the country again, even this was not as simple as it sounds, for I had nothing but Sterling and the frontier authorities had no notion of the rate of exchange. This regulation apparently does not apply to citizens of the USA, and my few American fellow passengers had no difficulty. In Mexico City I at once started trying to recover my deposit, and, after considerable difficulty I got it back. But I was disgusted to find that it had shrunk a good deal owing to losses in exchange and the Mexican tax on converting pesos into Sterling. As though to make it perfectly plain I was unwelcome, Mexico City produced a series of earthquakes during my visit!





This incident would always put him in a bad mood when he landed in Mexico.


Joe had sent his brother Charles and Dick Adderley to run a newlyinstalled Henry Simon mill in Sao Paulo, at the urgent request of Bunge and Born. When in Brazil he checked on their progress, and Charles was able to complain to his brother he had to get up at 5 a.m. every morning to start the mill. Charles’s career in milling had followed a similar pattern, and he had gained experience in Kenya. He would stress he never worked for Henry Simon, nor was he employed by his older brother. Nevertheless, the Sao Paulo project led to his running all the Bunge and Born companies in South America.


Personal contact with his major customers was a high priority for Joe. By travelling with them, there was no better opportunity. G. A. Stein had autographed a photograph: “Delighted to have had this nice opportunity to be with Mr Lockwood on the Normandie. Here is to the friend.”


Spillers, Ranks and the Co-op were Henry Simon’s largest customers, accounting for two-thirds of the UK’s output of flour. Spillers was owned by the Vernon family. Returning to England from the South American tour aboard the Alacantara, Joe:




was pleased to find that Mrs J. Jackson and Mr and Mrs Wilfred Vernon would be travelling with me.


Nobody who know Mrs Jackson will be surprised to hear that she was one of the most popular people on the ship; she was as full of energy as ever, and she and I had daily Tango lessons. Mrs Vernon (Nancy, her daughter) either won or got into the finals of nearly all the sports events.





The Vernon and Jackson families had intermarried, two daughters marrying two sons. Wilfred and Nancy Vernon became Joe’s best friends, on a par with the Rodiers and the Russells. They monopolised him at Millers’ Conventions, playing tennis, dining and dancing in full evening dress, elegant in white tie and tails, doing the Eightsome Reel with “Ma” Jackson. Wilfred and Nancy invited him to attend their sons’ passing out parades at the Royal Naval College, Dartmouth.


Joseph Rank reminded Joe of Edward Caudwell; both spent their earliest childhoods in their father’s flour mills. “My grandfather was very irate when he first discovered some flour from Rank being delivered to our district which included Nottinghamshire. My family were competitive millers of Joseph Rank.”


It amused Joe that Mr Rank, reputed to be the richest man in England, “travelled third class on the railways until the end and always took sandwiches to prevent having to pay for lunch.” Business meetings were held at station hotels. A strict Methodist, he banned his mills from running on the Sabbath. When the great Clarence Mill in Hull was bombed, his first concern was for the horses. And that was in 1941. Despite a fifty-year age gap, the two Joes got on well, something that Mr Rank’s sons appreciated. Shortly before he died, aged ninety, he was staying with J. Arthur Rank (later Lord Rank), and Joe visited them. The photograph taken by Joe that day was the last picture the family were to have of the grand old man.


Provender Milling by J. F. Lockwood was published in January 1939. It was hailed as “The First Complete Book on Feed Milling Technology” and consisting of 370 pages of text and diagrams – where had Joe found the time to produce this volume? A second edition soon appeared, and remained the first and only authority on the subject. Brother Charles said the book absolutely amazed him. Cereals, leguminous seeds, oil cakes and minerals are used to produce animal feed stuffs. It is a technical subject and does not make light reading. Even popcorn is deprived of any connection with confectionery: it is one of 300 varieties of maize, and “has a large proportion of endosperm which owing to its horny nature pops when subject to heat”.


The unexpected success of the book coincided with the outbreak of war. The country would depend on home production of livestock and poultry, feeding on locally milled pellets and mixtures. There were to be food shortages. Prisoners of war in German concentration camps looked forward to returning to a country where work on the land would be essential. Copies of Provender Milling topped the list of books requested from home.


War interfered with Joe’s next masterpiece, Flour Milling, but it did not prevent his ordering a copy of Fowler’s The King’s English.





CHAPTER 5



War


Joe claimed he had the most interesting war of anyone. His services were required on the home front and overseas. On both, he had “a very good war”. He was in charge of fire prevention in the North-West Area, including Liverpool and Manchester. He was brought in to plan the feeding of the populations of Europe where the mills had been destroyed.


“FIRE! FIRE!”


January 1940 found Joe moving to a home of his own for the very first time. At the same time, he was in Belgium inspecting mills destroyed in the First World War and about to receive a similar fate. An American milling magazine reported:




Up almost to the very last moment of Belgium’s invasion, English milling engineers were carrying on with the coolness under fire, or the threat of war, that has helped make British commerce hold fast around the world.





All the mills in both wars were destroyed, bringing an enormous amount of work Henry Simon’s way. Rumour had it that the only mill left standing in Belgium was an ancient windmill. Spared on Hitler’s orders, its reprieve was attributed to the fact the Führer’s grandfather was an obscure miller.


Returning to Manchester, having avoided floating mines in the Channel, Joe commissioned an £80 armoured car for the protection of his factory.


Tommy Russell was getting married and his brother was overseas. So Joe moved to a cottage he had found in the Peak District National Park. Yew Tree Cottage was actually two cottages joined together, formerly the home and forge of the Combs village blacksmith. Set in beautiful scenery and isolated, Joe could walk out of his back door into the countryside. Yet further up the pass from Combs was the main road to Manchester. With a devoted housekeeper, Mrs Drage, who made excellent fish pies, and a spaniel, Rufus, who took him for long walks, Joe settled into a familiar bachelor routine. Punctually off to work each morning, the cottage windows would be flung open after his departure at 8 a.m. to let out the pipe smoke.
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Yew Tree Cottage, Combs





In October 1940, the Provost Marshal of the Royal Air Force issued his “Certificate of Employment in Essential Services in War with the Ministry of Aircraft Production, as a Member of the local reconstruction panel for the Repair of War Damage to factories North Western Area.”


The following March, he was appointed “Joint Fire Prevention Executive Officer” for the region, Coventry having suffered massive destruction in the neighbouring area the previous November. The word soon got around Lord Beaverbrook’s Ministry in London that an overnight billeting at Combs was an enjoyable experience: “You proved yourself to be a perfect host by providing stimulation for the mind by day and great comfort for the body as well as interesting talk when the day’s work is over.” The “interesting talk” led this official to indiscreetly reveal the newest bombers, by some oversight, included the place of manufacture; but “it was too late to change as the handbooks had already been issued”.


Joe liked Captain Spencer Freeman, who was famous for running the Irish National Sweepstake which raised £3 million for Irish hospitals. This provided a means of bidding for runners in the Epsom Derby, despite gambling being illegal in England. For his book Self Analysis for Success, he asked Joe to contribute to the question: “If something made you change your mind completely would you be prepared to admit it openly?”
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Stephen King-Hall and chauffeur at Combs





Commander Stephen King-Hall and Colonel Guy Symonds were further Beaverbrook-inspired appointees. King-Hall, the author whose monthly newsletter was widely distributed, came up to open the War Weapons Week in Buxton. He arrived in full Naval uniform, accompanied by Miss Bond, his driver. He inscribed “Fire! Fire!” in the 1000-page copy of Our Own Times 1913–1939 he left for Joe. Symonds, who invented the stirrup pump as an antidote to incendiary bombs, presented him with a fifty-page report on a visit to Moscow made the month after Hitler declared war on Russia, where “the fire brigade appears to be a very efficient force”.


Colonel Moore-Brabazon’s term as Beaverbrook’s successor came to a sudden end during a visit to Manchester. A private conversation was overheard where “Brab” rejoiced that Germany and Russia would be at each other’s throats now Hitler had changed sides. It was not the way to treat our new ally. Despite Churchill’s support, he had to go. Joe sympathised with his minister’s predicament, but was secretly amused at his indiscretion.


In 1942 the country was divided into six regions, each with their own Commissioner given full control in the event of enemy invasion. Hartley Shawcross, QC was appointed Commissioner for the North-West Region and Joe was his second-in-command. They reported to the Home Secretary and Minister for Home Security, Herbert Morrison, through his Joint Parliamentary Secretary Ellen Wilkinson MP.


Joe had no previous experience of reporting to a woman, but was immediately impressed by this feisty MP for Jarrow, who had been on the Miners’ March to London. She was a small, tough, excommunist socialist firebrand orator. On 5th October 1942, he accompanied her on her visit to Liverpool and Bootle dockyards.
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Ellen Wilkinson MP, in Bootle





She was representing the Home Secretary in an area more heavily bombed than London, where secret factories were employing 30,000 workers to produce vital munitions. Addressing a large audience about the urgency for women to become fire watchers, she was interrupted by Bessie Braddock, the extremely large and voluble Labour Councillor: “Why doesn’t Herbert Morrison come in person? Women in London are being exempted, so why not us in Bootle Docks?”


E. W. passed Joe a note: “Your face suddenly registered horror, anything wrong?”


He need not to have worried: “Her voice and mine are about equal when it comes to shouting!”


He visited London occasionally, “to have lunch with my boss”. He was staying at the Cumberland Hotel near Marble Arch in June 1943, when National Registration Identity Cards were issued to a population of 40 million. His registration number was 140.


Joe received another note at a meeting supporting Miss Wilkinson. This time it was from the Regional Commissioner himself, Hartley Shawcross: “Tell the Mayor’s daughter I thought she was supposed to look after me. She seems to have been looking after you all the afternoon.”


As senior honorary Fire Prevention Officer, Joe umpired exercises, praised women on fire guard duties, received a commendation for dealing with a massive gas explosion, and was introduced to the King and Queen at National Fire Service Headquarters.


In anticipation of the war ending, Henry Simon’s were developing pre-fabricated ports and portable mills for feeding 50,000 people a day in liberated countries. Joe was constantly receiving messages of support from millers in Chile, Argentina, Ireland and Kenya, where work continued unimpeded. Bread was not rationed, and great efforts went into making what was nicknamed “The Woolton Loaf” more palatable. Joe’s advice was sought to achieve 80% extraction from wartime flour: “Good colour must NOT be achieved at the expense of nutritional quality.”


To obtain an acceptable balance there must be maximum Vitamin B and minimum fibre. Army bread was superior. Best of all was American bread for those who could afford it. The Woolton Loaf was generally condemned.


“WE HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR YOU!”


Towards the end of the war, Joe found himself in demand by both our American and our Russian allies. He had been of equal service to these countries in peacetime. Russia was once the largest grain exporter in the world. Delegations responsible for building silos would visit Manchester and find their national flag flying above H. Simon’s factory. “Once you sign a contract with Russians they stick to it,” said Joe.


Shortly after D-Day, he was summoned to Lancaster House in London to be greeted by familiar faces. It was the Soviet Delegation: “Where have you been? We have been waiting FOR YOU!” Plans were drawn up for the restoration of food supplies to Europe. But the end of the war was delayed by the German counter-offensive in the Ardennes, and Joe was put on standby.


On 8th April 1945, he was “ordered” by the Supreme Commander of the Allied Expeditionary Forces to travel to Brussels as a civilian and join the US 21st Army Group, using military vehicles and aircraft “to examine ways of developing flour production”. With no mills to produce flour, bread was almost non-existent during the occupation of Belgium, and what there was was terrible.
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With the American Army in Holland





Joe told Milling magazine he:




left England in early April without any money or any idea where he was going, but with the assurance the Army would feed him, billet and transport him. He reported to an address in London and was taken to an American aerodrome in Hertfordshire; two hours later he landed in Belgium, having flown over Lille and the heavily bombed coast of Northern France to avoid Dunkirk, which was still in German hands. He was given an office at 21 Army Group Headquarters and then reported to SHAEF main HQ for further directions.


After five days he was “ordered” to Paris by command of General Bradley. Colonel Wooll, a British Army Officer provided him with transport. Escorted by two Americans, Major Hiatt and Major Lishman, and two drivers, but still in civilian clothes, he arrived at the Hotel Majestic, as guest of the 1st French Army.





Between April and June he travelled 6,000 miles, visiting HQs of all Army Groups right up to the Russian lines in Germany. Holland capitulated whilst he was there. The starving population bartered for food. A single cigarette was worth 7/6d. A Dutch boy offered himself to Joe for this sum. This was the only period his American escorts had to subsist on Army rations. On 8th May he was in Brussels with the Americans to celebrate VE Day. The menu at the Palace Transit Hotel included Trifle aux Liqueurs Victoire. On 23rd May, he reported to the British Camp at Luneburg Heath. He heard a scuffle in the next room where an anonymous prisoner was being held. Heinrich


Himmler managed to swallow a cyanide pill and died instantly.


Germany lost 70% of its milling capacity. Harbours and bridges were destroyed, rivers and waterways blocked. An American General told Joe: “You want a bridge? You shall have a pontoon!”


It would take Germany about fifty years to start thinking about building another armaments industry. That was Joe’s assessment: “The war should certainly have taught them a lesson. The Allies are treating them very sternly, and I never saw a British or American soldier fraternising with a German or even thanking him for any service or information he had demanded.”


AFTERMATH


On 4th July, the Soviets handed over a sector of Berlin to the British Control Commission for Germany. Percy Mills (later Lord Mills), the Commissioner, occupied offices in Fehrbelliner-Platz where he was protected by a dragon of a secretary. According to Joe, she fiercely guarded access to his London HQ. Later that month Churchill arrived, and was escorted to Hitler’s bunker by the Red Army. Unlike Joe, who had the opportunity, he declined the offer to go inside.




[image: Illustration]


“Entering Germany” warning sign





Joe was back in Germany in September, on a two-week Allied Expeditionary Forces permit. He noted that Nazi-owned mills had taken a greater bashing than those in enemy occupied countries. They were unlikely to be fully operational until 1950, and the population would be eating wholemeal bread for years.


Wearing uniform with the equivalent rank of Colonel, Joe:




was accompanied throughout my journey by Captain Willis, who was with Spillers Ltd before the war and is milling advisor to B.A.O.R. Headquarters. We spent a few days in the North Rhineland province, where I was intrigued to see some modern Simon roller mills being installed in a mill in Cologne. They had been requisitioned from our associated Belgian company by the Nazis, and when I said they had simply been stolen, I was at once told that the man who stole them was dead.





Joe came upon a derelict Simon roller mill abandoned by Nazis, about twenty-five miles from Berlin. He photographed the terrible devastation in the city at considerable risk to himself, as the Russians clamped down on such activity. Not a single house had avoided damage, and tanks, armoured cars and smashed automobiles lay everywhere. Wreckage strewed the pavements for miles. He was able to move freely between the four zones. He saw into the Bunker, which, despite looting all around, he found the contents largely untouched. He saw the button-board on the Führer’s desk with numbers for each of his staff. Nothing prevented his taking it. The unreality of the situation was brought home, when a Russian soldier asked him for his watch. Joe explained he preferred to keep it himself.
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Russian soldier in Berlin





For his final visit to Germany, under the auspices of Allied Control Commission, Colonel Lockwood took Major Highley Sugden, who wrote:




We were accompanied by Dr Tom Moran, Scientific Adviser to the Ministry of Food and head of the Millers’ Research Establishment in St Albans. It turned out to be a hilarious visit from the moment Dr Moran arrived at the air terminal. He had clearly had some difficulty getting into his battledress and had to summon help from his little local tailor, who arrived hot-foot saying: “I’ll do anything for a soldier, Sir”. I remember how mystified Dr Moran was to see the Germans going about their business so briskly, which in his view was impossible on the limited number of calories they were supposed to be getting in their rations.





Joe photographed the black market carried on in the Tiergarten near the Chancellery, and the sad-looking “people’s cars” which he realised were the first VWs. By now, the Russians had put the Bunker out-ofbounds. Menus at the 10th Infantry Brigade Officers’ Club were in English, and at the Allied Control Administered Berlin Law Courts they were in Russian. Two nights at the Savoy Visitors Hotel cost six marks. Joe had signed a letter confirming he travelled to North-West Europe entirely at his own risk, bluntly refusing inoculation for typhus, typhoid, tetanus, paratyphoid and vaccination against smallpox. No such safeguards had been offered on the two previous visits as time had not permitted.


Joe’s war ended in January 1946. It had taken a mere eight months for enough wheat to be ground in the British zone alone to feed 22 million starving Germans. No one was more surprised.





CHAPTER 6




Flour Milling Spreads the Word Abroad


Back at the “biggest flour milling engineering firm in the world” staff numbers rose to 3000, to keep abreast of orders to replace damaged equipment. It was necessary to strengthen the management, and Joe’s reputation attracted recruits from the Army. He had the choice of its two youngest full colonels, Val Duncan and Harold Wooll. The latter had impressed him at SHAEF and was appointed joint manager with Highley, who returned with the rank of Lt Colonel. Val Duncan had also attracted the attention of the City. He became a banker, created the Rio Tinto Zinc Corporation, “the biggest mining firm in the world”, and gained a knighthood.


News travelled fast when Joe was in Berlin and many were after him for a job. The story went round that a Jew pushed himself forward and invited Joe to lunch. On the way to a Wannsee restaurant, his host discovered he had left his wallet behind. “So have I!” said Joe quick as a flash, and ordered the car back to base.


Highley bought a house near Joe in the Peak District, plus a housekeeper and a dog. They met at weekends to go for long dog walks. The area is famous for ten-foot-deep snowdrifts in winter. Yet they claimed never to have missed a day’s work. They would struggle to the top of the pass, where they would be collected by a car from the office.


The success of Provender Milling, which went into a second edition, was eclipsed in June 1945 by the publication of Flour Milling by J. F. Lockwood, with a Foreword by Sir Ernest Simon.
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“Flour Milling”, 4th Edition, 1960





This 520-page book made Joe famous internationally. It was adopted as a standard textbook for the Industry, and was translated into French, German, Serbo-Croat and Spanish (by his brother). It ran into four editions, the last being published in 1960, this time with a Foreword by Lord Simon of Withenshawe, and the author Sir Joseph Lockwood. Lord Simon wrote of, “the encouraging signs that the author and the milling engineering business with which he is connected are rendering a really valuable scientific service to the world-wide industry that gives us our daily bread.”


Switzerland remained unaffected by the war. Zurich wine merchants and flower shops were well stocked. Davos winter sports and ski jumping competitions carried on as normal. It was here the plan was made to rebuild Europe’s flour mills.


Joe was staying with René Bühler, head of the family-owned Gebruder Bühler, manufacturers and designers of mills, and rivals to Henry Simon. Joe and René belonged an informal dining club, or “Société Anonyme”, with the initials SACO. As the principal members, they agreed to divide Europe in half, Simons taking the north, and Bühler the southern region. Together they stood firm against MIAG, the German firms who were breaking up the market with aggressive price-cutting tactics. This trust and mutual respect between the two strongest manufacturers was considered good for the Industry. No mention was made of anti-trust, collusion or cartels. Dinners were convivial affairs, held annually, and a SACO anthem ran:




Now we will sing the SACO song


The Words are very clear


And Every Member has a verse


You’ll see just what we mean…


Now Mr Lockwood was there


And he was quite ecstatic:


“My latest book explains how we


Do everything pneumatic”.





Despite their wealth, the Bühlers lived modestly in a small village in a remote Canton. Their young son excused himself from having lunch with Joe. He explained he got a much better meal with the village butcher’s family. René was fond of Joe, and presented him with a treasured Swiss cowbell sporting a green and white ribbon, the Canton’s colours.


There was a warm welcome for the author of Flour Milling in Denmark, Sweden and Norway. The book had large sales and he was famous. Joe found these countries largely unaffected by the war. It was now possible to travel to North and South America again. Aboard the Queen Elizabeth on the outward, and the Queen Mary for the return crossing, life in First Class was luxurious. Sharing the comforts were Sir Patrick and Lady Hamilton. Joe and Hamilton, who was Sir Ernest Simon’s nephew, were co-directors of the company, Hamilton in charge of engineering and Joe, the non-engineer, running research and sales. Joe was to tell the shop stewards at Simons that the large orders, which he had finalised in Canada, made up for the “harrowing life he had to endure aboard the Queen Mary”. This included (unmentioned to his staff) sharing a Turkish bath with Robert Taylor, the Hollywood film star of Ivanhoe, whose handsome face adorned schoolgirls’ bedroom walls.


This was 1947. Joe set off with his brother Charles, whom he had not seen for ten years, on a month-long tour of flour mills in twentyfour cities in America and Canada. Charles was now Technical Manager for Molinos Rio de la Plata in Buenos Aires, responsible for Bunge and Born’s sixty flour mills. Life had been good for him in Brazil. He had a girlfriend. He told the story of how he was dancing with her one night, unaware there was only one other couple on the floor, which had been cleared for the President and his wife. He had no intention of moving to Argentina when his contract expired. This was not acceptable to Alberto Hirsch, the autocratic, German, Jewish President of Bunge and Born, who told Joe he must instruct his brother to accept.


Charles would come to admire Hirsch, who had arrived as a wheat buyer from Belgium in 1890 and built an empire of mills largely designed by Simons. He was little short of obsessive in his methods, restricting stakes in companies acquired to 30%, and retaining a small research laboratory for his own personal use.


Charles had no need to resent his brother’s intrusion. He married an English girl, Mabel Roberts, whose father’s insurance and banking company prospered when Argentina was one of the wealthiest countries in the world. Charles and Mabel built a house in an exclusive part of BA, close to the Hurlingham Club, popular with ex-patriates. They produced four fair-haired daughters who were educated in England.


Joe’s only dampener on this ideal situation was to voice disapproval of Mabel’s brothers, who stayed at the Ritz and kept a Rolls Royce permanently available for their visits to London and the Continent.


During that tour of America, Charles was never allowed to forget he was only the younger brother. Wherever they went, Joe was treated as a celebrity, the author of Flour Milling, the world expert. Yet this was the area in which Charles’s status was greater, and he resented being relegated to a minor role. Worse still was being instructed by his brother to take his feet off the seat opposite in the train. That was something he never forgot. Nor did it help to hear Joe boasting to anyone who would listen that British milling methods were thirty years ahead of America.
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Henry Simon Ltd, Manchester, 1946








CHAPTER 7



“They always referred to each other as Mr Lockwood and Mr Sugden”


Ernest Simon was spending less time on company matters. He held prominent positions in Manchester as Mayor and at the University. But as an MP, and then a Lord, he would be in London more often than not. Lord Simon of Wythenshawe was appointed Chairman of the Governors of the BBC, a role he devoted more time to than was considered necessary by some. For example, already branded “the Millionaire Socialist”, he gained notoriety by banning a television play against the wishes of the Director General. Intended as a comedy, it concerned a fictitious Cabinet Minister revealing atom bomb secrets in order to win an election. This meant he was only available on weekends, hence making it a seven-day week for Joe, who was at the office from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m.


Joe’s office was in the building in Cheadle Heath where he installed an “Experimental Mill” in 1946. There he patented a method for improving cereal purification and a machine for conditioning wheat with heat stabilisation. Royalties for both patents and book sales were paid to the company. To get to his air-conditioned room, where his secretary was working with the first IBM electric typewriter imported from America, he would pass ranks of draughtsmen standing at their drawing boards: “Good morning Mr Lockwood,” they greeted him individually. The activity to keep up with orders, 80% of which were from abroad, impressed a reporter from the Daily Express in 1950: “It was Mr J. F. Lockwood, the Managing Director, keen, quick smiling and massive enough to suggest he used to be a Rugby footballer, who really got me excited.”


In 1951, Joe and Highley decided they needed to be closer to their workplace. They jointly bought a property in Mobberley. Hill House was Grade II, black and white timbered, dating from 1590, at one time home of the Reverend Symonds Attlee, the Prime Minister’s uncle. They lived there for four years. There were house rules, which Highley described:
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Hill House, Mobberley







1) Joe would be responsible for the house, housekeeper and catering.


2) I would be responsible for the wine store, gardener and large gardens.


3) We would have meals together and then retire to our own quarters.


4) Neither of us would invite relatives whilst the other was in residence.





Sir Vincent de Ferranti, a neighbour, described the situation: “They always referred to each other as Mr Lockwood and Mr Sugden.” Sir Vincent was the dynamic buccaneering chairman of the Manchester electrical engineering company that bore his name. His son Sebastian said he thought very highly of Joe.


Highley, living in such close proximity, was able to access Joe’s character: “Though he had no training in legal or financial matters, such things seemed so simple to him. I have watched him reading through a complicated legal patent incredibly quickly; his finger would travel rapidly over the page and suddenly stop. ‘This is the key point,’ he would say, and then almost as quickly; ‘And I’ll tell you how we can turn it around’. Moreover Joe himself often made the first draft for a patent or legal agreement, leaving the lawyers to check the details. He was fascinated by new developments and was prepared to take considerable risks, provided conventional equipment was still available if needed.
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Highley Sugden





“He mentioned he could have been a playboy; indeed he showed signs of it when given such rapid promotion. But then his burning ambition overcame such weakness. He was shrewd, had remarkable common sense and could be ruthless with staff that did not measure up. He did not believe people really needed holidays and rarely took any. For example if he needed someone who was on holiday he had no compunction in instructing the man to return forthwith. But at the same time, when in the right mood, he would be the life and soul of the party, brilliantly witty and delightfully indiscreet, and often the outstanding personality at any “top brass” meeting.


“Bill Bloor, manager of the Co-op mills, loved to come to lunch at Simon’s (and a few whiskeys) and monopolised a high-back armchair with large side wings, suitable for an after-lunch snooze. He was delighted when Joe gave it to him when he retired. He always told the same tale in broadest Rochdale accent: ‘Ah’ve been in t’Kremlin tha’ knows. Ah told Stalin that t’ole wealth o’Mankind comes from t’brawn and muscle o’Man.’


“Joe could always get on with people like this and encouraged them to come – it was good for business too.


“Regrettably his ambition caused him to drop former friends, especially the Vernon family who had been exceptionally kind and helpful to him in his younger day.”
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Congratulating Young Millers








CHAPTER 8



Boffins and Bankers


In 1951, Joe was appointed a Member of the National Research Development Corporation, his first non-war unpaid Government role. The letter appointing him for a three-year term was signed by Sir Hartley Shawcross, now a Labour MP and President of the Board of Trade. Created by Harold Wilson when President of the BOT, the NRDC was made up of an equal number of scientists and businessmen (financiers/industrialists). It was established to promote technology and to prevent a recurrence of the loss of royalty rights for British inventions to America. This happened in the case of penicillin.


Joe’s sponsor was Lord (Patrick) Blackett, Pro-Chancellor of the University of Manchester, nuclear physicist, and later President of the Royal Society and OM. Blackett wrote:




I am sure you are going to be a most valuable Member. There is at present very little representation of Industry who have recently had and still have intimate contact with rapidly developing technology. If I may say so strictly in confidence two of our Industrial Members have rather too much accounting interest for my liking – I won’t tell who they are!





He was referring to Sir Edward de Stein, a businessman and banker, but neither an industrialist nor (obviously) a scientist. Blackett marvelled at Joe’s ease with scientists despite his lack of formal training. He threatened to resign unless Joe joined.

OEBPS/images/f0025-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0052-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0029-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0044-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0021-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0041-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0039-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0037-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0049-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0051-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0053-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0047-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0043-01.jpg
 NOW ENTERING
BHERMANY
oF WiLL HE

| AH

It
TERNIZATION
ANYL IERMAN






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
WILLIAM CAVENDISH

SIR JOSEPH LOCKWOOD AND ME





OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg
fﬁmmrunf

y,ngm%

&

E.CAUDWELL

FLOUR MILLS






OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0038-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0032-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.png





