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				About the Book

				Bill Struth is the most celebrated Manager in the history of Rangers Football Club. In his 34 year tenure, he led the club to 30 major trophies and nurtured many of the club’s greatest players. To them, he was simply ‘Mr Struth’ – a father figure who guided them with the principle that, ‘. . . to be a Ranger is to sense the sacred trust of upholding all that such a name means in ths shrine of football.’

				If these words set the ideals for his players to attain, his own personal life was clouded by moments of indiscretion which were to influence the course of his life and career.

				Drawing on family accounts and Rangers archives, the book explores his early life in Edinburgh and Fife, as well as his celebrated years in Glasgow. It recounts his career in professional athletics and in football with Heart of Midlothian, Clyde and ultimately, Rangers. It reflects on the legacy of the Struth era and his influences that remain at Ibrox today.
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				FOREWORD

				BY WALTER SMITH

				It gives me great pleasure to write this foreword about a man who is a legend in the history of Rangers football club. Bill Struth is one of football’s greatest managers and in this year when we acknowledge the achievements of another Ranger, Alex Ferguson, it is nice to reflect on a man who was at the heart of Rangers’ success for 34 years from 1920 to 1954. As a young fan, my grandfather would often talk of the Struth era and I grew up with stories of the great Rangers players of the past including Bob McPhail, Davie Meiklejohn, Willie Waddell and Willie Thornton. I had my own heroes from the later Scot Symon period, of course, including the likes of Jimmy Millar and John Greig, but I was raised understanding that Rangers had a great history and tradition.

				When I joined Rangers in 1986 I had the great pleasure of meeting many of the men who played under Mr Struth. You could tell that he had an enormous influence upon them and set standards that have largely remained to this day. It seems that when you enter the Main Stand that Struth’s influence and to some extent his presence is never far away. When Graeme Souness and I entered the Manager’s office at the top of the Marble Staircase we were taken by its history. We knew that Mr Struth was the first in that office and we were keen to ensure that it retained its character.

				When I took over the role of Manager, I was well aware of the standards that we had to achieve and the huge responsibility that placed upon me and my staff. Times change, but Bill Struth was benchmark for everything we did and his legacy remains that ‘only the best is good enough for Rangers’. It was something I was acutely aware of in my time as Manager.

				I know that both David Mason and Ian Stewart have been involved in extensive research for the book over several years and it is good that in the recent turmoil the club experienced that we can look back on a man who was perhaps the most important in the history of the club.

				From all I have heard and read, Mr Struth was a great man and Manager and one that I was extremely humbled and honoured to follow.

				Walter Smith

			

		

	
		
			
				

				PROLOGUE

				In the midst of the turmoil that followed the plunge of The Rangers Football Club into administration on 14 February 2012, the grandiose interior of the historic grandstand of Ibrox Stadium remained quiet. Inside, a bronze bust in the image of Rangers’ greatest ever manager, William Struth, stared down from the first landing of the famous marble staircase, with a cold expression of authority. The sculpture had been unveiled seven years earlier in tribute to a man who presided over the club from 1920 to 1954. Such was the esteem in which Struth was held that a year later, on the occasion of the 50th anniversary of his death, the club added a further tribute by naming the B-listed structure the Bill Struth Main Stand.

				Struth’s reaction to subsequent events, which culminated in Rangers’ liquidation and relegation to the bottom tier of Scottish football, can only be imagined. ‘He would be turning in his grave,’ offered one of the veteran players who played under him. ‘There would be hell to pay for those responsible,’ said another. Undoubtedly, Struth would have been distraught and angry at the dramatic events that catapulted the club from financial meltdown into a downward spiral of retribution and punishment. However, it can be safely assumed that the mismanagement that led to the collapse of this great club would never have happened on his watch. Indeed, it is extremely unlikely that Struth would have stood idly by as it was led to the slaughter by clubs and institutions acting on a mission of vengeance in the name of ‘sporting integrity’.

				Ironically, for all that Struth cared for Rangers, he also looked out for the financial wellbeing of lesser clubs. He once said, ‘A cheque from Ibrox has often meant sudden wealth to many small clubs. We are pleased that this should be so. It is not just little clubs who count on Rangers and Celtic to help them out. A number of league clubs would have a very thin time otherwise. We always help the smaller clubs whenever possible for friendlies, including paying our own expenses.’ He would have viewed the ultimate blood-letting as an act of betrayal.

				‘If only he were here,’ many may have been tempted to venture as if inviting some kind of second coming. However, if Struth could not materialise from the ether, his role in the survival of Rangers in their troubled times was actual and tangible. As the club entered season 2012–13 in the Third Division of the Scottish League, the supporters rallied with season-ticket sales exceeding a mammoth 38,000. Throughout that season, grounds up and down the country were filled to capacity wherever Rangers played and Ibrox repeatedly set attendance records, belying the club’s league status.

				The league title was secured, of course, but the fans were not drawn simply to watch the team. They gathered in their thousands to demonstrate their loyalty to a club they considered to be a veritable institution – one that was established on the back of the contributions of many great Rangers characters, but none more important than Struth.

				Those same fans, steeped in the club’s ethos, like generations before them, sang, ‘There’s not a team like the Glasgow Rangers’, and who could deny them? If Rangers was their church, Struth was their god. Indeed, they may even have found solace in his words of wisdom related many years ago, but which are perhaps more appropriate now than at any other time in the club’s history. He said, ‘No matter the days of anxiety that come our way, we shall emerge stronger because of the trials to be overcome.’

				To the fans who have been immersed and raised in the history of Rangers, Struth is a legendary figure. Ironically, most who revere him were born long after his death in 1956, but he is considered the embodiment of The Rangers Football Club. He consolidated the traditions that set this great club apart from others and established the very standards that he expected his charges to adopt. He also set the ideals for all those associated with the club.

				No one has ever captured the essence of the club as well as Struth did, and in just three sentences. In a speech he delivered three years before he died, he said, ‘To be a Ranger is to sense the sacred trust of upholding all that such a name means in this shrine of football. They must be true in their conception of what the Ibrox tradition seeks from them. No true Ranger has ever failed in the tradition set him.’

				However, there was considerably more to Struth’s managerial career than a few carefully constructed words can portray. If his success as a manager is to be measured by silverware alone, then Struth’s record is quite simply unrivalled. Of the major domestic trophies, Rangers captured 18 Scottish First Division League Championships, 10 Scottish Cup and 2 League Cup victories through the 34 years of his tenure. This record excludes the 6 ‘unofficial’ Southern League Championships, 4 Southern League Cups, the Summer Cup, the Victory Cup, the Emergency War Cup, and the Western Division Championship, won through the war years, quite apart from the 19 Glasgow Cups and the 20 Charity Cup successes, which were of enormous significance in that era.

				Little wonder then that Struth is held in such reverence by the fans, but the players who served under him perhaps knew him best. The testaments of their time at Rangers inevitably dwell on the man they called ‘Mr Struth’ or ‘the Boss’. It was often said that he ruled the club with ‘an iron fist inside a velvet glove’ but if he was a strict disciplinarian, he was also sensitive to those around him. He cared for his ‘boys’, as he would call them, and he saw that they stayed in the best hotels, travelled in the best class available and wore the best clothes. Quite simply, he expected them to attain and maintain ‘Rangers’ standards’ and if he gave them the best, he expected nothing less in return. To him, ‘Only the best was good enough for Rangers.’

				Respect was what he also sought for his players and what he received from them in return. Their respect was such that they were determined not to fail the man they regarded as a father figure. They would never be allowed to get above their station, because they followed his mantra that ‘the club is greater than the man’. If anyone dared forget this ideal, they were reminded of it every time they entered his imposing office at the top of the marble staircase – the message was written on a small card strategically placed upon his desk and facing all visitors.

				In a society that craves idols, Bill Struth was obviously iconic in his stature and in his words. If any man was greater than the club, it was Struth and the idolatry that perpetuates his memory is easily understandable in the light of his achievements with Rangers. But Struth was not a god and the fame and adulation masked the frailties that cast a shadow over his private life. Indeed, it is distinctly possible that misjudgements in his personal life were motivational in his professional career, most notably at Ibrox.

				Players and associates who knew him talk of a compassionate and imposing man, who gained respect from all those who came within his sphere of influence. In contrast, one of his few remaining relatives who can remember him, coldly commented, ‘He was a great football manager,’ when asked what kind of man he was.

				No matter the trials and tribulations of his personal life, Bill Struth was the single most important man in the history of The Rangers Football Club and his achievements will be unequalled. With meticulous research, we have uncovered Struth’s roots from the weavers of Milnathort to his birth in Edinburgh and an adolescence spent in the little town of his ancestors, near Kinross. We trace his early interest in sport, nurtured through professional athletics, before being lured into football, initially as a trainer before becoming the celebrated manager of Rangers.

				This book is a biographical account of Bill Struth, which also reflects on the impact of the two world wars on football and the key moments in the history of Rangers through the period of his tenure. What emerges is a characterisation of a man who is renowned in Rangers history. What is revealed is that this man was a fascinating character whose influence on the development of Rangers is shown to be enormous. The club is indeed greater than the man, but if any single character could be considered to challenge that notion, then Struth would be the sole candidate.

				This is the story of Bill Struth.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				THE FORMATIVE YEARS

				The Struth family roots in Milnathort and Blairgowrie

				Bill Struth made his modest entry into the world on Friday, 16 June 1876 at 25 Balfour Street, Leith, described in Cassell’s contemporary periodical account of Old and New Edinburgh as ‘. . . a street of workmen’s houses’. His father, William, a ‘journeyman’ stonemason and his mother, Isabella, a domestic servant were from humble backgrounds, but we can reasonably conjecture that the characteristics and aspirations that led Bill Struth to seek high ideals and standards as the manager of Rangers Football Club were instilled in him during his early, formative years.

				Although Edinburgh was the city of his birth, Struth had a particularly strong association with the little Kinross village of Milnathort, where he was to spend the later years of his childhood. Both his father and grandfather, also named William, were born and raised in the community, so that was where his ancestral roots lay. Most who lived in the town in the early part of the nineteenth century were weavers. In the fertile soil of the surrounding land lint and flax were cultivated, and these vital raw materials sustained a thriving cottage industry of spinning and weaving in the area. Scarcely a cottage was without its spinning-wheel or a village without its looms, manufacturing tartan shawls and plaids for Glasgow merchants.

				Milnathort, as well as being a weaving town, had a long-established corn and flour mill, situated in its centre, and it was here that Bill’s grandfather was employed as a miller. Bill’s father, who was born in the village in 1853, may have been expected to continue the family tradition and go into the mill, where the employment would be typically steady, but uninspiring. The rewards were not rich and the family’s existence at the time would have been little more than meagre.

				The relative poverty of the community was in stark contrast to the situation in the great population centres of Glasgow and Edinburgh, which were flourishing in the Industrial Revolution. While these great cities had their own poverty to contend with, they also had a wealthy upper class and this increased demand for the kind of textiles produced by the Milnathort weavers. Ordinarily, such an increase in trade would have been welcomed, but the weavers could not provide the output levels necessary to fulfil the demand.

				Moreover, the village could not rise to the challenge by building its own large mills of industrial standard, although there were two smaller mills in nearby Kinross. Despite being located on a trading route, Milnathort was otherwise limited by its geographic setting. The Back Burn, which flowed through the town, was a slowly meandering river that could not deliver the power needed to support a spinning mill on an industrial scale. In contrast, there was something of a boom in towns such as Blairgowrie and Rattray, which were situated on the fast-flowing River Ericht. The river facilitated the construction of twelve mills in these towns, employing over 4,000 workers, largely drawn from the surrounding communities.

				Milnathort did not grow to any significant degree and as its weavers struggled to compete, in the second half of the century their trade went into decline. In January 1852, the Annals of Kinross-shire reported that there was a ‘great depression in the weaving trades of Kinross and Milnathort’. Some of the weavers stayed, but many left to pursue work opportunities elsewhere. Chastened by the downturn, the Struth family decided to leave the village and headed for Blairgowrie. Since there was no previous family association with the town, it is likely that Bill’s grandfather was attracted by the opportunity of work for himself and his family. The Struths settled in tenement accommodation in Wellmeadow in the centre of the town, which was close to many of the mills, and that was the start of a new life in a busy little town, with a guarantee of work for the whole family.

				The 1871 census shows that all of those of working age in the Struth family had entered the mills. Bill’s grandfather had secured employment in a Blairgowrie corn and flour mill just a few steps from their home, and the other family members, including his father, worked in the textile spinning mills. While most of the family laboured in the mills, one rose to the highest echelons of the industry – Bill’s uncle James. Starting in the mill as a ‘spinning-wheel mechanic’, accounts of the time suggest that he had a natural bent for mechanics, encouraged by his employers. He progressed in the textile industry to become chief of Wellington Mill, one of the largest jute industries in Calcutta, India.

				Interestingly, Bill almost followed James to India. In an interview he gave to Glasgow periodical newspaper The Baillie in 1936, he reflected that when he was 18, he was about to go to Calcutta to work with James, who promised to show him the ways of big business. Sadly, in June 1894, James died at the age of 46, just as young Bill had made all the necessary preparations to leave.

				If employment was plentiful in Blairgowrie, the work was hard and the hours long in the mill. Mill workers generally entered employment at the age of 12. They were expected to commence work at 6.30 a.m. and continued until after 7 p.m. in an atmosphere that was far from healthy. Loose fibres in the air made the atmosphere thick, which strained breathing. However, for those seasoned in mill work, it was a way of life that satisfied the aspirations of several generations of families.

				There is little doubt that Bill’s father could have remained in gainful employment in Blairgowrie for as long as his health held up. However, it seems that he was driven to find a better life than the one apparently ahead of him in the mill. By the time he was 18, William had decided to change direction and seek his fortune away from the town and its mills. He decided that he would uproot, alone, in pursuit of a new life in the capital – Edinburgh. There would be opportunities in the mills lying in the southern fringes of the city, but William was excited by the city’s growth and extensive building programme. He left Blairgowrie to head southwards over the Forth to seek his fortune not as a mill worker, but as a stonemason.

				William Struth Senior – a new life in Edinburgh

				The Edinburgh that Bill’s father found when he arrived in the 1870s was a city of excitement. Queen Victoria was at the peak of her reign and the country was riding high on a wave of confidence. The boundaries of trade pushed out further and further from these shores, inspired by Britain’s imperialism. In major cities, great industries had emerged, seizing upon the valuable resources of Lanarkshire and the Lothians, as the fires of the Industrial Revolution took hold. While Glasgow was richer in heavy industrial operations, particularly along the Clyde, Edinburgh had its own industries – distilleries, heavy engineering, and paper mills, mainly along the Water of Leith. In Edinburgh, both the industrial and financial sectors flourished, as the vibrancy of the economy spawned new middle classes and empowered workers, who aspired to improve their lot.

				The landscape of Edinburgh was also changing as the medieval Old Town, which surrounded Castle Rock, was transformed and a ‘New Town’ of fine sandstone buildings grew in the hinterlands. More and more people came to the city from near and far, all in search of opportunity.

				The parallels between the young founders of Rangers Football Club and Bill Struth’s father are quite intriguing. They were all of similar age, although Bill’s father was slightly older, but their motivations in moving to the city were alike and the timing was the same. The Gallant Pioneers of Rangers left the Highland communities of Argyll to seek their fortune in Glasgow sometime around 1870 – about the same time that William made the trip south to Edinburgh, joining the thousands of other migrants who were attracted by the buoyancy of Scotland’s two major cities.

				When William arrived in the city, he settled among the poorer migrants in the Old Town with its ‘grim and sooty’ buildings, or Lands as they were called. Scots novelist Robert Louis Stevenson once described them, in his Edinburgh Picturesque Notes from the period, as rising like a ‘cliff of building which hangs imminent over Waverley Bridge’. Stevenson had something of a love–hate relationship with Edinburgh, which he called the ‘precipitous city’. His views at that time were candid and quite critical. In a letter written to his cousin a year earlier, he said, ‘Edinburgh is a very sanguinary shop, and bloodier than ever, you should be glad you are out of it.’ It would have been quite a cultural change for a young man from Milnathort.

				No matter the degradation of the older parts, the city was an exciting place to live and one that offered opportunity for hard workers. The town’s increasing population placed great pressures on the demand for new housing stock to supplement and replace the decaying buildings of the Old Town. Although the New Town was largely completed by the time he arrived, the building boom continued around the city. Showing some measure of ambition and enthusiasm, the young William seized the opportunity and took up mallet and chisel, determined never to return to the mill.

				There is little doubt that Edinburgh would have held more appeal than a Perthshire mill town, which once seemed to be his destiny. The attractions were not confined to employment and a few pennies more in his pocket, however – the ladies were plentiful!

				Bill’s parents – William and Isabella unite

				Bill’s father took up residence at 17 Bristo Street, in the heart of the Old Town, close to General’s Entry, a narrow lane that had gained some fame over eighty years earlier as the place where Scottish bard Robert Burns met his ‘Clarinda’, Agnes McElhose. If there was romanticism in the air for Burns at that time, Bill’s father was also to find love in the dark recesses of Old Edinburgh. The area had become rather squalid since Burns forlornly penned ‘Ae Fond Kiss’, when his love left the city to return to her husband in Jamaica in a last ditch attempt to save her marriage. But while the bard’s memories of Bristo Street would have been bittersweet at the end of his romance, William’s story was not one of unfulfilled love. He courted a young girl of similar age to himself, Isabella Cunningham, who was destined to become Bill’s mother.

				Although Isabella had been born in Polmont, and spent the early years of her life there, the Cunningham family were local to the Edinburgh district. Her father, Robert, was a labourer who originated from Currie and her mother, Helen, came from Dunbar. Isabella lived with her parents, brother and three sisters in Mino Park, just off St Leonard Street, in the southern part of the Old Town, but eventually they took up residence at the Beadle’s House at Cameron House Lodge, where Isabella’s father was employed as estate gardener.

				By the time she had reached her 19th birthday, Isabella had left home to become a domestic servant with the Gentle family, who occupied a residence at 20 Nicholson Street, not far from Mino Park. Significantly, the house was just a short distance from 17 Bristo Street, where Bill’s father lived. Isabella’s employment was short-lived and she returned to stay with her parents, but she had already met and fallen for the young man from Milnathort. Unlike Burns, who never did capture the fair hand of ‘his Nancy’, William won Isabella and the couple were betrothed and married in Liberton, Edinburgh on 24 December 1875. Love undoubtedly played its part in the betrothal but necessity was perhaps more compelling – Isabella was three months pregnant when the couple were wed! The pregnancy may well have precipitated the wedding, but we shall never know.

				A newborn baby – Bill Struth!

				Isabella and William set up home at 25 Balfour Street, Leith – one of several streets built to accommodate the new working class who had come to the city. The house would have been a welcome change from William’s lodgings in Bristo Street, at the top of the hill in the dirty Old Town. At the end of Balfour Street was Pilrig Park, where Pilrig House stood – the home of the Balfour family. The commanding residence, which remains today, was once occupied by Margaret Balfour, mother of Robert Louis Stevenson. Stevenson, who was a qualified lawyer and very much part of the affluent middle class, would have visited Pilrig but he would not have moved in the same circles as the young Struth family. Stevenson’s preference at that time was to frequent the brothels and public houses of the Old Town!

				If the city, though vibrant, was not quite the land of milk and honey that William Struth had sought when he left Blairgowrie, that did not detract from his initial desire to raise his family in Edinburgh. On Friday, 16 June 1876, just six months after they were wed, Isabella gave birth to their first child – William ‘Bill’ Struth. The baby was born at the couple’s home in Balfour Street and the birth was registered at Leith Registry Office on 27 June 1876.

				Meanwhile, over in Glasgow, a young football club called ‘The Rangers’ had vacated their home at Burnbank, with plans to relocate to the former Clydesdale Cricket Club ground at Kinning Park. Three months earlier, one of the club’s founders, Moses represented Scotland against Wales in Partick, Glasgow. It is arguable whether young Bill’s father, William had even heard of Rangers at that time, or had any interest in the comparatively new Association game. However, both he and his son would not only learn of the club in the future, Bill would grow up to become perhaps the most important character in the history of The Rangers Football Club.

				William and Isabella added to their family during the next three years. Helen was born in 1878 and Robert arrived a year later, at 11 Prospect Street in the Salisbury Crags area of town, near Holyrood. If this was the family home, their stay at the address was fleeting. By 1881, whether through necessity or desire, the young Struth family uprooted and moved back to the centre of the Old Town, setting up home at 7 Drummond Street.

				Their home was relatively modern for the area, having been constructed just thirty years earlier. At the end of the street, near its junction with the main thoroughfare of Nicholson Street, was Rutherford’s Bar, another favourite hostelry of Robert Louis Stevenson’s, although his recollections do not provide a favourable portrayal of a pub that he regularly patronised through the period. He wrote that when he gave the bar his custom, he was the ‘companion of seamen, chimney-sweeps and thieves’.

				The area has become well known in more recent times. Celebrated author J.K. Rowling reputedly started her first Harry Potter novel as she sat in a café at the corner of Nicholson Street and Drummond Street. None of the Struth family would emulate Stevenson or Rowling with the pen, but Bill certainly went on to achieve his own acclaim in sport several years later.

				The move to Drummond Street was perhaps a measure of the family’s increasing affluence, as rents in Edinburgh typically increased towards the centre. Certainly, with his apprenticeship served and having attained the exalted position of master mason, William’s wages would have risen in tandem with the thriving building industry and the increasing power of the stonemason’s union, the United Operative Masons Association of Scotland. Stonemasons were the backbone of the construction industry in Scotland at this time, since most buildings were constructed in stone, not brick. The union won good pay for their members, and a nine-hour day, which was a far cry from the life endured by William’s family still working in the mill, back in Blairgowrie.

				However, although William had achieved some improvement in the standard of living for himself and his family, it is more than likely that life soon became increasingly difficult on the work front. Following a sustained and prolific period of employment for stonemasons in Edinburgh, the industry plunged into a long period of recession. The downturn was precipitated by the failure of the City of Glasgow Bank, which collapsed with a debt of twelve million pounds in the latter part of 1878. The bank had backed a number of building projects throughout the city and work on these effectively ceased. Stonemasons were already facing some curtailment in employment as many public buildings, including schools, had already been completed and vacant housing levels had risen. The impact of the bank collapse on the building trade was described as ‘catastrophic’. The industry was strangulated and lay paralysed for seven years. Trade union historian Raymond Postgate wrote, ‘Master builder after master builder was ruined. Employment could hardly be got by any operative: the trade had to try to exist on odd jobs or repairs.’

				The strength of the union waned and those masons who were in work, or found employment, had to accept lower wages and longer hours. Inevitably, the Struths would have found the circumstances extremely difficult, but if life was hard for the couple due to the economic downturn in the building industry, they were positively devastated in 1883 when tragedy struck. Their three-year-old son, Robert, fell ill with cerebral meningitis and sixteen days later, he died in hospital. Bill was almost seven years of age when his young brother died.

				Information on the family during the following years is scant, although it seems that they remained in Edinburgh. By 1890, however, they had decided to leave the city to return to the country. By then, Bill was almost 14 and had begun to follow in his father’s footsteps, pursuing a career as a mason. With the economy recovering in Edinburgh at that time, it is unlikely that the move was hastened by a shortage of work. Similarly, it does not seem that their departure was motivated by any family interests. Had this been the case, they were more likely to have returned to Blairgowrie where William’s family remained. Instead, they had decided to move to Milnathort – a return for Bill’s father to his roots. While they had some relations in the village, family connections were weak. More than likely, William and young Bill had an opportunity of work in a town they clearly had some affection for. It would be a new way of life for the Struths, who had spent the first fourteen years of their marriage in the hustle-bustle of Edinburgh. For Bill’s father, at least, the transition to sedate village life held no uncertainties. For the adolescent Bill, however, life in Milnathort would be a whole new adventure.

				The Milnathort years

				The family set up home in a two-bedroomed cottage at 21 Hill Street, now known as Victoria Avenue. Hill Street remains largely unchanged from those times, although the little weavers’ cottage that the Struths called home has gone, apparently lost in a fire some time ago. The village was a good place to raise a family and it proved a sound move for the Struths, and especially for young Bill. Compared to the noise and hubbub of the city, Milnathort was a sleepy little place, which had changed little since William was born there almost forty years earlier. It did have some variety about everyday life, however, and the Highland Games were held each July. A football team, Loch Leven Rangers, had been established in 1882, playing in blue and white jerseys, white shorts and blue socks. We have no record of Bill Struth having any involvement with this Rangers side, but he said later that he was a founder member and player with another local team – Orwell Thistle.

				In later years, Bill recounted the happy days he spent in the village, playing in the countryside and attending the old Orwell Parish Church. In all likelihood, he did not go to the village school but went straight into employment, working alongside his father as an apprentice stonemason. It seems from local accounts that he worked at a builder’s yard in Stirling Street. Helen, too, left school at the age of 13 and followed a family tradition by entering the spinning mill. It was not a mill to rival those of Blairgowrie, but she would have endured the same laborious conditions.

				Struth never forgot his roots and after joining Rangers he regularly returned to Milnathort to take part in and referee a charity game between local merchants and farmers. Indeed, he donated the jerseys Rangers wore against Moscow Dynamo in 1945 to one of the local sides, Markinch Victoria Rangers. In later years, he would bring some of his stars through to support the local fixture, including icons such as George Young, and, according to the local press, Alan Morton refereed the match in 1936. Struth acted as a linesman. He was proud of his roots. On train journeys that passed through the village, he would tell his players, ‘Stand up, lads, and raise your hats to salute my home town.’ It was not, of course, but his affection for Milnathort was such that he regarded it as his home town, often creating confusion about his actual origins. The Struth family remained in Milnathort for five years, but the lure of Edinburgh became irresistible – but not for Bill. It seems he had no real appetite for the life of a stonemason – or the city. He had seen his aspirations for a new life in Calcutta collapse. That opportunity had died with James, but he would not cease to pursue a better life away from the hard labours of the mason. He would go to Edinburgh, but his plans were for a new adventure in far off lands.

				A new life, and love, in Edinburgh – Catherine Forbes

				Milnathort had provided a safe and pleasant environment for young Bill to negotiate the last few years of adolescence and enter adulthood. By the time he returned to Edinburgh, he was 19 years of age and looking for some excitement. He heard that the army were recruiting and on 13 December 1895 he enlisted for the Corps of the 12th Lancers of the Line, a cavalry regiment which had recently established its headquarters in the city. His enlistment papers showed him to be five feet seven inches and 132 pounds in weight at that time. Within three days of joining up, he was transferred to Ballincollig Army Barracks, just outside Cork. It was hardly the life of adventure he sought or expected. The regiment was on duty protecting the Royal Gunpowder Mills in a rather quiet rural setting far from any real action. Within two weeks Struth decided that army life was not for him and he was discharged at his own request.

				He returned to the family home at 41 Clerk Street, but his short dalliance with the army suggests that he was unsettled and not completely taken by the idea of pursuing a career as a stonemason. He wanted more from life and looked for new challenges. The family moved to the quiet little Glen Street, at number 3, just off Laurieston Place soon after Bill returned. Although it seems that he was not immediately taken with Edinburgh, the city presented many attractions and opportunities for a young man. He had developed a real passion for athletics, but his desires were to be channelled in a quite different direction – towards the female sex and one in particular, a young girl named Catherine Forbes.

				Catherine, or Kate, as she was known, lived at 161 Fountainbridge, just a short distance from the Struth home. She was around the same age as Bill, having been born in Edinburgh’s New Town, at St George’s, on 10 September 1876, just three months after Bill. Her parents were Alexander Forbes, a stonemason, and Eliza Jane Constant, both born and raised in Cullen in Banffshire. The Forbes family, like Bill’s father, were migrants who had arrived in the city a few years before Kate’s birth. Kate arrived as the seventh child. Another five children would follow.

				When the children were old enough to work, they moved on and by the time Kate had reached the age of 14 she was employed as a domestic servant – by her sister Helen! Kate’s employment at such a tender age was common for the period, but few could have found the circumstances quite as ideal as she did. Helen’s life had changed when she met aspiring young photographer Robert Kemp Thomson. Thomson’s background was one of reasonable affluence and his family had already made quite a distinguished mark on the Edinburgh landscape – his grandfather, Meikle Kemp, had designed the Scott Monument on Princes Street in 1840.

				Robert and Helen married in 1888 and set up their first home at 54 Cockburn Street, near its junction with High Street on Edinburgh’s Royal Mile. The address doubled as a studio from which Thomson, who later became a member of the Edinburgh Photographic Society, operated. The studio had been in use previously by several others, including John Annan, who was the brother of the celebrated Glasgow photographer, Thomas Annan. Ironically, many of the Rangers pictures in later years would be taken at the Annan Studios in Glasgow.

				The couple had their first child, Robert, in 1889 and two years later they decided to take on a domestic servant. They advertised the position in the 18 February 1891 edition of the Scotsman newspaper: ‘Girl smart and tidy, about 14, to assist with housework and keep baby; go home at night: 8s monthly. Apply Thomson Photographer 54 Cockburn Street.’

				There may have been a few applicants, but just one attracted attention when she showed an interest in the position – Helen’s sister Kate. She was an obvious choice, and besides, the baby in her keep (Robert) would be her own nephew. By the end of the year, Helen had another child, Alexander, whom Kate would also tend to.

				Photographic studios around the period often struggled to make ends meet, but life for Helen and Kate would have been considerably more comfortable than the one they left in Fountainbridge, where the Forbes family had shared just a single room.

				For Helen, the future promised much, and Kate would undoubtedly have seen her elder sister, with a successful husband and children, as an aspirational role model in the new, vibrant Edinburgh. In 1895, Helen gave birth to a third child, William. However, the family’s happiness was about to be destroyed. Within a year, Helen was struck down with illness and died of septicaemia in Edinburgh Royal Infirmary. For Robert, it was a devastating blow, and he was left with a family of three children, all aged under eight.

				Seeking some family stability for his children, Robert entered into a relationship with another woman, Jane Ross, whom he married within a year. Jane bore Robert two children, but the marriage was a disaster and was short-lived.

				Robert continued the business at the Cockburn Street studio for a short time afterwards, but his dreams lay in tatters. Jane left the family home, taking her children, while Robert moved south to the border town of Wigtown, where he opened a new business, operating under the name Photo Tamson. He never returned to Edinburgh. Young Robert and William went with him, but Alexander, or Alex as he would be known, remained in Edinburgh with Kate and her parents – an indication, perhaps, of the close bond that she had built up with the children during her period as both nanny and auntie.

				Robert’s life went into free fall in the aftermath of Helen’s death, and Kate’s future also looked uncertain as she cared for young Alex in the cramped conditions of her parents’ home. However, if the days seemed dark and oppressive following the death of her sister, a new bright future was literally just around the corner in the form of a charming and smart young man called Bill Struth.

				It is unclear when Kate and Bill first met, but the parallels in their lives at that time were such that it appears almost inevitable that their paths would cross. Perhaps it was through the stonemason profession, which Bill shared with Kate’s father. More likely is that they met on the street as they lived just a few hundred yards apart. Whatever the circumstances of their meeting, the young couple found love and for Kate, at least, the relationship offered some solace from the solemnity of her life. The passion that was ignited between the two carried them to the altar and they were married on 4 February 1898 in Glen Street Hall, just a few yards from Bill’s home. The circumstances of the marriage were quite unusual in that Bill and Kate had a ready-made family with their adopted son, Alex.

				The Hearts connection

				The couple looked for a home of their own and discovered new tenemental properties being erected, essentially for the working classes, at Wheatfield Street in the Dalry area of the city. The area had been increasingly urbanised in the latter years of the nineteenth century, with the construction of a number of broadly similar four-storey blocks. Bill’s parents were also attracted by the property on Wheatfield Street and they decided to move there, too. Bill, Kate and Alex shared one apartment at Number 8, and Bill’s parents, sister Helen and cousin James shared another. Today, the tenement blocks of Wheatfield Street are much the same as they were back then.

				The biggest employer locally was the North British Distillery, which, until recently, adjoined the street to the north. However, it was not all work and no play, particularly for Bill. A football ground, Tynecastle Park, backed on to Wheatfield Street to the east. Home of one of the top clubs in the country at that time – Heart of Midlothian Football Club – it was in the throes of reconstruction and, with a decent running track, it also catered for athletics.

				Hearts had won the Scottish Cup for the second time in 1896, but by the time the Struths moved to the area, their fortunes had dipped. They did manage to finish second in the Scottish League Championship in 1899, but Struth could not have failed to be impressed by the winners – Rangers. The Glasgow club won the title by 10 points, winning every match in the process, a feat that has never been repeated. It completed a League and Scottish Cup double for the Glasgow side they called ‘the Light Blues’, as they justified their claim to be the best team in Scotland. The following year, Rangers played hosts to Hearts in the opening of New Ibrox Park.

				Living in proximity to Tynecastle, it was natural that Struth would develop an affinity with his local side. However, football was not his first love and there is no record of him ever having played the game at any decent level, other than his dalliance with Orwell Thistle. Struth’s primary interest in Tynecastle was in its track, which he regularly used for his own training. His passion was athletics and he had begun to make quite a name for himself as a champion professional, appearing in races throughout the country from at least 1898. As a fine athlete who clearly maintained a high level of fitness, Struth was dismayed by the training of football players at the time, dedicated as it was to producing or supporting workhorses, not speedy thoroughbreds.

				Struth reasoned that footballers could learn a thing or two about fitness from the regime that he and his contemporaries endured. However, it was several years before he got the chance to show the players his training methods.

				In 1901, Bill Struth was in the fourth year of his marriage. With a new home and a stable career ahead of him as a stonemason, he and Kate had every reason to look forward to the future, even though their young marriage had not brought them any children of their own. Kate had continued to care for Alex. It was a role she chose, while many other young wives would have looked forward to building their own families. Perhaps the pressures of raising Alex, who by now was 10 years old, discouraged them from adding to their family at that stage. Maybe she delayed her own family, or simply had difficulties in bearing a child. Whatever the circumstances, the otherwise seemingly idyllic life that Bill and Kate shared was about to be shattered. There would be a child for the couple, but it would not be Kate’s.

				A child is born

				The faint cry of a newborn baby boy disturbed the quiet night air at Montgomery Street in Edinburgh on Saint Valentine’s Day, 1902. His mother, Margaret Jackson, had travelled from her residence in Shielfield Terrace, Berwick, where she was employed as a ‘domestic servant’. Sixty-five years later, Rangers would suffer perhaps their most infamous defeat at Shielfield Park in the Scottish Cup at the hands of the local ‘Wee Rangers’. However, as Margaret travelled to Edinburgh to give birth to the baby, any notion of football or, indeed, any sport would have been far from her mind. Instead, she must have been a troubled and anxious girl as she made her way, most likely by train, to Waverley Station in Edinburgh. This was no ordinary journey for a young expectant woman, and we can only imagine her torment. Margaret was travelling to Edinburgh for the birth of her child, but it appears that a decision had already been made that she would pass the baby over for adoption following the birth. Whether through poverty or the shame of bearing an illegitimate child, it seems that she had decided, or agreed, that there was no way in which she could keep the baby.

				The father was Bill Struth, but we have no information on how they met or the background to their relationship. Despite hours of laborious research, the trail on Margaret Jackson and what became of her lies cold. All that remains of her is a neat signature in the registration of the birth of the baby. Perhaps she was travelling to the city of her birth, but we can only speculate as her origin is uncertain. Making various assumptions on her age and marital status, we examined several possible candidates for the ‘real’ Margaret Jackson, but results were inconclusive. However, the circumstantial evidence points to a young girl who resided in Edinburgh.

				It is not clear from the historical records why Margaret Jackson relocated to Berwick, although one suggestion may be that it took her to a safe house away from her home. It was quite normal for an unmarried pregnant woman to be spirited away from her home to avoid the ignominy of an obvious bundle beneath her petticoat. Margaret’s employers in Berwick were George and Isabella Walker, who originated from Edinburgh or, more precisely, Leith. It is possible that they were friends of Margaret’s, or perhaps even the Struths, since George lived just a short distance away from Bill’s parents when they stayed in Balfour Street. Regardless, the fact remains that Margaret was domiciled in Berwick when she was pregnant, but travelled to Edinburgh for the delivery.

				Illegitimate birth was not unusual in Victorian times and the rates were particularly high in parts of Scotland. However, the social stigma was such that young women would often turn to ‘baby farmers’, who traded infants and sometimes disposed of them by killing them. Most, however, were like Margaret and left the family home for a period. Ironically, neither Kate nor Bill’s families were strangers to illegitimate birth, although in most circumstances the moral position was restored with the ‘erring’ couple joining in marriage when they realised a baby was on the way – just as Bill’s parents did!

				Our researches suggest that Margaret had no family connection at 75 Montgomery Street, where the child was born. The building was occupied by several families and people of various trades and professions, including a private midwife known as ‘Nurse (Barbara) Morton’. It was commonplace for women to act as midwives in late Victorian times, in places where the privacy of the mother could be maintained. Indeed, in the 1891 census, Barbara Morton listed her profession as a ‘ladies’ nurse’.

				Nurse Morton was presumably paid to assist the birth and it seems that, for three weeks at least, the baby remained with his mother. It was after this time that Margaret went to the Registry Office in the St Andrews district of Edinburgh. As the child’s mother and in the absence of the father, she had the legal right to register and name the child. She named the baby William Struth Jackson, then signed the register in a neat hand, simply writing Margaret Jackson.

				From discussions with family members, it seems that she then disappeared from the lives of both the child and his father. Indeed, the episode appears to have been erased. The birth certificate is the only evidence of Margaret as the mother. Margaret Jackson may have departed from the life of young William, but her legacy was to remain with Struth until his final days. Young William was handed over to Bill’s parents, who took temporary custody of the child. Kate already had young Alex to look after and would hardly welcome the idea of looking after a baby that was not her own, so it is perhaps no surprise that guardianship of the child was entrusted to Bill’s parents.

				If the birth of a baby is cause for sympathy, then none of that would lie with Bill Struth. The two troubled parties were Kate and the child’s mother, Margaret Jackson, each of whom would carry their own scars of the child born out of wedlock. Eventually, however, the young William would be absorbed into Bill and Kate’s household.

				We can only imagine how Kate must have felt as the sanctity of her marriage was destroyed within four years of her wedding. Showing enormous courage and resilience, she remained in the marriage when many others in similar circumstances would have walked away. Young William would be a permanent reminder of a moment of indiscretion by the man she loved. Moreover, he lived in the same building, although not in the same house at first. Kate owed a duty to her sister to rear young Alex and nothing would deflect from her obligation to provide a stable and happy family environment for him.

				She would continue her life with Bill, setting aside the anger and the hurt caused by the affair. Eventually, she would look after young William as if he were her own. From recent conversations with young William’s daughter Anne, it seems that Kate was a good mother to William. Indeed, the discussions on his true mother arouse a degree of confusion. Kate may not have been young William’s blood mother, but by all accounts she was no less of a mother to him. In later years, it would appear to all outsiders that he was her child, inflicting a strange irony on a woman who was destined never to bear a child herself.

				Margaret Jackson disappeared into the night, never to appear in their lives again, but undoubtedly harbouring her own pain and regrets. That moment of indiscretion would remain with Bill Struth, although he gained redemption by standing by William, and seeing him virtually daily through a spell of over thirty-five years when he employed him at Ibrox. William went on to have a very happy life, far removed from the troubles surrounding his birth. Did Margaret watch him from afar? Given the fame that Bill was to achieve, it seems almost certain that if she was alive, she would have been aware of his movements and would have had more than a passing interest in the development of her son. In the case of the latter, she may have felt some quiet satisfaction with the man that her son was to become. William was popular, earned his living as a motor electrician and raised his own family in a loving environment, becoming a father then a grandfather.

				In his time at Ibrox, young William became the face that visitors often met at the front doors, while his father worked upstairs. He travelled regularly with the reserve team, assisting on match days. He also had a responsible role to play on match day at Ibrox, since he was charged with depositing the takings from the day’s game in the Clydesdale Bank night safe in the city centre. William carried on serving Rangers long after Bill Struth died. In fact, his picture appeared in the Rangers News of 8 February 1978, when he was presented with an award for long service to the club. He worked for Rangers for a remarkable fifty-nine years, longer than his legendary father.

				Bill’s granddaughter Anne also had a great love of Rangers and when she was old enough, she would spend Saturday afternoons along with her mother in the directors’ box. The lineage continued through to her own son Billy, who served as a ballboy at Ibrox during the early eighties.
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