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HENORIES of the 1939 - 45 WAR:• (Part I)

I retired on November the 1st, 1976. Hore than two years

later, in January 1979, I went to ~roadcasting House to discuss

the possibility of recording for the Archives. I thought I knew

my mind. I would say "No". I had almost forgotten my forty-two

years with the BBC and didn't particularly want to try to recall

them.

As chance had.it, I made.my way to my appointment t.hrouqh

o a heavy fall of snow, There was a transport strike for good

measure. Oxford Street was deserted, the few people about - dark

against the white - assumed the importance of figures in a paint-

ing by Lowry. I didn't realise it but the scene reminded me of

the bitter winter of 1940 and a flood of memories were about to

be released.

when I reached Broadcasting House, I made my way immediately

to two places of pilgrimage; the two large ladies' cloakrooms on
..

the lower ground floor. At once it felt like 'home'. 'I'beae. were

o .the cloakrooms I had used in the war, looking in their mirrors to

touch up a face rather the worse for a night spent in the under=-

ground shelters of the BBC. ~fuenI returned to the entrance haLl,

I met an old friend and colleague from that time, and said to him

'I thought I'd forgotten the BBC, but I find I'm still intensely

emotional about it'. And he answered: 'It's those basements. It

still smells of the war down there'. He was right - those base-

ments had been our burrows. To come in from the blitz - hurry

down to them - brought the inner glow of urriving at the

where one was meant to be. Where one joined one's tribe and took

t part in the rituals we all understood so well, continually gossiping
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with one another, eating re-constituted eggs, drinking ersatz

coffee, sleeping three hundred at a time, huddled on the floor

of the Concert Hall. 'vle knew every turn and twist of the base-

ment corridors and every sleeping, was~ing, eating and working

place down there.

Undoubtedly my most intense experiences were in .orld War

II, but my forty-two years on the staff can be divided neatly

into three parts: Pre-war, between Hay 1935 and September 1939;

the war years; and the long period after from 1945 to 1976.

I hope these random memories may give a flavour of what it

was like to work in the BBC in its early days and in World War II.

I joined the staff in 1935. Those were the hungry thirties and

the great peak of two and three quarter million unemployed was

only just beginning to go into decline, I was therefore delighted

to be offered a job in the Registry, filing lette~s. Those were

the primeval days at the BBC. There is a statue, carved by Eric

Gill, in the entrance hall at Broadcasting House. It is called

'The Sower' and the inscription on its basfF 'Deus Incrementum

Dat', was still translated 'Sir John Reith gives you your Annual

Increment'. No alcohol was allowed on the premises. There had

been comparatively recent examples o~ persons involved in divorce

cases being dismissed. And so were any of the girls who decided

to get married.

You might think that restrictions such as these would

have prevented lively people from wishing to join the BBG but ~

remember the staff of those days as having'an exceptionally high

proportion of brilliant and amusing people. And.in any case, some
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undesirables managed'to get under the net. It is amusing ·to

think that the BBC went to war with Guy Burgess on the staff

and also the younger brother of Lord Haw-Haw.

I never'expected to stay for long. I simply collected my

weekly wage of £2.15 shillings and reserved my energy for going

out in the evenings. But'a macabre atmosphere was developing ..

You never went to a cocktail party in those days without meeting

a refugee wL th strange and bitt.ertales of concentration camps.

I remember one who told me that not only were people done to death

in them but that orchestras had been formed which played to drown

the cries of those being herded to their execution. P..ndI remember

thinking, I could believe about the executions - mankind is w.i.cked

enough for that - but the orchestras, why that's so bizarre that

it's impossible. Poor man, his experiences must have unhinged

him. \'lell,I was to know better later.

When war did eventually break out I was with my parents at

Dorking. \-\fe listened to Chamberlain's sorrowful voice t.eLli.nqus

that we were now at war with Germany and to the air raid alert that

followed immediately he had finished speaking - it was a false

alarm, but impressive at the time. Then, pausing to be photographed

in the garden v../ith my gas mask slung over my shoulder, I set off

by motor car 'withanother BBC girl for \~oodNorton, the secret

establishment of the BBC near Evesham. At least we had thought

it was secret, but within hours of our arrival, the detestable

Lord Haw Haw had broadcast a message over the German radio:=He11o!

the BBC at Evesham, are you settling in comfortably?'
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\Thenmy colleague and I arrived we were reprimanded for

being late. Apparently the signal to rendezvous had been the

declaration of a State of Emergency a day or t.woearlier, and

we had waited for the actual declaration of war. We were then

taken to our billets. Iv ine were depressing - a cottage with the

plumbing unchanged since the turn of the century, owned by two

old ladies who .were deeply ,suspiciousof their guests. In a few

days I moved to a small and gloomy villa. It stood opposite a

large cemetary in which rested the daughter of the house who had

conunitt.edsuicide not long before. An enlarged.and tinted photo-

graph of her stared sadly down from my bedroom wall and I quite

understood how she felt. Fortuna.telyI moved again, quite quickly,

to a cheerful little house near the Evesham railway station. It

was owned by lYlr.and Mrs. Smedly, members of the fruit and canning

family. They were kindness itself to me, Ivlrs._.Smedly and I stilL

write to each other at Christmas. Hy last billet was with the

Pickett"s- a most unusual pair. Nill had been a foreman-painter

and carpenter in the television service at Alexandra Palace. He

was in his fifties, a period piece who seemed to belong to the

Edwardian era rather than to 1939. He was over six foot tall with

a·black drooping moustache and pale blue eyes. His wife Leah had

been born on the Royal Estates at Sa~dringham and she had been

lady's maid to many members of th~ aristocracy and most of royalty.

Mr. Asquith, then Prime inister, had given her away at her wedding

to \<7ill,and, she told me, that as he led her up the aisle, he had

whispered in her ear that he was giving away something he would

like to have kept for himself.
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• Will and Leah had rented a ramshackle mansion on the banks

of the River Avon,and they enterprisingly took in a few billetees:

for the BBC. The younger brother of Will.iamJoyce, Lord Haw Haw,

was also on the staff of the BBC, he too had been sent to Wood

Norton. ~ill.Pickett knew him well, indeed in his capacity as

foreman-painter he had trained Joyce in his work at Alexandra

Palace. vVill.had obviously been dazzled by the Joyce brothers, he

admired enormously their co~nand of language and powers of argument.

o But, he told me, the family lived in absolute squalor with the:

springs bursting out of the sofa in their living room and their

garden full of rubbish that had just been chucked into it. Will

had been so impressed by the Joyce brothers I theories that he had

put on a black shirt and marched with.the Mosleyites through the

East End of London. Leah had followed him and hauled him out of

the column. She had the stronger personality of the two and more

common sense.

The.arrival of the.BBC evacuees had amazed the.natives of

~ Evesham, but r think they ra~her enjoyed the shock. Val Gielgud,

Head of Drama, had brought two Siamese cats with him and had askedtxr~Alkl
if a tray of sand.could.be pl~ced under his bed. Mary Hope-Alan,

a brilliant drama producer, was disconc~rted when she fascinated a

parrot in the house to which she was sent. Obviously the bird had

never heard anything like her ful1 blooded laugh before and it

picked it up in no time and laughed.as often and as loudly as she

did. Marianne Helweg, another member of Drama Department, beautiful

and clever, told me that as she set out late one evening for her

work at the Wood Norton studios, her landlady remarked Iyou say

,. .you1re going to work, but r know very well what you are doing'•
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• Nood Norton,itself, still had the air of an Edwazdi.an

mansion rather than a war time redoubt." It had belonged to the

Due d'Or.leansand the fleur-de-lys motif was sprinkled ever.ywhere.

We were told that a bath, shaped like the Duchess, had been

hastily removed just before the staff arrived. If so it was a

pity that there was.no Betjeman there to protect it. The Registry,

in which I worke.d,was in the uuke 's handsome panelled library.

Some of the most amusing departments in the BBC had been.

o sent to \·loodNorton on the outbreak of war; the Drama Department,

accompanied by the actors and aotresses in the Drama Rep: the

Theatre Orchestra; a bevy of exotic foreigners who were in the

Monitoring Service; and the Features Department, headed by brilliant

Lawrence Gilliam, who immediately set to work to produce a series

called. 'The Shadow of the Swastika', in which Marius Goring played

a terrifying Hitler. This series cast aside BBC inhibitions.

Until we went to war there.had been some decorum in the way in

which the Nazi Government was referred to on·the air, now thei.r

story could be dramatised and told in all its sensational depravity,
'-.

the BBC could be as rude as it liked.

The September of 1939 was gloriously sunny and, together"

all these miscellaneous BBC personalities ~at Victoria plums, bathed

in the River Avon and drank rhubarb wine at a little village called

'Wyre Piddle'. The brilliant autumn was followed by the witheringly

cold first winter of war time. For weeks the centre piece of the

view from my bedroom windo....,in Leah and Will Picketts' tumbledown

the ice in the middle of the river.·
I
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• I have always enormously enjoyed the 'dotty" side of the

BBC. viehad a private siren at \'loodNorton, not that we expected

raids by enemy paratroopers or commandos, such horrors were

unknown to us, but it is interesting to remember that the IRA had

been bombing in_London and elsewhere in 1939 and it was thought

that they might have a go. I was delighted to receive an

instruction which read: "If the al.ertis sounded, staff.must run

into the woods immediately and lie down. Preferably in pairs ..11

o I remember Eiveshamwith affection, the absurdities and the

pleasures of our communal life, the glorious countryside, the·

bicycling, the excellent country food, still no rationing to speak

of, it was the last chance to eat hearty meals for several years.

Yet, I was delighted to be recalled to London early in 1940, it

was my home town and it seemed natural to spend my war in it. I

had a new job in the Secre'tariat,mostly I an~yleredprogramme

correspondence from listeners who wrote to the BBe but I also did

some re'searchfor the archives, and for papers which were being

0 prepared for the Board of Governors.
.._

I had met Germaine Chevreau at Evesham. She was one of

the harpists in the Theatre Orchestra, and I went to live in the

top floor flat in her charming house on the edge of Regents Park

near the Zoo. He were a household of ladies; Germaine and her

sister Jean, their mother and Germaine's daughter Cecile, all

delightfully French. As France fell, my little French household

mourned especially, the nights suddenly became bright with search-

lights fingering through the sky, crossing and re-crossing

other. This produced a horrible mixture of foreboding and excite-

I" ment, obviously the war was about to reach London. I was relieved
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when it was announced'that the Zoo had exterminated the Black

Widow spiders and the poisonous snakes, but I donlt remember

giving a hoot for the wolves, which we could cLearLy hear from

Germainels house, howling on moon~ight nights.

vlhenthe blitz,started, our neighbourhood caught it almost

at once. 'rherewere a few nasty nights when the bombs fell and

there was no retaliation then, one glorious night, London rocked

to the roar of our own anti-aircraft guns. It was an irrunense

( relief, at least we were barking back. One morning on my way to

the BBC by bus, we passed a German plane, intact and forced down

on Primrose Hill. The conductor danced and cheered on his plat­

form, and 1 made a special journey to Camden Town to see a bus

which had been caught by a blast and hung by its front wheels

from the first floor balcony of a hous~.

'ehad little sleep at nights, our own guns and falling

shrapnel adding to the noise made by the enemy. 'lhenthe front

door was open the streets were as light as day but with a red,

glare. 1 thought if I could dnly sleep through a quiet and

peaceful night lld never complain about anything else in life.

Sometimes when 11m discontented 1 try to renund myself of this,

but I cannot recreate the feeling. Very 'soonwe were hit. An

incendiary came through the roof and into my bed in the attic

flat. I was away for the weekend, but the house went on fire

and firemen came in and soaked it. As my flat was uninhabitable,

I came to collect my belongings. I shall always remember the

sight of GeriuC:l.iilt!'slovely drawing room, with its paLe grey

carpet, its grand piano and its golden harp, ruined and degraded
,t

by ,fireand water. It had been so civilised and it was brought

o
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so low. In the drawing room I met a fireman. He told me t.hat,

his heart was broken by the canaries sitting desolate in their

cages in the bombed out houses. Exhausted as he was, he had been

collecting them - splendid fellow. He reprimanded me for leaving

our damaged house, he said I should stay and try to dry it out

and reclaim it~ I was ashamed, but I took off with a case of

singed clothes for Broadcasting House where I felt my duty and

my future lay.

I was still in the Secretariat, but my work by then

c~iefly consisted in minuting Control Board meetings and, in

particular, the Overseas Services Policy meeting. I was therefore

privileged to follow the policies of the BBC at this exciting time.

As the meetings were often very lengthy and the minutes were needed

as quickly as possible, I slept in Broadcasting House and drafted

them late in the evenings.

~
In the daytimes we worked above ground. Then, as the.

sirens went at dusk, we descended to the basements, three floors

of them, one below another, and there we worked and played, ate

and drank (there was an underground restaurant and a bar) and

sl.epton the floor on pallets until the daytime. It was at this

time that I identified emotionally vl,tththe BBC. Never shall I

forget the intensity of that corr~unallife. In those basements,

you would find Freedom Fighters from France still in the fisher-

man's blouses in which they had just rowed across the Channel;

elegants like Eve Curie, daughter of Marie Curie; exotics like

the coloured singer Elizabeth welsh, trapped there for a little

while by the raids; secretaries formed into fire-fighting teams:

producer, actors, writers, journalists, war correspondents, and
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• the wonderful members of the BBC foreign teams who broadcast to

Europe and the world.

Early in the raids,the corner of the Langham - still a

hotel - was hit, and Broadcasting House was damaged by the blast.

The German radio immediately announced that Broadcasting House.

itsel£ had,been hit. I.met a 'friend in the corridor who said,

"Hurry along and you'll see a E'renchColonel. He's just going

to broadcast and they believe they can rally France round him. II

.0 I hurried along and saw De Gaulle stalking ahead; He had been

taking sherry before his broadcast when the building waa blasted

and my friend had carried off his glass vJi th the bowl.snapped

off the sternas a souvenir~

The large Concert Hall in Broadcasting House was turned

into a dormitory. The seats had been removed from the auditorium

and the staff laid mattresses on the tiered steps, wriggled into

sleeping bags made of sheets and drew a rough blanket over al.L.

A ,washing line, with blankets.hung over it I' divided the men I s

section from the girl's. A f?iend once told me that she ha~been

overcome with curiosity in the night as to who was on the other

side of the blanket and, lifting the edge gently, had found herself
Au

peering into the glistening face of an Arab. One night &±r Frederick

OgilJ~- then Director General - appeared at the back of the hall

and said,ltv ill the girls please get down amongst the men as there's

a time bomb just behind them in the excavations". In a second the

men were on their feet, dragging on their trousers and generally

arranging themselves, whilst we girls whistled down amongst them

without waiting for any decencies or courtesies.

. ('. (C ,t.. I~t ,_
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• One nigh~, when Oxford Street was being pounded, and

Broadcasting House was rocking to the explosions, the staff

became too nervous to sleep in their usual.bedroom, for the

Concert HalL was only semi-security. And they got up and

several hundreds of them wandered about the basements. This

was the only night I knew of when this happened. Walking with

three friends ~ all of us·in P¥jamas and dressing gowns - we

met the Director General who·said we could use his sub-basement

o redoubt, a bare brick room about the·size of a bathroom. \'/e

were grateful and lay down on its concrete floor sharing the

single available cushion.between the four of us. Then, through

the walL from an adjoining studio we heard the voice of Ed Hurrow

beginning a broadcast to America with the words,"This is England IS

zero hour" and we felt more wretched than before.

It amuses me now to think how often I have walkeQ out of

Broadcas.tingHouse in the morning in my pyjamas and dressing gown.

I was making my way to ~elbeck Street where a friend provided me

w.it.ha bath. I thought not.h.i.nqof it at the time for, walking

with me in every sort of disarray, were the crowds who had just

come up from spending a night on the Oxford Circus Underground

platforms.

Most of the staff who slept·in BH volunteered for security

services; in the Home Guard, in fire-fighting teams or plotting

the course of enemy aircraft on a screen so that, when they came

too near Broadcasting House, ~ bell could be pressed to summon

staff to the ~asen~nt. I plotted ~ircraft and was alse ~&ug~~

to fight fires, my instructor being ct'retireddeep sea diver.
r

He was elderly and from time to time his mind wandered.and he
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wou~d telL us how to manage if our air pipe was severed whilst

we were at the bottom of the sea. "Dad's Army" has.never seemed

an exaggeration to me, that's exactly what it was like.

A last blitz story to give the flavour of those times;

one particularly bad night a few neighbours came in to shelter in

Broadcasting House. I was sitting on my mattress on the floor of

the Concert Hail, sharing it with the landlord of a pub in Langham

Street, his wife and his daughter of about seven. 'I'he little girl

was very upset because her cat, frightened by the noise, had run

out into the night. I tried to comfort her and said that cats

could see in the dark, and he would find a nook or a cranny to

creep into where he could hide until the morning came and the raid

was over. The next night an enormous bomb fell on Langham Street.

It knocked down forty-two houses. Never shall I forget.the noise

th~y made going up and never shall I forget tne noise that the

bricks of forty-two houses made coming down. Amonq st, those who..
lost their lives in that incident were my three companions of the

night before, and the sweet little girl, so anxious for her cat,

has lingered in my memory.Und
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of the 1939 -. 45 ~'JAR:

• (Part II)

Here are a few completely random war time memories:

In ~940,. as France was f aLl.Lnq ; I Came into Victoria

Station on a morning train on my way to the BBe and I saw a

touching sight~ A small group of French so~diers - officers and

poilus - about eleven or twelve men in aLL, got off..the train on.

which I had travel~ed. At the ticket barrier they were met by

four or five English officers who had been waiting for them.

o After a few moments conversation, they formed a tiny colman and

marched briskly through the station. France was collapsing and

it was not a moment for exuberance or cheering, but all the people

on the station came to a standstill and turned towards the French

soldiers, and as the tiny column passed the men silently raised

their caps or hats in salutation. I h.adto hold back my tears,

and I wondered how the Frenchmen felt, and I wa s proud t.hatthe

English had found so dignified a way to express their deep feeling
~ ,

for France at her time of tragedy.

o Laly Anderson sang her famous song 'Underneath the lamp-
"

light by the barrack gate' over the German radio to the Africa

Corps, but the Desert Rats wer~ captivated by it too. The British

army psychiatrists were disturbed by this,and asked if the BEe

could invent a counter song. Bobby FcDermott.was then a programme

planner, but he was already famous as a contributor of sketches

to the Gate Revues, and he had also written the lyric for a much

loved popular song 'Transatlantic Lullaby'. The army psychiatrists

asked him to see what he could do and gave him several Freudi~n

words to include in the lyric. I remember that they included

r "vlater", "Gun" and "Apple". Bobby did his best and the psychiatrists
,

were delighted and said"You've managed to get in everything but
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"water"., Alas, Laly Anderson continued to be the darling of the

Desert Rats. and Bobby's song died an early death.

During the blitz. in 1940f!?i:)Harold Nicfiolson, then a

Governor of the BBC, attended a Control Board meeting. I was

there to take the m.inut.es; vJe arrived to find the room in which

the meeting was to take, had been wrecked by a bomb the night

before. The windows were out, everything was in wild disarriy.

All the officials present, including the Director General, ~

Frederick ogilv~, who had lost an arm in World v'iar:I, set to workr

to bring in undamaged chairs and to make the room usable. Only

(yir) Harold Nic~olson sat red faced and glowering whilst all the

activity went on around him. He was furious that the room hadn't

been prepared for his visit in advance.

During the war I went to the Rivoli Bar at the Ritz with

a handsome man. By chance we met, Guy Bur qess there. He was

quite well. known. to my companion and I knew him quite well for:~

he was a talks producer at the BBC at that time.. Guy Burgess

joined us and dominated the conversation, talking about war:

strategy. Suddenly he turned to me and said. in a most malevolent

voice: "I hope you don't mind my talking to him?1I I was naive

about these matters at the time, but my startled thought was 'Good

heavens I he thinks he's my rival'.· Burgess had a most pc·..rerfuL

personality with a good deal of ruffian in it. No-one could miss

the fact that he was a homosexual., nor did he make any attempt to

conceal it. It is amusing to think that he was for so long persona

grata with so many p61iticians and fcreign cffice offici~l~.

The leader of the BBe team of Frenchmen in exile, who

.broadcast to their country during v.or Ld har II., was !tu(Chene. This--
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was a nom de guerre.for he was, in peace time, Michel St.Denis,

famous in France and in England as a producer in the theatre.

He was the most.attractive of Frenchmen and I admired him

particularly because he was afraid of the raids but never let

this fact stop him carrying out his duty. One day he told me a

story that for him epitomised the British phlegm that he admired

so much. He had hailed a taxi on a night when the raid was bad,

and asked to be driven to his house on Primrose Hill. There wereo several near misses on the way. When they arrived he said to the

driver I Come in and have a drink with me rayfriend, for we have

had good fortune on our side tonight'• ISO we have,' replied

the taxi driver, 'The lights were green all the way~.

In the winter of 1942, a message was sent to the BBC to say

that the Navy in Scapa Flow were suffering from boredom, could the
-

BBC do anything to amuse them? It was decided that the rrf!v'lA team-

almos~all elderly parties - should make the long journey north

@ and put on a prograrmnebefore an audience of sailors. Just as

they were about to start, a message came 'Hold everything. Don't

send them now'• The Navy then dashed out and sank the 'Scharnhorst'•

Shortly after Cillneanother message 'Send IT~ffiup_now'• The

recording of that show is in the archives.and the shouts of

laughter of thosetriumphant young sailors makes them the most

marvellous radio audience that I have ever heard. As l".irs.f'loPf

said on the occasion itself 'Bless their bellbottoms'•

When the raids were on, everyone queued for breaJefastin

the underground canteen. The only exception was when firemen

sometimes CillGein, weary and dirty after fighting fires in the
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neighbourhood all night. \'Jaywas made for them to go to the

head of the queue. One morning I saw a set-to between the
e.

Director General ~Fr:ederick ogilv} and J .B. priest~, who
e,

had had to spend the night in Broadcasting House. Priestly was
0Cf[(vte -

extremely annoyed and said to Si~F.l;:edel?ickthat it was.disgraceful

that people of their importance should be held up in the queue.

lIt is by putting over very different views in your "Postscripts"
1.90; I~;"

that you have become so much admired by the publici replied ~

o Fre€l.e-r-ick_whowas rightly outraged.

-,

r
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MY 35 YEARS IN PROGRAtvlMEPLANNING

I have been asked to describe the principl.eson which.I

planned progranunes..I joined the BBC in 1935 and became a

programme planner in 1942, and I remained wi,th radio planning,

for the next thirty-five years, first as an Assistant then as

Chief Assistant, as an Acting Controller and finally aa

Controller, Radio Four.

In World War I~ I worked on both the Home Service.and

the Forces Progra~me which were planned jointly by a singLe

team. After the war I worked on the Home Service and .final~y'

on Radio Four. The method of planning I have used has been.

evolution.rather than revolution. Even now in 1977 the main

news times on Radio Four of 0700, 0800, 0900,. 1.300 and 1800

have come through unchanged from the old Home Service.

Evolution however has been on a grand scale, -for it has.had to

keep pace with changes in the nature and objectives of the post..
war Home Service and Radio Four, and it has been necessary to

try to reflect the immense change in the social and cultural.

attitudes of our times. There has.been a constant weeding out

of tired.or out of date 2rogrammes and their replacement b~

new ideas. But I cannot emphasise enough how difficuLt it is,

to find first class new ideas.

In 1970 Generic Radio was introduced and Radio Four

became an al~ speech programme with a few musical exceptions.

In 1973 there was an even bigger programme opportunity - broad-

casts to schools wt'::rE:c0nfinE:cito VKF only ledving Rd<liO Foui.'

medium wave free to carry programmes for the general public all

through the day times. The then Controller, Tony Whitby, designed
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• the most effective and simple layout to fill the important period

0905 to ~200 on Mondays through Fridays, and his design was an

immediate success:. "Woman's Hour" was taken over from Radio Two

·to fill the period 1400 to 1500.

I felt that change by evo~ution enabled HorneService, and

later,-Radio Four, to keep a character and a programme structure.

which was instantly recognisable to listeners and which enabled

them to find their favourite programmes without difficulty. I've

) 'certainly held it as a principle that the most futile action a

planner could take would be to try to give the schedules a new

look by fiddling with existing Rrograrnmes,retiming them,

?hanging their lengths~ slightly altering their briefs. I believe

that changes should only be made when the planner had a very clear

idea of the new programme forms he wants to put in and a strong

belief that they would be more attractive·than the programmes they

were to replace. Examples of these two methods, of changing the

schedule, are Gerald Mansell's brilliantly successful.creation of

,,'Thev-J"orldat One", an entir~ly new programme concept, which

entailed the replanning of the whole of the key period between

1200 and ~400 on L'iondaysthrough Fridays. And an example of the

"fiddle" method, the recent shortening of "Today" which has left

the programme stil~ in the schedules but a shadow of its former

self. This is not to say that the production of key programmes.

like "Today'"will.not fall below standard from time to time, but

they should then either be replaced.by an entirely new and creative

idea or the struggle to restore the standards of the sagging

programme should continue. Trimming and titivating old programmes

r
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is unlikely to be effective.

During World.War II radio was the life blood of the

country. Today radio is instant, convenient, inexpensive and

companionable. This fits it splendidly to play an important

role in modern living. I have always believed that Home Service

and later Radio Four shou~d appeal not only to the intellect but

also to the emotions - all of them - and that it should also call

up race memories. I thought the services would be a failure if

the listeners did not look on them with affection, and I believed

listeners should turn to them for relaxation and to be IItakenout

of themselves". I never forgot that the audience was made up of

millions of individuals, and that-each individual can have many

moods and many tastes. Some programmes, for example expensive

light entertainment shows placed at peak hours, could be

considered a failure if they did not pull in big audiences.

Othe~ programmes would be designed for large minorities, for

instance. "Gardeners I Question Time". Yet others, by their

nature, could be expected to attract only small minorities, for

example the in-depth examination at forty-five minutes length

of current affairs subjects in the series "Analysis". Each of

these programme strands wasof value and the size of the audience

was only one way of estimating their success. Programmes with

small audiences like "Analysis" might be judged on other

qualities, buti I believe Radio Four should be expected to pull

in sizeable audiences for most of the day. The requirement

that bound these disparate programme strands together was that

each should aim at high standard for its type. This was.not at

all easy to achieve and in particular it was extremely difficult
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to restore standards and creativity in programme areas where

they had sagg,ed. Light entertainment in radio has had l a

particularly difficult time.· Comparatively:recently it originated

shows which were enormously popular, "Take It From Here",

"Hancock's Half Hour", "Round the Horne". Now, with the changing

tastes of the times, comedy producers.seem uncertain whether or

not they should move into the fieLd of blue jokes and black humour

that are used so widely in the cinema, on the stage and in tele-

vision, and yet do not seem altogether to suit radio. It is.

obvious that radio comedy has not yet found the form that wilL

satisfy the late 70s, and the experiments recently broadcast on

Radio Four would seem to show that the young light entertainment

producers are exploring the wrong avenues often falling back on

pastiche and the camp. What is needed is a number of acts of.

-pure invention, like the "Goon Show" in its day. Sadly, it is

difficult to see:the source from which such creative innovations._

might come•. Only a few producers are creators. Also the full

frontal world of the theatre··hasdisconcerted some drama producers

who do not wish to be thought old fashioned. These problems anQ

that of bad language, can only be solved.by the creativity, taste

and flair of the drama and light entertainment producers.

Apart from the majority audiences, I have always felt

that there was some minorities who had a special claim on radio.

Those who, for a number of reasons, were housebound for a good

deal of their time; women with young children, the elderly, the

sick, the disabled. For them radio can be a lifeline and I never

forgot it.
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I have left reference to news and current affairs to the.

I·
I·

last because of their importance. Radio Four is the main news

service of the BBC, it broadcasts.bulletins all through the day.

There is a special reason why it should be hoped that the public

should be in the habit of listening to news on Radio Four. In

times of national crisis,.a general strike, a fuel crisis, riot-

ing, civil war, the outbreak of war between nations, radio will

remain on the air long after television, with its tremendous

demands on resources, has closed down. The whole history of our

times has.shown the importance of radio in emergency, revolution

or war. I would expect Radio Four in some form or another to be

the l.astditch BBC network on the air in times of troubleo

The coverage of current affairs.in radio is also a power

and a problem, it has great faults, among them the·mania for

theorising about tomorrow's news. Also the use of nonentities

to co~ent on events, who become pundits simply because they

broadcast so regularly. The selection of subjects for coverage

is also a difficul.ty,media values do not always coincide with

the values.of the public. But in spite of all the difficulties

it is the news above all.and also current affairs coverage that

makes Radio Four an essential service in the life of the nation.

r

",'I, •
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'I'HE .t-M.NAGEIvlENTOF HONE SERVICE and RADIO 4

• in DIFFICULTIES

I was invited to take the post of Assistant in Programme

Planning in 19420 And I remained in Programme Planning,

eventually·becoming Controller of Radio Four, until my retirement

thirty-five years later. 11m still proud of the fact that I was

the first woman to be made a BBC Network Controller.

During those thirty-five years I was able to see, in a

way that probably no-one else could, the strange succession of

chances that meant that the Home Service - later retitled Radio

o Four - was never given the intensive period of creative tho'l:l9ht

and redesigning that.should have fitted it for its role in the

post war world. A series of checks and even great misfortunes,

prevented its smooth development. I was often called on to hold

the Service together at times of difficulty and even great crises,

sometimes for long periods. It was a'role.that was often extremely

taxing and exhausting, and it was never fully realised by top

management. Indeed I think it would have been an embarrassment

to top management to face the fact that, what was.in many ways.
. .
\

their most important radio servd ce, was so often in troubled

times and so often through.their own actions - or lack of action.

It was the war time when I joined programme planning. In.

1942, Television was off the air for the'duration and the two

domest.Lc radio services - the Home Service and the Forces Programme -

were planned jointly by a small unit with a Director of Programme

Planning in command. The Director was Godfrey Adams, a brilliant,

comRlex and wayward man with a sardonic wit. He had been with

the BBe f~o~ the Savoy Hill days. Radio was a~ its height.

Audiences for key broadcasts: the King, Winston Churchill, ITMA,
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• were as _large as any later achieved by television, and radio

was popular and had great influence with its listeners.

When the war ended BBC television was,revived. Its

start was:slow, but by 1953 television audiences were growing

fast, whilst the radio audiencesbegan to drain away like the

bath wat.er when the plug is pulled out. Non~ of us knew if, in

the end, the bath.would not empty entirely. This had not been

expected. It was rather a painful time to be in radio, Television

o was full of confidence,and rather patronising to the "Senior

Service". It seemed as_:though the new world belonged to them.

Radio had yet to find a new and distinctive role to play.

Radio organisation was quickly changed after the war~

The Forces Programme was ended, and the central planning unit,

under its Director, was disbanded. Instead two teams were created

to run the two domestic services - the Home Service which continu'ed,

and the Light Programme which replaced the Forces Programme.~

Sir \>JilliamHafley believed that this would result in healthy;

competition between the two. ,~Lindsay Wellington returned from_

his war time job as BBC American Representative to become

Controller Home Service, and Godfrey Adams was to work under his

command with the title Head of Home Service. Lindsay Wellington,

I think, felt that his zoLe as1fontrollerwas to stand back and

view the Home Service in perspective. I myself felt that this

meant he was.too far removed from the actual construction and

invention of his own service. It seemed to me that he approached

his "lark more by '.va'.' of comment; cr. the ect.i.onof others t.hanby

architectural desLqnLnq of his own. This was.a pity as.he was;an

excellent and experienced practicaL planner from the pre-:-wardays.
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It seemed too. that as we turned to face the post-war

world, Godfrey Adams,belonged to the past. His heydays had

been the twenties, the thirties and the war time. I wasn't

surprised to find his name mentioned in the Evelyn Waugh diaries,

when they were published years later. Intelligent, well

educated, amusing and eccentric, he was already a period pd.ece,

I know he felt demoted. He had lost.half his empire and was,to

run the HorneService only. He was to be closely supervised by

a Controller. His title haQbeen changed from."Director" to

"Head". I think he felt at a loss. He, and his staff from the

war time programme planning unit, had known there would be

changes and had suspected that they might not be welcome. On,

the day that we were told the details officially, we three'war

time planning assistants: James Langham, who was to leave

planning altogether; Bobby McDermott, who was to be attached to

the Overseas Service.and myse.Lf , who was to remain with the

Home ..Service, all went out together to a nearby tavern to have

a drink. But Godfrey didn't come with us; he said he would

rather be on his own. We all knew he had had a blow and felt

most sympathetic to him.

Before long Godfrey Adams had a severe accident, he fell

from the step of a bus. I remember that I thought at the time

that this accident might almost have been a relief to him, a&

it kept him away from the office,for a considerable time.

Lindsay Wellington appeared at his best in this emergency. He

took off his jacket and hung it on the back of a chair and he

and I got down to urgent and detailed work on the schedules

which were in rather a state of disarray. In the 1950s Godfrey

Adams was found dead of a heart attack in his flat. His body
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-4-• had.lain there undiscovered for several days. When he had not

returned from his holiday on the day we expected at the office,

we had smiled and wondered what he was up to. But we hadn It.

thought it tactful.to make'enquiries, and as it happened, his

family was away.

By this time Lindsay Wellington had been promoted Director

of Sound Broadcasting and Andrew Stewart, another figure from the

early days of the BBC, had become Controller of the Home Service:.

c=J It was now necessary to.choose a new Head of Home Service to

succeed.Godfrey Adams and the two new men, Controller and Head,

should have formed a creative and vigorous team. Alas, Lindsay

Wellington had many fine qualities but they did not include that

gift of the gods - a flare for picking winners. He chose Ronald

Lewin. Lewin was highly educated and academically brilliant.

I often noticed with what elegance he could draft a paper or write

a memo. Since his early retirement he has used these qualities in._

the writing of the many portraits of the military leaders of ~'lorld

War II that have been so welL.reviewed. I always thought he would

have made an excellent Head of Secretariat and, in that post, his

many periods of ill health would have been less devastating. The
I

Head of a Network should be robust, physical~y and psychologically.

I
Lewin had been a radio talks assistant, a role that had

suited him, but,he found his new post a daunting task. In

particular he found taxing the long meetings with programme producing

departments at which proposals were put up and accepted or rejected

by the head of the service. \-.Jhilstmost people ieel attracted

towards someone who accepts their ideas, many can feeliaggressive
t

towards someone who rejects them. Putting up with this is part
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of the job but Lewin found it very difficult and often looked

il~ after chairing these long and argumentative meetings. He·

suffered from a depressive illness and was under strain all the

timeo The Controller, Andrew Stewart, gave no sort of balance

to the intelligent but overwhelmed Lewin. Andrew Stewart -

also Lindsay Wellington's choice - was authoritarian and narrow.

His judgements and decisions were for~eful but formed on the

values of the past. He would have liked the world of John Reith

to be restored.and he placed a large photograph of this "forefather"

on his desk. Andrew Stewart was very ambitious, and so was Ronald

Lewin, but to my mind they were both unfortunate appointments.

Andrew Stewart had high hopes of becoming Director of Sound Broad-·

casting when Lindsay Wellington retired, but he was suddenly

moved sideways to the post of Controller Scotland. He spoke to

me once of his chagrin at this move and said that Management had

made lIavery great mistakell•

Under the guidance of Andrew Stewart and Ronald Lewin, the

Home Service meandered on. To Lewin the evenings remained the-

IIprimetimell and this was the period to which he devoted most of

his thought and most of his programme allowance. This, in spite

of the listening figures which, as time went on, showed ever more

clearly that the Home Service would gain its biggest audiences

in the day time. For example the audiences for the seven and

eight AM and one PM news bulletins were far larger than that for

the nine PM bulletin.

I think Lewin had a penchant for the evenings because this

was the time when he himself and the world of academics he admired,

were most likely to be free to listen. I.remember that he
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reprimanded.me once for placing an interesting programme early

in the evening. "Don't you realise" he said,"That the.Haster

of the House doesn't get in until about seven thirty. I myself

don't get home until then." I thought the phrase 'Master of the

Houset already haQ an old fashioned flavour, and I noted too

that seven thirty, as a time for arriving home from work, applied

more to the commuter belt in the South East - in which Ronald

himself lived.- than to the country as a whole. Lewin was not

really interested in the period bet.weerinine AM and six PM, when

women predominated in the available audience, and he left it to

me to plan that time as economically as possible. I thought it

~ a most important time for the future of radio.

A striking example of the thinking of those days concerned

Schools' Broadcasting. Until 1973 Schools' Broadcasts went out

on both the medium and VHF wavelengths of the_HorneService (later

retitled Radio Four), so too did Further Education broadcasts.

The g~neral listener who didn't want to be educated, had nothing

to listen to between the hours of nine-five ~1 and twelve noon

and two to'three PM. Indeed Andrew Stewart, in a moment of

extreme ignorance and folly, granted extra periods to Schools

between one-forty and two PM and this was absolutely "prime time"

for the general listener. It took years of pleading on my part-

conducted privately between myself and the Head of Schools Depart-

rnent- to persuade him to surrender it again, and he did not do

so until long after Andrew Stewart had returned to Scotland - the

evil that men do lives after them. Lewin gave me no support, but

I lobbied constantly for schools to be confined to VHF, leaving

medium wave available for general progranuues. Lindsay \"iellington,
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my campaign foolish, he even used the ...zord 'vulgar'. When

Frank Gillard succeeded Lindsay W~llington as DSB, I wrote a

memo to him on the subject and he returned it to me with a

short hand written note in the margin, in which he stated that

my proposal was not only undesirable it was technically impossible~

This in an age when men were already walking on the moon. I

remember too a senior engineer lecturing me gently on the

c:) undesirability of speaking of a medium wave and VHF Network.

He said the use. of the word "Network" might give the management

the idea that they could be split. He said Engineering Division

was absolutely against it.

It was not until 1973 that Management, galvanised at last

by the threat posed to BBe Radio by the imminent start of commercial

r add o , offered Tony Whitby, then Controll.er Radio Four, finance:

which enabled him to run programmes for the general listener
\.

throughout the day. An offer he took up with .great excitement

and listeners responded immediately and with enthusiasm to the

new programmes he designed. Until 1973 it was left to me to

choose inexpensive programmes-to fill. in the daytimes when schools

were on holiday and this amounted to about three and a half months

a year. It was a thankless task, for no regular aud.i.eric e wouLd

established even if a series was popular with listeners. It

would be taken on and off the air to suit schools' holidays and

term time. I can't remember any members of the Directorate even

mentioning the hr,lid0Y prcgra~~es,

The most notable invention of Lewin's time was "T-oday",
t

it was an immediate success. and was a programme of influence all.
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• through its early years. I myself am not sure if the seminal

idea for "Today" came from Richard Harriott;then Assistant

Director of Sound Broadcasting, George Camacho, then Head of

Talks Department, or Ronald Lewin - all three of them worked

to bring it about.

Ronald Lewin wasnot a robust man~ He was always under
I

strain and he'suffered from deep depressions and was often on

sick leave. In the Last years of his tenure, many of his

G colLeagues realised that something was wrong and I was always.

being asked questions. I was very often asked 'It/hatthe Manage-

ment of the day thought about the situation. The answer was

"Nothing"• They seemed to be quite unaware that anything was,

amiss. Indeed I shall never forget the utter astonishment of

• .J.-Richard Harr~otl,then ADSB, when I went to his office on the 7th

November 1964, to tell him that Ronald's wife had just telephoned

me to say that he had had "another breakdown" and that she had

just driven him to the Atkinson Horley Hospital."again" and he

would remain there for some ~ime. Lewin never returned to the

BBC.

It gave me a wry smile -when Frank Gillard said to me that.

if I had.not worked so hard and supported Lewin so well he wouLd

have collapsed sooner and Hanagement would have realised earlier

what was goipg on. I never thought it was my duty to point out

to Management something that they had every opportunity to notice

for themselves. All.the reley~nt members of Management: Gillard,

Besides'.I was Ronald Lewin I s Chief Assistant and he had.the
t

right to count on my support. However, on the 13th January 1965,
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• Frank Gillard met me in ~ lift and said I had held the fort

"magnificently". This must have consoled and pleased me for I

noted it in my diary.

With Ronald's sudden departure, the Home Service, whi.ch.

was in a rather dilapidated condition and in need of renovation

and redecoration, slid into my lap. I had for a long time, and

without recognition, been doing much more than the work usua l.Ly'

expected of a Chief Assistant, and I had now six months in whd.ch

o to run it whilst Ronald's.affairs were settLed and the date of.

his early retirement finally decided. Just one of the crisea I

~ad to face came within weeks of Ronald's disappearance, the

extensive alterations to the schedules of the Home Service made

necessary by the last illness and death of Sir Winston ChurchilL.

It was no joke to deal with that sort.of thing alone.

David Lloyd-James was later attached to help me on an

acting basis. I scarcely know what to say about this. He was an

old friend and an intelligent man with many years experience in.

the BBC but, like Ronald Lewi.n, he suffered from a depressive'

illness. He told me himself that he was an endogenous depressive

and that his illness was hered~tary. I actually had to wait for

several weeks before he could appear in ~he off£ce, because he was

away with a nervous breakdown at the very time he was chosen by

Management to be attached to the Home Service to assist in the

crisis that had struck it because of Ronald Lewin's breakdowno

When we began to work together it became apparent at once that

his memory had been affected by the breakdown from which he wcs

only' just recovering. Even if he made notes, he could not remember

,---------~----~----,------~--------------~~------.-,----.--~---.----------
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what_ duties he had been asked to undertake. Management had,

of course, been aware that he had just had a breakdown when they

chose him for the attachment. I qid not therefore even think it

worth my while to raise wit.hthem the question of his ability to

to carry out complicated and detailed work on the Home Service;

schedul.es. I simply did it all myself - and very anxious and

exhausting it-was. I have had many thoughts about the ability

of the Management of that time to judge staff and their

capabilities. I believe the triumvirate of Gillard, Marriotc

and Standing were hopeless at it.

It was an immense relief when G.E.H.Mansell took up his

duties as Head of Home Service in May 1965. He was enthusiastic,

creative, energetic and a splendid organiser. Within a short

time he had.begun the extensive changes to the key period between

twelve and two PH which enabled him to start liTheWorld at Oneil.

This ~nnovation was imnediately successful and set a new style

f.orcurrent affairs progranunes. But less than four years later,

whilst there was still so much to do to improve the service, he·

left to take up other duties. He had been appointed Chairman of

the Policy Study Group which was to recommend the future design

of radio in the 1970s, and the recommendation of the Committee

was adopted and Generic Radio started in 1971. In theory, Gerry

Mansell was to return to Radio Four (for the Home Service had

been retitled during his tenure) when his task with the Policy'

Study Group was completed. But, as he walked briskly and cheer-

fully out of his office on his \',fay to et.azt; the ne'.-: ..... .. .. ~ ....... ,.,~,,-
- _ ... ....,-'::;t .... -

to myself 'He won't come back', and I was right.

I took over on November l~th 1968, and for the next eleven

------------------.----------------------
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months ran the service with the title 'Acting Controller'• I

believe that no-one but Gerry Mansell and myself realises;that

it fell to my lot to do a great deal towards the arrangement of the

schedules for the new generic Radio Four which was to be" with

very few exceptions, an all speech programme. Gerry Mansell gave

me a single sheet pattern showing "Entertainment", "Curr.ent

Affairs", etc. etc. and it was my task to fill it in with actual

programmes and to get it costed and sanctioned for its demands

on facilities. I remember 'my first draft was far too expensive

" and I had to comb out an immense sum, always..a difficult thing

to do.

I remember going on holiday and taking with me the folder

containing the relevant papers for planning the next Quarterly

Schedule. I remember sitting in the courtyard of a little inn,
.

set in the vineyards above Lake Leman, working endlessly when

I should have been enjoying myself in the sunshine. Again it was

a difficul.tand exhausting time. Only two planners ran Radio

~ ~our - the Controller and his Chief Assistant - Gerry was both
".

vigorous and effective and with his departure my work increased

enor~ously. I was lucky to have Cormac RJ9by, the Presentation

Editor of Radio Three, attached to me as Acting Assistant, and

he gave me all the help he possibly could, but it takes rigorous

training before a planner can, for instance, draft a Quarterly

Schedule, and I had to continue to do the more complicated jobs

of the Chief Assistant myself as well as acting as Controllero

There was a sense of deja vu about it al~ and I remembered the

hard times when I had run the service during the long months

before Ronald Lewin's premature retirement was announced.
"

Shortly before Gerry Mansell, his task with the Policy Study
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Group completed, ""asdue to return, I learnt that - as lid

always guessed.- he wouldnlt do so. He had been appointed

Managing Director of the External Services~

Tony \fuitby succeeded him as Controller in October 1969

and he remained Controll.eruntil his death in February 1975,

just over five years later. In this short time he was original

and creative. ' He had a special flair for picking out the clever

ideas of other people and developing and embellishing them.

Programme staff were always,brin,ginghim their ideas for his

opinion and, a graceful.trait and one that is not common, he

never failed to give credit to those who had had the originaL

idea, and was always most generous in acknowledging the efforts

of others. To my mind 'ronywhitby had an excellent concept of

the importance of Radio Four and of the role that it could play

and he built on the successes.of the past,changing the structure

only after careful and constructive thought and intensive study.. -,

of the evidence available from Audience Research Department.

He had a remarkable talent for interpreting the statistics,

provided by audience research. But he graduall.ybecame ill.and

in 1974 he learned that he haq cancer of the liver and that it

was inoperable. He told no-one, neither Management nor mysel£,

but as I watched him lose weight and turn yellow and spend ever

more time having distressing treatments in the Westminster

Hospital and ever more time away on sick leave, I could do nothing

but recognise what was happening. The Management of the day, who

s aw him frequently # z eme Lned quite unawaz e that 2.n~{thing s e r Lou s

was afoot. When his death came it was an'immense shock to them.

I could not help remembering the astonishment of an earlier

Management when they learnt of Ronald Lewinls breakdown.
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It was heart'-rendingbut a privilege to work with him

and to see the courage and resource with which he dealt with

his mortal illness. He was looking into the future and planning

for it to the last although he knew he would not take part in it.

Ian Trethowan has said that Tony Whitby's death was at the end

of an era and a tragedy for the BBC, and I agree with him.

On his death in February 1975, I waa appointed Controller

o and held.the post for eighteen months. I was proud to be chosen

but I was already exhausted emotionally and physically and there

was scarcely time for redesigning on a big scale. As chance had

it, in the period just before Tony's death and during my

Controllership, we were assailed by a number of political crises

which caused heavy work. Dealing wit.ht.herntook up much of my

time and energy. I handled,alone, two General Elections coming

within a short period of each other, the extensive changes made

necessary by the Fuel Crisis of February 1974 (which brought

down the Heath Government) and the EEC Referendum. In addition,

at this time, programme cuts had to be made, and Radio Four and

Radio Three programme streams amaLgamated at certain times of day,

for economy reasons. Again it was hard times. Hy consolation in

all this was the large number of colleagues at my own leve~ and

below who gave me their support in the hard times. I had about

three hundred letters of congratulation when I was at last made

Controller. These letters, and the annual reports written on my

work in my last.years by Gerry ManselL and Tony vfuitby,were more

than I deserved.

r \'/henI was a child I had a book calLed "Les Malheurs.de

Sophie" in which a little French girl went from one misfortune

Und
er 

co
py

rig
ht



o

•

c;}.~
v

..

to another. It may seem as though my BBC career could be summed

up as;"Les Malheurs de Clare", but that would leave out all the

fun and friends, all the privileges - and the salary. I always

was, and remain now, devoted to the BBC.
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• TONY WHITBY AS CONTROLLER RADIO FOUR

/

o

Tony Whitby was appointed Controller of Radio Four in

October 1969 and he remained Controller until his death in

February 1975. He was forty-six when he died. He had learned,

in December 1974, that he had cancer of the liver but he kept

this:a secret at the BBC saying that he'd been operated on

successfully 'for diverticulitis. In fact it had been an

exploratory operation and it had.revealed that he had only a

short time to live. He was, therefore, Controller for just

over five years.

It was always a pleasure to see.him at work. His mind

was very quick and his command of English, both spoken and

written, was fluent and witty. He was creative and had many

original ideas. He had a special flair for picking out the

clever ideas of other people and developing and embellishing

them illythrowing out his own thoughts and suggestions. His

office was often visited by producers who wanted, not so much

his guidance - for guidance 'canbe stultifying - as the

stimulation of his conversation. However much he was involved,

he never forgot to give credit to the originator of the idea~

a graceful trait and one that is by nO'means common. I muself.

wish I could have worked with him'earlier in my career, I could

have learnt from his originality and informality.

Tony was born in 1929. His father was a commerciaL

traveller in paints, and their home in Bristol was quite a

humb1e one. Neither his mother nor his father had much formaL

education. There was tension between his father and mother and
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their marriage, after many years, ended in divorce. Both his.

mother and father had unusual.traits which one could see passed

on to Tony and used.by him in a more effective way than they had

been able to use them. He was his mother1s pride and joy, and,

I have been told, had to make a conscious effort to break away

and establish.his personality in its 'own right. This he did

when he went up to Oxford.

The first turnin~ point in his life carnewhen he gained a

place at the Cathedral School in Bristol. Mr. Rich, the Head-

master, recognised his quality and encouraged him to try for

Oxford. He gained a scholarship in languages to Saint Edmunds

HalL but read PPE and got a second. Then he was awarded a

scholarship to Nuffield College and read for a B.Litt. Hia

NationaL Service in the army gave him a wonderful year in the

Intelligence Corps in Vienna, there he revelled in the arts and..
began to collect pictures.

He began his career proper in the HorneOffice, married,

and started what was the major passion of his life - writing

plays. His first play, "Meet-me by Moonlight" was produced in

Salisbury and, at its first night, the distinguished critic,

George Black, stood up in the aisles in the interval and said

to immense appLauee e I I am taking this to London I. That gave

Tony an introduction to Binkie Beaumont and the play had a five

month run at the Aldwych The~tre. It seemed that·his career as

a pLaywrLqht; would be both brilliant and easy but, as it t.uzned

out, his first play was his most successful. He wrote several

more, of which "The Chicken Girl", "Love by Appointment",
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"The Breadwinner" and "My Son's Father" were all performed.

He was making notes for yet another play when he died. I have.

heard it said that his playwriting distracted him from his work

at the BBC, and it is true to say that it was a passion with

him, and absorbed him almost totally whilst he was at it. Ian.

Trethowan once said to me, that he thought that Tony's idea of

immortality was bound up with his plays, and I agree. He was,

once asked what.his idea 'ofparadise was, and he answereQ

immediately ILooking down and seeing a theatre full.of people

laughing at one of my plays'. It was not by chance that he wrote

comedies. Laughter was the way he dealt with the complexities.

and tragedies of life. He relished the absurd. His playwriting

did absorb him totally whilst he was at it, but it happened in

outbursts for comparatively short periods, and it gave him the.

stature and interest of operating both within the BBC and beyond

it. The danger for most of the programme staff is that they are
i

never measured against the world outside and do not have this

cross fertilisation.

Tony Whitby left the Home Office in 1958 to join the BBC.

He was recruited by Grace Wyndham Goldie who had an eye for a

brilliant young man, and he joined as a talks producer on the

radio current affairs programme IAt Home and Abroad'• Later he.

transferred to television as an assistant producer working on

Ipanorama'• He was then asked to start 'Gallery', a programme

presented by Ian Trethowan - "laterto be a Director General of

the BBC. From 'Gallery' he moved to 'Twenty-four Hours I which

he took over and ran himself when Derek Amoore the editor was
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promoted. His work in television had been intense and had,

perhaps put him under strain. It was at this point that.he was

invited to become Secretary to the BBC, a post that he accepted.

He told me that he had just begun to weary of this establishment

post when, in October 1969, he was appointed.Controller of Radio

Four 0

I had.been acting as Controller for nearly a year whilst.

o Gerry Hansell chaired the Policy Study Group and I now had to

return to my post as Chief Assistant. I always remember the

aplorr~with which Tony greeted me when I went to the handsomely

panelled office which he occupied as Secretary, to congratulate

him on his appointment. He flew across the room, kissed me and

still holding my hand said: 'You will be asking yourself why

him? And you'll be asking yourself why not me? And I don't

know what to say'o It was done so naturally and with such high

spirits that I really loved him for it and we worked together

'., in complete accord from then onwards.

He was very professional in his work. He was intelligent

enough to build on the existing programme structure.of Radio

Four where it was solid and successful but to change it with.

clever and sometimes brilliant strokes where it could be improved.

And this was a continuing process. He had a remarkable talent

for interpreting audience research statistics, and he studied

them very carefully before he rearranged the schedules. One of

the biggest developments undertaken in my thirty-five years in

planning was.when, in 1973, Radio Four medium wave and VHF

r networks were split to enable programmes for the general listener
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to be broadcast throughout the day on medium wave, whilst.

Schools, Further Education and the Open University went out on

VHF. Tony Whitby's design for the new daytime programmes OIll

medium wave, Hondays through Fridays between 0905 and twelve

noon, was an immediate success with listeners.

A dominant trait in his character, and one from which I

benefitted greatly as I worked with him, was the high esteem.

in which he held a woman I s intelligence and ideas. He took

women as seriously as men. Esther Rantzen has paid tribute to

this trait, and she had good reason to be grateful for it, for

rrony spotted her in a lowly job in the BBe and helped promote.

her.
~ .

To treat women as Lrrt.eLkect.ua.Lequals is rare, even today
I

in 1979, and in my experience it shows that the man has a good

deal of confidence in himself~ I have noticed that those to

whom it is of great importance to believe that men lead and
~.

women follow, often in fact feel threatened by women.

When, in 1974, Tony learned that he had cancer of the

liver and that it was inoperable, he told no-one, neither

Management nor myself. But, Q_S. I watched him lose weight and

turn yellow, and spend ever more time having distressing treat-

rnentsin 1est~inster Hospital, and ever more time on sick leave;

I could not do anything but recognise what was happening. The

Management of the day, who also saw him frequently, were quite

unaware that anything serious was amiss. vlhenhis death came

it was an immense shock to them.

It was a strange experience, heart-rending but a .privilege,

to work with him and to see the courage and resource with which
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he dealt with his mortal illness. He was ~ooking to the future

and planning for it to the Las.t, although he knew he would not

take part in it. Michael Mayne, t.henHead of Religious Broad­

casting Department, Radio, told me that Tony had written to him.

asking him to arrange his Memoria~ Service and that.Tony had

written that, whilst he had !).O formal belief, he was proud to

have been brought up in the Judao Christian tradition. He may

not have had any formal belief, but I thought he had rare

O· spiritual qualities. He faced his own death with extraordinary

courage.and by his example taught J'oy,the wife he loved so much,

and myseJLfand the small.team working most closely with him, how

to accept his going.

Ian 'l'ze't.howanhas said that Tony Whitby's death was the

end of an era and a tragedy for the BBC. Tony was not ambitious

in the unpleasing or calculating sense of the word,but he wanted

to plAy a part in his world and to be remembered for having

played.it weLl,, Many of his colleagues believed that he would have

gone on to the Board of Management.- even to be a Director General

of the.BBC, if he had not died at the age of forty-si~

I'
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vJOHANtSPLACE IS IN THE WRONG

(Part I)

I have often been asked if I think that there is

prejudice against women in the BBC. Up to the level of

Producer women run about the place like rabbits. After that

there's a remarkable thinning out, and in 1977 the BBt has

reached the age of 54 without a single woman having made Board

of Managemen~. There is undoubtedly prejudice in the BBC, but

I believe it simply reflects the social climate of our times.

Most men, and many women, are conditioned in their attitudes

to the working relationship of the sexes and the conditioning

is accepted so naturalLy that they're usualLy not even aware,

that they are affected and would be surprised if it was pointed

out to them. I wilL give a single typical example of conditioned

thinking in action, which at the time I found both amusing and

exasperating. The Reith Lectures started in 1947 and have now

been running for thirty years. In alL that time only one

woma~ has contributed to the series, Marjory Pelham in 1961,

·and very good she was, the audience reaction to her lectures was

most favourable.

In due course a memo was circulated asking for suggestions

for the Reith Lecturer for 1962. It ~as written by a senior

official in 'l'alksand Current Affairs Department, Sound. A

number of names were put fonvard, I myself suggested !vlrs.Pandit

Nehru. She had been the first High Commissioner of the newly

created State of India, she had just retired from this post and

wa s therefore free from official restrictions and to undcr-

take such assignments. I suggested ,herbecause of her unique

experience~ She was a daughter of two worlds, East and Westp
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She had.been born in India,and educated in Great Britain. She

loved both countries and had homes in each of them. She had

taken part in the struggle for Indian independence.and had been

imprisoned by the British. She belonged to the great ruling

family of India and Nehru, the first President of the new State,

was her uncLe., And she was a most remarkable broadcaster who,

gained exceptionally high audience ratings whenever she went on

the air.

Later a second memo from the Senior Talks Official was

circulated, pulling together the various names proposed and

commenting on those he thought most suitable. He had added a

postscript at the foot of his memo 'Mrs. Pandit Nehru has also

been suggested, but you may not think it wise to have a woman

give the Reith Lectures in two consecutive years'. He could

never have asked himself if it was "wise" for men to give the

Reith~Lectures year after year, that seemed to him only right

and proper. A secretary, whom I had always admired for her

great common sense, read t.he<rnemoand remarked to me 'He believes

he has raised an important policy point. And it is for thinking

of this quality that he is paid a very large salary'. The

danger that he pointed out to his male Colleagues must have

seemed to them a very real one for I have never heard Mrs. Pandit

Nehru's name mentioned in this context again.

I must add that the BBC official who gave this careful

advice, and prevented the BBC from falling into a pitfall, was

in every way a lesser figure than the stateswoman he judged. She

was internationally known and he was not. She had.played an
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important part in ~he political life of her country and he had

not equal~ed this in his own career. And she was a brilliantly

intelLigent and original thinker. To this day, for the BBC,

women1s place is in the wrongo

,
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WO~.IAN's PLACE ISIN THE vmONG

.(Part II)

The thirties were a period.of high unemployment and I

was delighted to be offered a post as a clerk in the Registry

at a salary of £2.15 shillings a week. And in the Registry I

remained for the next five years, filing letters. There was

little chance for the promotion of women in the pre war days.

A smalL number were sprinkled through the staff in the more

Q senior posts, some as producers, some as administrators.

These women were rather like the statutory black invited to

cocktail parties given by liberal..P..mericansin the fifties.

They both signalLed the fact that Management was aware that the

role of working women might develop and satisfied Management's

conscience that they were doing something about it. And thay

could always be pointed out as examples. None of the women had

made Board of Management. Indeed a woman has still.not risen.
.. -

to that position even today in 1979. It must be remembered

() however, that the BBC was only holding the attitudes and conform­

ing to the customs of those times. Those were the days when the

most highly paid woman in the Bank of England was the lady cook.

However, to me, and to quite a lot of girls who thought

like me, an unpleasing aspect of those days was the powerful all

women section of Staff Department, headed by a Miss Freeman,

with her unattractive titla 'Women's Staff Supervisor'. Once

recruited for a lowly job, you were looked.on by her as conceited

or even rebellious if you tried to move upwards.

r
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The Women's Staff Supervisor and her team of ladies were

often rather trivial. One girl was reprimanded for walking

. through the door of Yarners (a popular coffee shop near the BBC)

without standing back to allow a more senior secretary to go

through first. Watch and waIdwas kept over dress. Anyone who

came without stockings on a hot day would be spoken to at once,

and it was only after the outbreak of war that women were allowed

to wear trousers. Even then a male staff administrator wrote a

memo to the \'Jomen's Staff Supervisor stating that, whdLst, the

wearing of trousers in war time conditions was allowed, it was

not to be encouraged. He added that he himself made audible

remarks,when passed_by a lady wearing them. We girls on our

side were too polite to comment in return on his old fashioned,

high stiff collars worn with a silk stock and fastened with a

pearl pin.

My generation already thought and felt quite differ.ently

and the more avant garde amongst us were contemptuous of our

Women's Supervisors.

Although much of the aIfDoyance.was about trivial.matters

like dress.and decorum, it could be dangerous to be in their

bad_books for those were the days of hire and fire, and staff

~ho annoyed could be easily dismissed. Clever and original, Jo

Plumer, came down with excellent degrees from Oxford and was.

safely placed as a secretary. In the years to come she rose to

be Assistant Head of Children's Hour. Jo told me that, much to

her delight, her own personal file was sent to her in error. In

it she read the note of her first interview with the BB.Cand
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-3-• Miss Freeman's summing up - 'Wil~ need to be ridden with a

tight rein'.

I myself committed a 'booboo'. After some years in

Registry I applied for the post of play reader in Drama Depart-

ment (salary £4.00 a we.ek)which had been advertised internally.

I was·boarded and, long after, the Chairman of the Board told me

it had taken them some time to decide whether I myself or the

man who was eventually chosen should get the job, so I had doneo quite we.Ll. , But Niss Freeman called me up and told me I had

caused great consternation and, she added, "insulted."my seniors

by applying for the post in an incorrect manner. I pointed out

that I'd filled in an official application form in great detail,

but she said.that made no difference, I should have sought her

permission before filling it in. And I have no doubt she would

have refused it. It is difficult to imagine in these days.my

dz-ead.fuL embarrassment over this incident•..
A friend of mine, Helen,brilliant at school and at

University, applied for the~ost of talks producer, which had

been advertised in "The Listener". She told me the story of her

interview with great gusto. -She'was seen by George Barnes who

had the delightful title 'Dir~ctor of the Spoken Word', Helen

told me Barnes had grown ever more delighted by her qualifications

and her style as the interview progressed and he offered her the

job. At this point she let slip a remark about 'Ny husband'.

His manner changed at once. 'If you are marriedi, he said, 'the

interview has been a waste of time. The BEe doesn't employ

married women' • 'That's too bad', said Helen, '\'le only·married
"

last week and weVe been living together for two years before

that. Would you have taken me on if I'd appaied eighteen months
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ago?' George Barnes was embarrassed and said 'Probably we would

because we wouldn't have known anything about it'. 'The BBC's

moral attitude seems confused', s~id Helen 'Would it help you if

I took a lover?'. But George Barnes thought not and this

exceptional and creative woman never applied to the BBC again.

The old fashioned unit under the conunandof its.\vomen's

Staff Supervisor was swept away soon after the outbreak of war.

and a more satisfactory organisation was introduced. Miss Freeman

became Staff Welfare Officer, Health, for a short time and then,

rather late in life, married and retired from the BEC. So there

was a happy ending afit.er aLl,,
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SIR STEPHEN TALLENTS:

A Portrait as I knew him.

r
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Sir St.ephenTallents joined the BBC in 1935 to fill the

newly created post of Controller Public Relations. He was well

qualified for he was an innovator in that art or science, which-

ever it may be. He had worked in the Empire I1arketingBoard and

had written a pamphlet 'The Projection of Britain' which had had

seminal Lnf'Luen'ce, vlhenthe Empire l1arketingBoard was shut

down as part of a Goverrunent economy drive, TalleD.ts took

charge of public relations at the Gen~ral Post Office. Here

again he was the.centre of a remarkably creative outburst. In

particular the film unit at the Post Office in his time was

outstanding and has a place in the history of the development of

the documentary film. When ;vorldvlarII broke out the BBC moved

Tallents from public relations to the supremely important post

of Controller of the Overseas Services. Under his command they
<-

grew from a small pre-war nucleus to an immense multi-language

output, broadcasting the story of Brit.ainat war to the world •
<,

It was after the Overseas. Services had expanded, and after their

tremendous influence had been r~cognised, that the Foreign

Office made their successful bid to take over the European

Services of the BEC.

What sort of man was Tallents? He has written his own

autobiography, tMan and Boy', and it reveals him both as a

product of his time and as an unusual and original personality.

He was born in 1884 into a rich family. His maternal grandfather

was Thomas Cubitt, the Victorian buL:Lderwho, among other feats,

filled in the swamps of Belgravia and covered the land he thus
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regained with magnificent houses. He also refronted Buckingham

Palace.

, .

Tallents was brought up in the kindest and most comfortable

of Victorian households. His upbringing was also conventional and

might have been stultifying if he had ~ot had so we.lL defined a

personality. He loved the simplest way of living and would have

been very happy as a peasant.

Tallents was educated at Harrow and Oxford; he took a course

in French at the University of Grenoble and, like many of the young

men from priv\leged backgrounds in hi$ day, he worked for some time

amongst, the poor at Toynbee Hall. In 1909 he started his career

proper in the marine office of the Civil Service. In 1911 he was

invited to transfer to the Board of Trade, where, with Sir Hubert

LlewelllD-and William Beveridge as his seniors, he took part in

the struggle to set up the first Labour Exchanges. He joined the

Irish Guards in September 1914"'andwas gravely wounded in France

in 1915, on a day when his battalion lost a hundred killed and

missing and three hundred wounded. Indeed he told me that he

never expected to recover. A sadist.icsurgeon who used to

examine his wound and then look up and say 'You won't get over

this you know', confirmed him in his belie:f. In the second vlorld

War, Stephen Tallents and I shared "Shelter D" - a small brick

cellar under Egton House. Once when a brisk raid was in p-rogress

overhead, he told me that he had faced death ahd lost all fear of

t it at that time when he was so sure he would die. Years later I
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saw him in his last days, com~osed and still full of mental vigour,

conducting some last valuable st.rckesof business for my brother

Oliver, to whose public relations firm he acted as adviser.

Tallents recovered from his wound, but he never returned to the

'tIes tern Fron.t. By 1917 he was working once again ",ith Beveridge,

helping him draw up a scheme for food rationing on the Home Front.

In 19••• In 1919, with the war over, Tallents volunteered
, .
'~iJ to go to Poland to act as one of the overseers to the distribution

r

of relief in ravaged Eastern Europe. This was f'oLl.owedby the

most extraordinary adventure of his life. Lloyd George knew him

personally and in 1919 chose him to head a mission to the Baltic.

He was there for eighteen months. Tallents had a flair for picking

staff. With him on his mission went a fellow officer from the

Irish Guards, the youthful Lieutenant-Colonel Alexander, later to

become Field Marshal.

In 1919, the three Balt.~ccountries - Lithuania, Latvia and

Estonia were menaced on two sides. Germany had capitulated in the

West, but a large German army under it.scommander, General von der

Goltz, was still fighting successfully oD,the Eastern front and

'.the avowed intention of von der Goltz was to turn the three states

into German colonies. Alt-houghunwillingly, the Allies had to

tolerate this as the three states would otherwise have been over-

run by Bolshevik forces. For Russia, althougn in the t.hr-oes of

her own revolut~on, was'occupying a large p~rt of Latvia and she

intended to swallow the t.hreestates if she could. In all, six

group.swere manoevuring for control. In additioD to the Germans

Und
er 

co
py

rig
ht



o
••

o

t

I

-4-

and the Bolsheviks, the Baltic Landswehr, a force recruited from

Bal.t.sof German descent and sympat.heticto von ·.derGoltz, were

in close liaison with him. \Vhite Russians were grouped in armies

on the Russian frontiers poised to overthrow the Bolsheviks and

the Nationalists of the three states int,ended.to throw off both

German and Bolshevik control and establish themselves as independent.

The Allies supported the Nationalists. They aaw the advantage of

three small'buffer states between Russia and Germany on the

Southern Baltic shore. The Supreme Allied Council of the Allies,

sitting at.Versailles, made it clear that they did not intend to

intervene with an expeditionary land force to restore order. But

the British sent a fleet in November 1918 to show their support

for the Nationalists and to contain the Russian fleet at Kronstadt.

Tallen.ts wa.sgiven the title 'British Comm'issi.drrer for the Baltic

Provincest and, with a small staff, was sent into this turmoil to..
see what he could do. For a few days, at a time of great crisis,

he was actually proclaimed 'Acting Governor of Riga'.

In his autobiography, Tallents writes: 'Britain and

Brit.ain.tssea power exercised in the turbulent years of 1919 to

1920, a predominant influence on Baltic affairs. It was largely

because of this in.fluence t.hat the three Baltic countries lived

tranquill~ between 1920 and 1940 when Russia annexed them'.

Talle~t.s told me, and this he has not put in his autobiography,

that each of the Na t.iona.Lfst Gcvernments in tur-napproached. hi::::

to ask if their countries could become part of the British Empire.
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Tallents said it would have been impossible for Britain to

protect them, but it shows the prestige of the Bri tish Empire at

that time. Alexander has described" vividly just one crisis in

which Tallents played the central role. In early June, 1919,

the Bri ti sh mission moved to Riga.. The Estonians and Germans

were fighting a. dozen miles outside the town. Tallents could not

allow this war within a war to continue. Estonia had been cleared

of Bolsheviks and the German advance had no legitimate purpose.

So, accompanied by Alexander, Tallents set, out to arrange an

armistice. Alexander in a letter home wrotes 'We set off in a

special train at midnight, and reached the point about five miles

behind the Estonian Linea, Here once again we heard the "z-at= ta t "

of the machine guns and the music of the artillery. We crossed

the lines in a motor flying the Union Jack and a white flag, and

s topped; at a school house about a hundred yards behind the German

lines. Here we met representa ti ves of the Estoni.ans, the Landes­

wehr, the Latts and the Russians. The conference started at nine

p.m•. and at three-thirty the next morning the armistice was signed.

It was a terrific struggle to get the different sides to agree, but

Tallents was marvellous and pulled it off, al though several times I

thought it was i.mpossible. The whole proceedings were very

dramatic. Weall sat round a table in a bare room with candles

flickering in the draught.. Tallents was tremendousl'y alert,

business-like'. Alexander adds that French representatives

obviously did not understand a word of .the discussion in English

but looked "frightfully formal and severe", whilst the American
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repreaen ta ti ve made Longwinded speeches entirely off the po i.nt and

was rather snubbed by the Germans.

By t.he terms of the treaty o'f Strasdenhof Armistice, the

Estonians agreed to stay their ground and the Germans to withdr-aw

from Riga vii thin forty-eight hours and from the whole of Latvia by

the end of October. It was a great triumph for Tallents' diplomacy.

Telling me of this episode Tallents pointed out that he had no land

forces in support and the Bri t.i sh navy could scarcely follow him on

shore. He said he went to bed without the slightest idea whether

von der Goltz would retire or not, and woke in the morning to hear,

with great astonishment, the sound of the German army leaving Riga.

The Germans also withdrew from Latvia by the end of October as ~hey

had agreed. In July 1919 t.he Germans made a new attack on Riga"
-

In order to stop the Baltic Landeswehr from joining forces with

them, Tallents put Alexander - still in his twenties - at their

head and told him ••• told him to march them to the Bolshevik

front and keep them there out "of harm'S way, "Wewanted to march

on Riga", sai d one of the Bal ts later, "and perhaps we ought to have

done it in our own interests, but in that case we should have had

to knock Alexander on' the head and we liked him far too much so

we stayed quiet in our trenches."

There is a group photograph taken on the Bolshevik front.

-Tn it Colonel Tallents wears the tweed cap and sui t of an English

coun tr y gentleman., CoLcne I Alexar.:.der is v:ee..ri!!g 2. re22.rkatl-=.

winter blend of Irish Guards and Russian uniform, and a Bolshevik

representative and officers of the Baltic Landeswehr are in jackets,
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breeches and high boots. An unusual company in unusual clothing.

The Baltic adventure was undoubtedly the peak of Tallents'

career and he was awarded the KC~1GfOT it. This experience put

him in. a different class from the other senior BBC officials of

his time. A difference recognised by Re~th who,_Tallents told me,

had said: 'If I sacked Tallents he could get another job the next

day unlike the rest'. One should remember hOYTmany of the top

directors of the BBC in the 1930s had been fighting men in World

War I. Reith himself (who had gained his famous facial scar in

the trenches), Sir Noel Ashbridge, Admiral Carpendale, B.E.Nicp6l1s,

Sir Stephen Tallents and many more. It set a style at the top

level that was manly. These were men who had lived life at its

rawest and survived.

Looking back I feel that Stephen Tallents and the BBC never

quite suited each 0ther. I think that a very likely reason for

this was that the two distinguished posts he held..__
Controller

Public Relation.sand Controller Overseas Services - were neither

of them close enough to real broadcast.ing; His qualities were

that he was unusual. He had a flair for discovering talent in

'.others and a rare preference for looking to the future of the arte

rather than to their ~a8t. In the posts he held at the BBe he was

an "official", removed from the noise actually made on the air.

He did not deal directly wit.h wri t.e rs, composers or performers.

I remember him saying to me 'The man at the top is only the chauffeur

of the Rolls Royce. He doesn't design it. He doesn't build it. He

just puts on a uniform and drives it'.

Und
er 

co
py

rig
ht



o )

-8-

• Tallents seemed to have played a foolish part in the

embarrassing case of Lambert, the Editor of "The Listener" and

the Mongoose (see Asa Briggs). But.I remember Tallents telling

me that the famous.memo signed by himself in I1arch1936, in which

Lambert was warned that his career might be affected if he

persisted in bringing an action for libel (a letter which

encouraged Lambert to file a suit immediately) had been written by

Tallents at the direct instruction of the Board of Governors. He

c:J said the Governors never confessed this public~y and left him

holding the baby.

Tallents had many lifelong and distinguished friends, from

Field-Mar3hal Alexander to Lloyd George (with whom he took me to

tea in 1940), but he had few close associates at the BBG. He and

Sir Noel Ashbridge liked and respected each other and he had a

close relationship with A~P. Ryan, whom he had recruited to the~

BBG in 1936. But,whilst he was warm and affectionate with his

family and friends, he was reserved and even shy with most of his

BBG colleagues. I think Sir John Reith had divined correctly

that Stephen Tallents was a cut "above the rest of his senior

staff - and I think this left him rather isolated.

In 1941 the Foreign Office set in motion its scheme for the

eventual take-over of the policy control of the BBG European

Services. I suppose t.he most eurpr-Lsing thing was that they hadn't

assumed cont.roI orrthe outbreak of var , But perhaps the Foreign

Office hadn't r~alised the influence these broadcasts were ,to have

in Europe and throughout the world, until the BBG and Stephen Tallents
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embarrassing case of Lambert, the Editor of "The Listener" and

the Mongoose (see Asa Briggs). But.I remember Tallents telling

me that the famous:memo signed by himself in March 1936, in which

Lambert was warned that,his career might.be affected if he

persisted in bringing an action for LibeL (a letter which

encouraged Lambert to file a suit immediately) had been written by

Tallents at the direct instruction of the Board of Governors. He

o said the Governors never confessed this public1:.yand left him

holding the baby.

Tallents had many lifelong and distinguished friends, from

Field-Marshal Alexander to Lloyd George (with whom he took me to

tea in 1940)~ but he had few clese associates at the BBC. He and

Sir Noel Ashbridge liked and respected each other and he had a

close relationship with A.P. Ryan, whom he had recruited to the~

BBC in 1936. But,whilst he was warm and affectionate with his

family and friends, he was reserved and even shy with most of his

BBC colleagues. I think Sir John Reith had divined correctly

that Stephen Tal1ents was a cut -above the rest of his senior

staff - and I think this left him rather isolated.

In 1941 the Foreign Office set in mo tion its scheme for- the

eventual take-over of the policy control of the BBC European

Services. I suppose t.he most surprising thing was that they hadn't

assumed control on the outbreak of war. Nlt perha~8 the Enreign

Office hadn't.realised the influence .these broadcasts were to have
r

in Europe and throughout the world, until the BBC and Stephen Tal1ents
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had built the service up and proved it.

In 1941 Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick was loaned to the BBC as

Adviser on Foreign Policy. After a short and difficult period in

which he and Sir Stephen Tallents ran in double harness, with

Tallents ostensibly in "control" and Kirkpatrick "advising", the

Foreign Office took over and their man Kirkpatrick became

Con troLl.er, European Ser-vi cea, Tallents, who had had to put up

with the ignominy of all this, left the BBC and returned to the

General Post Office, where he worked until his retireillenta year

or two later. Thus it was the Foreign Office in whose service

Tallents had gone on the Baltic mission, a task for which he had

been rewarded with the KCMG, who, many years later, ended his

career by a rather painful manoeuvre.

Long after, travelling on a bus, I met Sir frederick
re._" •

Ogilv,Y who had been Director General whilst all this took place.

Sir Frederick had been dispensed with himself by then. "We paid

him off handsomely" as Sir AJ!anPowell, Chairman of the Board of

Governors, once remarked to me. On the bus, Sir Frederick eaid

t.o me that he realised he should have reaigriedwhen Stephen

,Tallents was edged out and he regretted that he had not done se.

It would have been a striking and a brave gesture, although it

would have achieved nothing, And of course, if he had resigned,

he wouldn't have had the 'golden handshake'. It may be thought

surprising that I should have had conversations of this sort with

senior officials when I myself was still the clerk whose function
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it was to'take the mi?u tea of Control Board meetings. I' v e put

it down to the fact that most men feel safe in saying what they

think to a wo~an when they might be~l it indiscreet to express

themselves so freely to a man who might later turn out to be a

rival.
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