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LOSCOE AND THE NORMANTON RENT
STRIKE

I was called over to a table one evening in 1964 on a paper sale in a
pub in the Yorkshire coalmining area. I sat down (and tried not to
refuse a pint). A group of  lads told me about the conditions in a
little mining village called Loscoe. What they explained was
horrendous. They had relatives living in Loscoe who had asked if  I
would go and talk to them with a view to helping them organise
against the landlords who were subjecting them to these conditions.
These lads said that if  I agreed they would take me the following
Sunday morning, introduce me to their relatives and take me round
the village.

This was to be an occasion when I would have my eyes opened.
It was like walking into a Victorian slum.

I met the lads as arranged outside the Union pub on the corner
of  Normanton Road and the lane leading to Loscoe. We walked
for about half  a mile until we came to a stone wall; about 50 yards
further on there was an opening. We turned in through this opening
and in front of  us there was a patch of  wasteland with stubble grass
growing on it. Beyond that there were six rows of  back-to-back
houses. The front doors in each case led straight on to the pavement.
From where we were standing we could see down the streets.

We turned into one of  the streets and knocked on one lad�s
uncle�s door. We were obviously expected; tea and biscuits were
laid out. This house was a two-up, two-down, that is two bedrooms,
a �kitchen� and a room that passed as a sitting room-cum-dining
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room. In their
case it was used
as a bedroom as
well. I was
taken upstairs
to be shown the
reason why. The
walls were not
just damp; they
were soaking
wet and had big
green patches
with fungi
growing along
the wall. I was
told that almost
every house was
in a similar
condition. I
asked if I could
go and see some
other houses. I
was shown
some of the
worst housing
conditions that
I had ever seen.

A young couple with two small children lived in a one-up and
one-down. The house was damp but in spite of the terrible conditions
it was obvious that a tremendous effort was being made to keep the
place clean, as was the case in all the houses I was taken to. I don�t
think any of  the houses had carpets on the floor; they had rotted
long ago. There were families where illness caused by the conditions
was rife.

I was shown where raw sewage was seeping through the cracks
in the practically non-existent pavements. When it rained the sewage
flooded out. The household rubbish was tipped into the midden, a

Newsletter report about Loscoe on 18 April 1964
(above) was followed by another on 25April (right)
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kind of  bunker situated every so far between the
houses. This was a great breeding place for rats.
Running along the far end of  the houses was a
beck, or stream � or open sewer. The latter is
the best way to describe it. The sewage from the
broken pipes ran into it. �In summer it stinks and
it�s a full-time job stopping the children from
playing there,� one young mother told me.

Over the previous two summers many
children had been taken very ill. One child had
died. The mother said that she blamed the beck.
�It poisoned him.� The favourite game in Loscoe
was to see who had the best dog, judged on how
many rats it could kill. I was shown where the
rats had their holes in the side of the banking
leading down to the beck.

No one knew who the landlords were. The
rent collectors did not even know; they were just
working for an agent. We were to be up against
racketeers of  the worst possible kind. To get things
started, two or three people from each street were
asked to meet in one of  the houses that evening.
It was agreed that each household would write a
letter complaining about the conditions and give
it to the rent collectors who in turn would give it
to the landlords.

While waiting for the not-expected reply I
moved around the village getting to know people.
I was soon a welcome visitor to their homes. I
asked Celia Gale to help me with the work and
she readily agreed. At times, Celia put the two

girls, Ruth and Jill, in the pushchair and took them with us to Loscoe.
Two weeks passed and there was no reply to the letters. By this

time it was clear what had to be done. Everyone had to be united
behind a campaign to publicise the plight of  the tenants. Celia and
I took statements from about twenty households describing the
condition of  their homes and of  the village itself, and about the
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state of  the health of  those living in the houses. Every one of  them
agreed to sign their statements. We discovered many things doing
this. A large proportion of  homes was so bad that the upstairs room
or rooms could not be used because of  the extreme damp. The
worst thing was that the children were in constant danger healthwise:
in winter from the constant dampness; in summer from infection
and disease from the outside conditions as well as in the home. In
some cases there had been an attempt to fasten tarpaulin sheets
across the roofs of  the houses.

We took the residents through every step that we took. All the
statements were typed on to stencils and then run off  on a
Gestetner that we had in the Gales� basement. We made trips
over to Loscoe and all those who had written the statements
proofread them and signed them.

We then produced a sample copy of  an eight-by-ten inch
document. It had an introduction explaining some of  the history
of  Loscoe and that the aim of  the campaign was to expose who the
landlords were and to demand that everyone should be re-housed.
Copies of  this document were sent to all sections of  the media and
to the local council. A copy was also left in each pub and club in the
area. During the next weeks the Newsletter became very popular
and accepted wherever we went. The comrades who took part in
these sales had a very pleasant reception. I can also say that this
was one of  the peaks in my political activity. I remember being full
of  energy and confidence. More than one person said that if  I was
to stand for the council I would get in; well, maybe, maybe not.

After about two weeks we finally received feedback from the
document. I received a telephone call from the presenter of  Look
North, a popular television programme. He asked if  I was prepared
to appear on the programme. I said that I would. He reminded me
that it was a live programme and asked how I felt about that. I said
OK. He went on to say that from his experience to get the kind of
signed statements that were in the document could only mean that
there must have been more than just a one-off  visit to Loscoe. He
thought that to get this kind of  result you would have to win their
confidence. There was already a councillor lined up and steps were
being taken to get the landlords to attend. I was to arrange for one
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of  the Loscoe people to go with me. I would be contacted about the
date and a car would be sent to pick us both up. I received that
phone call on one of the rare occasions that I had gone home
straight from work. There was a period when I did not see my
mother or father for about two weeks � and we lived in the same
house. We used to leave notes for each other. An hour after that
telephone call there was another one, this time from the Yorkshire
Evening Post, asking If  I could meet a reporter and a photographer
in Loscoe as they wanted to run a feature article based on the
document. This was to take place the next morning; it must have
been on a Saturday. The newspapermen were very sickened at
what they saw and spent longer than I thought they would getting
statements and taking photographs. The article was due to appear
the following Thursday night. Then we had a stroke of  luck; I
received a phone call at work on the Wednesday asking if  I could
be ready at twelve o�clock the next day (Thursday) to pick up the
Loscoe representative and be at the Manchester TV Studios by
14.00 hours. So the TV programme and newspaper article were
to happen on the same day.

I got in touch with Celia so that we could both go over to Loscoe
and give them the news. Jack was out of  Leeds at a meeting so we
had to wait until he arrived home. We arrived in Loscoe at about
23.30 hours and called at the house of  the person who was to go
with me. We gave him the news and by midnight there were ten or
twelve people in his house. We arrived back in Cross Gates about
1.30 am.

The arrangement was to pick me up at work at midday. At about
11 am I was called to the telephone. It was a call from the presenter
telling me that everything had been cancelled. I asked if  he meant
postponed, but he said, �Cancelled.� You can imagine I was a bit
shaken by this and asked him why. He just said, �I am very sorry,
Norman, I have just been instructed by the producer to cancel.� He
finally told me he understood from the producer that �a legal
problem� had developed. I said the landlords must have turned out
to be powerful people and to avoid being exposed had put pressure
on the producer to cancel. He replied that calling it a legal problem
could be a way of  getting it cancelled. He said sorry, and rang off.
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As I had arranged to have the afternoon off, I left work and
drove to Loscoe as fast as I could to explain what had happened.
Like me they were devastated; in fact there were a few tears. All
the way to Loscoe I had this nagging thought that the feature in
that night�s paper would have received the same treatment. The
only telephone was in the one shop-cum-off-licence. We asked to
use the phone to ring the paper. I spoke to the journalist who had
visited Loscoe and he told me that the feature had been cancelled.
I asked him why; he told me the legal department had
recommended it be cancelled. I asked him if they had traced the
landlords and whether pressure had been put on the editor to avoid
embarrassment. All he would or could say was that he and his
colleagues were of  that opinion. I asked him if  we could have the
photographs but he said, �Sorry, the negatives and prints have been
sent to the legal department for safekeeping.�

I went to Loscoe on the Friday night to have a chat about
things. When I arrived I was shown a note that had been delivered
by the rent collectors warning them that legal action would be
taken against anyone who had taken part in the slanders being
published in the Newsletter. I took a copy to send  to the London
office. After arranging to meet them the following morning
(Saturday), I left to tell Jack and Celia the latest news. The next
morning when we arrived at the Union pub about twelve or so
were already there. I sat down with my pint and then half  a brick
and a note was produced. The pillion rider of  a motorbike had
thrown this through one of  the house windows. Those who saw it
happen said that they were shouting, �If  he doesn�t keep out of
here we will get him.� The note simply said, �Tell Harding that if
he knows what�s good for him he will give up.�

All this was reported to London. The next step was to begin the
fight to get the tenants re-housed and Loscoe demolished. The
tenants promised that when demolition started I would knock out
the first brick. The next few weeks were taken up by organising
ways and means of  putting pressure on the council to re-house.
The families� doctors were approached for letters to give strength
to the claims of  the constant fear of  illness due to the conditions.
We even arranged for a skin disease specialist and Dr Herman
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Grunwaldt from the Leeds chest clinic to visit. Letters were then
sent to the to the council and the local papers. These were not
printed. Dr Grunwaldt was a delegate to the Leeds Trades Council
and a member of  the Communist Party. I believe that he was
Austrian and had fought on the barricades against the fascists. He
had also voted for our resolution supporting the Hungarian workers
in 1956. I had got to know him because when the clinic received a
list of  new TB patients he recognised my name as a delegate, and
made sure that I was put on his list. This was as early as 1954-55.

We kept up the pressure constantly on the council and the Labour
Party. Labour Party members were by now raising the issue of  re-
housing and demolishing Loscoe. I can�t remember the date but I
remember one of  my visits to Loscoe with Celia to deliver the
Newsletter to the regular readers. Every house in Loscoe had received
a letter from the council telling them that plans were now being laid
to knock down the houses and re-house everyone. It was like V Day
and VE Day rolled into one. I have to say that the reception we got
was very touching.

The promise that I would be the one to knock down the first
brick was reiterated. But this was not to be; I wasn�t around when it
all started to happen. G Healy had moved me to London to work
full-time in the Party�s print shop, work that I was not cut out to do.
Machines and I don�t get on well together. But it was pointed out to
me that it was my �revolutionary� duty to overcome this. While I
was very proud to work full-time for the party it was obviously a
great mistake for me to go. It is now very clear that Healy just
wanted me out of  the area, to train me as one of  his circle where he
would have control over me.

We were having a branch meeting one Sunday Morning in 1966
when Jack Gale raised that he had read a letter in the Saturday
issue of  the Yorkshire Evening Post from a housewife on an estate in
Normanton complaining about the Normanton Council increasing
the rent. The letter told us that the protest was already under way
and urged others on the estate to support them by refusing to pay
their rent. The branch decided that immediately the meeting finished
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I should go to Normanton, find this woman and then play it by ear.
I don�t remember her name, so we shall refer to her as Mrs
Normanton.

After the meeting I went on to the estate in search of  Mrs
Normanton. I started to do a door-knock asking if  anyone knew
her. It took no more than half  an hour to find out where she lived.
I had already worked out my opening words so, as I remember it, I
went straight up to the front door and knocked. Mrs Normanton
was in; I introduced myself  as secretary of  the Leeds Tenants�
Association. I explained that I had seen her letter in the paper
regarding her protest at the rent increase put on them by the
Normanton Council. She was eager to find ways of  spreading the
dispute. I asked her if  she had anyone who would actively support
her. She told me that two of  her neighbours were keen to do
something. �The problem is, what can we do?� She suggested that
she should go for them so that they could be part of  this discussion.
I readily agreed. She was out for ten minutes and returned with five
or six other women, obviously ready to do battle. We discussed the
way the rent increase was foisted on to them and the effect it was
having on the estate. I was also told that about twenty households
were already withholding their rent.

I suggested that we should organise a meeting for the following
Sunday to discuss how to proceed. At this they asked me if  I could
wait for a short while as their husbands would be back soon from
work. I think it was about 6 pm when Mr Normanton arrived home.
His wife explained what was happening and he promptly went back
out to get the others. By about 6.30 there were twelve or more in the
front room. As soon as I repeated the idea that we should have
another meeting the following Sunday to plan what to do next,
there was an immediate positive response. One of  them suggested
the meeting could take place in the committee room at the Miners�
Welfare Club. From past experience I knew that it could be difficult
to get such a venue at short notice, so I asked if  we could get in
touch with the secretary of  the club. In no uncertain tone they let
me know that as far as they were concerned it had just been booked.
The men at this first meeting were all mineworkers, as were the
vast majority of  men in the area. Before we broke up one of  the
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men asked if  I would come along on the Wednesday night so that
we could discuss the agenda and have some suggestions to take to
the Sunday morning meeting. I think I realised then that I was
going to learn a thing or two over the next period.

I went to the Wednesday meeting as arranged. My main proposal
was for a public meeting in the very near future. There was a
general discussion around this suggestion. It was proposed that
we should put this to the meeting on the following Sunday
morning, and get as many others to attend as possible.

Sunday morning arrived and I was sitting on the doorstep 45
minutes early waiting for the Miners� Club to open. At 11 am sharp
the club was opened and I made my way along with a few others to
the committee room. Five minutes later there were at least twenty
at the start of  the meeting. The women had brought their husbands,
all of  whom were miners. At least two of  them were active NUM
branch members. One of  these was elected chair. You had to be
there to appreciate fully what followed. He called the meeting to
order and in a no-nonsense manner asked me to put my suggestion
for a public meeting. He then called for suggestions. �Let�s have a
meeting next Sunday morning on the field.� Now all along I had
been thinking in terms of  a meeting taking place in something
like the concert room at the club, so I was a little taken aback by
this. There was a field in the middle of  the estate surrounded by
houses with a road round the perimeter; only one part of  the field
wasn�t overlooked by houses and that area was covered by the
pub. The chair told Joe to tell the landlord what was happening.
So the venue was sorted.

On the agenda I had listed all the things we would need for an
indoor meeting so I had to quickly adjust this list to the needs of  an
outdoor meeting. Publicity was the next item. First in my mind
was a leaflet distribution round the estate. Chair: �Bill, get a thousand
run off  in the branch office. As for the wording we will work that
out over a pint.� He turned to me and said, �Will you stay and help?�
�Er, er, yes,� I replied. �George, can you cover the Working Men�s
Club? Use leaflets and get it announced from the stage before and
after the turns.� The Liberal Club, The Miners� Welfare Club, and
all the pubs in Normanton were to be covered in a similar way.
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Any leaflets left over were to be distributed to the far edges of  the
estate by the �young uns�. Next item: a platform. I explained that
a platform would be better than just standing on a few beer crates.

Chair: �Any ideas?�
Harry: �I will ask Jim to let us use his flat back lorry.�
Next item: sound system. I volunteered to get the sound

organised. I raised the question of  power in case I could get a mains
system. Chair: �No problem. We can park the lorry on the concrete
between the pub and the field and run a cable into the pub. Joe, let
Toby [the landlord] know what we will be wanting to do.� Failing a
mains system I was to hire a couple of  batteries.

Next Item: speakers. I was asked to be the main speaker. Then
there was to be one of  the women who had started the rent strike.
The NUM committee at the local pit was to have a speaker. Two of
the committee were already involved; one was to chair the meeting
and the other would be the speaker. Before leaving Leeds for the
meeting I had been told that I had to get Dave Ashby, the National
Secretary of  the Young Socialists (one of  our members), on to the
platform. As London had been informed of  what was happening I
suspected that this instruction had come from there. As I remember,
no one in Leeds had intended to try and do this. I remember feeling
uneasy when I made the suggestion that Dave should be invited to
speak, but I did loyally carry out the instruction. It was agreed.
Looking back, it was a mistake because it gave the right wing and
Communist Party the one and only opening to try and create an
atmosphere of  mistrust among a few of  the activists, although not
enough to sabotage the public meeting.

Any other business: I had two points to raise. 1. Immediately
after the public meeting we should have a demonstration around
the estate, mainly to give publicity to the rent strike and publicity
for my second suggestion. 2. To have a mass picket outside
Normanton Town Hall on the Wednesday following the public
meeting as the Town Council would be in session, no doubt
discussing the rents. I thought it would be a good idea to give
them some help with their deliberations.

I remember clearly just how this struck their imagination. There
were grins and a rubbing of  hands as they responded with a
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unanimous �Yes!� So it was agreed that the public meeting would
end with an appeal for the biggest possible picket at Normanton
Town Hall on the Wednesday following the rally. I felt that any
doubts that they might have had about Dave Ashby speaking,
somebody pushed on to them from the outside, were now at the
back of  their minds.

There was one other thing that I thought should be done: this
meeting should elect a deputation and demand the right to go in
front of  the council and fight our corner. I was nominated but I
declined saying that it should be made up of  tenants from the estate.
Five or six were elected for this job. As far as I can remember this
Sunday morning planning meeting took no more than two hours. I
had a drink in the club afterwards where naturally the discussion
that was taking place around the club was the rent campaign. Mrs
Normanton had certainly started something when she decided to
send that letter to the Yorkshire Evening Post. Before I left I told her
that she was to blame for all this activity. She had a big smile on her
face as she said, �I suppose I am�.

My mind was in turmoil as I drove home (no, not from the
beer). Things had happened so quickly. I simply had to make my
way to see Jack and Celia so that I could empty my head and then
reassemble all that had happened over the last week. I remember
while doing this I said, �Oh hell, posters for the demo and picket.�
The Leeds branch of  the SLL managed somehow to get about 50
posters made. I think we had two slogans: �Support the Rent Strike�,
and �Not a Penny on the Rents�.

The SLL got as many members as we could to Normanton on
the Sunday to sell the Newsletter, our weekly paper. The members
and the posters were transported over to Normanton. I remember
that the younger members of  SLL and the Young Socialists were
fired up and full of  confidence. The events of  the last week had
been widely discussed in the Leeds branch and I think there was a
�feel good factor� around. Looking back on it, we all acted in quite
the opposite way to what I suspect would have happened had we
been in London. The success of  the campaign was not going to be
judged on how many signed our membership forms.

We arrived at the field in good time. The lorry was already in
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place and the tannoy system that I had taken over during the week
was already set up and connected to the battery. There were two
big horns on poles at each front corner of  the lorry and the
microphone and stand was nicely placed in the centre at the front
of  our platform. The women and the miners who were in the
leadership were obviously nervous, in contrast to the extreme
confidence that they had shown at the previous meetings.

I was nervously excited. This was different to anything that I
had been involved in outside of  the clothing industry. While we
were waiting for the meeting to start Mrs Normanton and the others
said that they were anxious about making sure that the picket on
the following Wednesday evening was a success. They had discussed
this; instead of tagging an announcement on at the end of the
meeting would I include it in my contribution? This added to my
nervousness because I realised that here we were in the middle of  a
housing estate, in a coal-mining area. I had known the leadership
of  this rent protest no more than two weeks, yet I was being asked
to make the call for the next very important step in their struggle.

I spoke to someone about how I felt, I think it was Fred Slaughter
(Cliff �s father). I thought that he was the most likely comrade to
have had some experience as until 1956 he had been a long-time
member of  the Communist Party. The advice that I received was
something like, �Make sure you know what you are going to say,
and sound as confident as possible.� He said that to speak confidently
in circumstances like this is very important. I also remembered the
advice I was once given by the great London dockers� leader, Harry
Constable: tell the assembled what you are going to say, then say it,
and then tell them what you have said. No doubt he was referring
to dock-gate meetings.

We climbed on to the lorry and then I saw the assembled: it was
estimated that no less than 1,000 were on the field. Whole families
had turned out. Because I was to make the appeal for the picket I
was to be the last speaker. The chair opened the meeting, then I
think Mrs Normanton spoke, then the other NUM committee
member spoke, not only as a tenant but as an NUM member, saying
he would fight to get support from the local pits. Dave Ashby was
introduced as the National Secretary of  the Young Socialists. I
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can�t remember what he said, in fact this part of  the proceedings is
very blurred in my memory. The things that I remember about my
contribution are the points that I had underlined many times on my
notes.

I introduced myself  as secretary of  the Cross Gates Tenants�
Association in Leeds and secretary of  the Leeds Tenants�
Associations. I congratulated Mrs Normanton and her friends in
taking the initiative in getting the protest started and said that
Normanton Council would be very worried to know that this
meeting had been a huge success. I used this moment to say
something like: �and when they find out what is going to happen on
Wednesday night they will have something to worry about�. After a
couple more points I said, �Now for the Normanton Council.� I
then invited everyone at the meeting to attend the picket and make
their presence felt. �Anyone who will be taking part in the
demonstration after the meeting take the posters and publicise the
picket. All those with posters take them with you on Wednesday
evening. And let�s give the Normanton Councillors the fright of
their lives.� I make no apologies for saying that the response and
the applause it received gave me a feeling of  pride. We had been
able to join a section of  workers in their struggles.

The Chair closed the meeting and the demonstration took place.
Then everyone made their way to one of  the clubs or to their local
pub. Some just went home. I went with the �committee� and those
who had been elected as a deputation to discuss the picket. We
decided that the deputation would be at the front of  the crowd and
send in a request that they should be heard. The rest would take up
the demand of  �Let them in�.

A pint in the club, a natter, and then I departed for Leeds.
The events of  that Sunday were reported in the local press. The

Yorkshire Evening Post deliberately reported that Dave Ashby was
the secretary of  the National Socialists, instead of  National
Secretary of  the Young Socialists. I had to go over to Normanton
in case this deliberate provocation was causing any problems. The
only one who raised it with me was one of  the NUM members,
only because he was of  the opinion that it was a deliberate attempt
to cause trouble. Two or three days after the picket a couple of
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members of  the Communist Party and the Labour Party tried to
take advantage of  the report, but the picket was untouched by the
attempt to discredit me as the one who had suggested that Dave
should speak at the Sunday meeting.

I went straight from work to the picket and by the time I arrived
quite a big crowd had gathered. The deputation was there at the
front waiting for the written request to go in; I had been asked to
prepare it and bring it with me. The police officer on duty told us
that the councillors had all been told to be in the town hall before
five o�clock in order not to be confronted by the picket. He was a
local bobby and sympathetic to the cause. One of  the women said
that he had to support us or else he wouldn�t get any tea � he was
her son. Like a dutiful son he took the request into the building and
handed it to the council. There was an immediate answer �No�.
The chanting started: �Let them in�.

The crowd had swelled to a few hundred and more were
constantly joining. There was a bit of  a push and the door was
bolted shut. They must have sent for reinforcements because another
two bobbies arrived. One of  these apparently was on the same dart
team as one of  the members of  the deputation. These three
policemen were in absolutely no position to do anything about the
situation. At last a message came out of  the besieged town hall
saying that they were prepared to meet the deputation. Mrs
Normanton led the way with her written speech clutched in her
hand. It must have been about half  an hour before she came out.
She had been sent out to report that if  the crowd dispersed the
councillors would agree to try and reach a compromise. The
deputation wanted those outside to give them a resounding �No�. I
was asked to report this to the crowd; I found myself  standing on a
wall relaying this message. About 300 (a conservative estimate) gave
them one hell of  a �No�. A short time after that one of  the policemen
stuck his head round the door and said that all hell had broken
loose upstairs. Almost immediately one of  the deputation came
out and said that I was wanted upstairs. I asked who it was that
wanted me; he said, �We do.� Before I went inside he told me that
they had been accused of  letting a Trotskyite trouble-causer hijack
the rents protest. The deputation wanted me inside with them to
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show that they were on my side. The police were told not to let me
in. Those at the front near the door made it very clear that if  I did
not go in they would, with me in front.

Once in the council chamber I accused them of  starting a witch-
hunt and said that they were attacking the very people who had put
them in power and they were in danger of  losing their seats to
tenants� candidates. The accusation that I had hijacked the protest
was put to me. Before I could reply Mrs Normanton said, �Don�t
be daft, we hijacked him.� This caused a burst of  laughter from
the tenants who by now had the door open and were listening to
what was being said and passing it down the stairs.

The confrontation ended with the NUM members on the
deputation making a demand on the council. End the rent increase
and pay back the increase to those who had already paid it, or we
will take the protest to the local pits and the NUM. With that we
turned round and made our way outside. I was asked to tell the
crowd what had happened. I stood on the wall and reported what
had transpired. There were approving sounds. Then I was asked,
�What next?� I answered by saying some meat would have to be put
round the threat to involve the pits and the NUM. This suggestion
was acceptable to the two local NUM committee members. We
agreed that the sooner it could be announced that the pits were in
solidarity with tenants and were going to call solidarity action, the
sooner a bomb would be lit under Normanton Council. They agreed
to get it started at the next shift.

Running parallel with this I had to visit a number of  people
regarding the press report on Dave Ashby. I discovered that the
only ones who queried it with me wanted to believe it any way and
had kept the protest at arms length.

The following Wednesday the Council caved in; the thought of
the miners going on strike had scared them rotten. The rent increase
was ended and all those who had paid the increase got a refund. A
victory, and what a victory!

We had been doing Newsletter sales in the Normanton area for a
long time. The reception we got in the pubs and clubs following this
victory was tremendous. I used to drive the sales team but now
someone else had to drive; there was a pint in every pub and club.
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I am very proud that I was able to take such a leading role in this
struggle and proud of  the part the part played by the Leeds Socialist
Labour League.

Loscoe and Normanton were two places where I experienced
the communist, comradely relationship that developed between
everyone involved. The spirit, determination and the aspirations
for a better quality of  life are ingredients that can move mountains.
An ounce of  leadership is worth a ton of  rhetoric.

I did try to find the site of  old Loscoe once when I was up
from London. Everything had changed. Where I thought Loscoe
had been there was a roundabout.

One night in 2000 I was talking to a young man in our one-and-
only pub. During the conversation he mentioned that he originated
from Normanton. I asked him if  he had heard of  Loscoe, and
explained why I asked. He had never seen Loscoe but his grandfather
used to live there. He remembered him talking about the struggle,
as he put it, to get it blown up. Then he told me something exciting.
Somewhere amongst his granddad�s belongings was a pamphlet
called �Loscoe: the Forgotten Village�, not properly printed, but
copied and stapled down one side. It could be the only one in
existence. But to date it has not been found.


