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HOXTON CAFE PROJECT
CHAIRMAN’S REPORT 1967‐8
In the past year there have been several staff changes and this is something we know we have to
anticipate. Working with seriously disturbed youngsters in the Café setting takes a tremendous toll of
the resources of any worker. Mr. Ian Guild saw the Cafe through a long period of acute difficulties with
little if any reward and we thank him for his courage and endurance. He resigned in August l967andMr.
Stephen Brake took over as Manager with Miss Frank as full time Assistant. In December they married
‐ which can be said to be a good recommendation for the Cafe ‐ and they have our warmest wishes for
their future happiness. Mr. Carl Canteri took over part time work from Mrs. Aspa (who still makes
welcome visits from time to time) and Mr. Douglas Linnett was appointed in January 1968 for three
evenings a week replacing Miss Marsden who found she was unable to carry on because of the demands
of her full time social work job. We are very glad, however, that she remains able to give us one evening
a week in a voluntary capacity. Two other volunteers give us invaluable help. One is Rheta Wall our
C.S.V. worker last year who is now in training as a Nurse and the other is Ian Kellett who is in the Youth
Employment Service and fulfils a unique role in helping some of our lads to make use of this Service. We
see this as being a vital task to undertake in an area where habits of work are traditionally unorthodox’
in a number of families and we are sensitive to the understanding and co‐operation which the Youth
Employment Service has given us.
Another very important change is that Dr. Holden. our Chairman since the Cafe’s inception five years
ago wanted to resign from that part of his role in order to give more time to his other role, that of
Psychiatric Consultant. We appreciate enormously the generous way in which he has always given of
himself and the continued existence of the Project is clue to his thoughtful and sensitive leadership and
unshakeable faith in the value of the Cafe. As our Psychiatric Consultant we have his wisdom, knowledge
and experience and we use this a great deal. We have learned how essential this is not only for the
Committee hut for the full time staff who need expert support if they are to sustain the demands
constantly made upon them.
We have also found helpful the relationship which has grown with Inspector Hearn of the
Metropolitan Police, as their Liaison Officer. The Police, like ourselves, have an extraordinarily difficult
job and we need to have a deep mutual understanding of our respective roles, problems and aims and
we look forward to developing this further.
COMMITTEE
FUTURE PLANS
Since our last Report we have formed a separate Committee to investigate the possibility of setting
up a ‘second tier’ ‐ a more sophisticated Club for an older age group. Miss Phyllida Parsloe is the
Chairman of this Committee which is working hard on preliminary plans, and will, we hope.
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be drawing up its own Report and recommendations before long.
The future of Hoxton Street is still uncertain but we understand that when re‐development begins
the Committee will be offered alternative accommodation for the Cafe. We are grateful to the Greater
London Council for this consideration as it give us a greater feeling of security for the future. Continuity
of existence is of the utmost importance to the Cafe users who prove this time after time by their
immediate return after any period away. We have said in earlier Reports that ‘results’ or successes of
our work are hard to illustrate, but perhaps this evidence of the boys’ and girls’ need for and response
to the relationships offered by our workers is the most powerful demonstration that the Cafe is a valid
way of meeting urgent human needs and that it must go on keeping faith with these youngsters.
LADY CYNTHIA COLVILLE
Lady Cynthia has decided she should resign from her position as Vice President and the Committee
feels it can no longer procrastinate but must regretfully accept her resignation. Her constant sympathy
and support over the years has been greatly appreciated.
As co‐chairman of the Toynbee Hall Juvenile Court with Sir Basil Henriques she has had an unrivalled
knowledge of the young delinquent in the East End but she had an especially close contact with
Shoreditch and was on many committees in the area. It was rumoured authoritatively that a bus was re‐
routed 30 or more years ago to connect her home in Chelsea directly with Shoreditch.
COMMITTEE
Three members have resigned during the year; Mr. Atto transferred to the new ‘second tier’ committee,
Mr. Biven, studying at Sussex University, remains available to us for the discussion of specific problems
and Mr. Massie’s present commitments preclude his continued involvement. We thank all three for the
help they have given us. ‐
We are glad to welcome as new members, Mr. Reynoldson who knows a number of our young people as
he is on the staff of Shoreditch Comprehensive School: Miss N. Newton Smith, in her capacity as H.M.I.,
Dept. of Education & Science, helps us to feel cared about and supported by the more orthodox world.
MANAGER’S REPORT
The following is a concise account of what has happened in the cafe during the year. I shall try to show
how the staff have dealt with and linked up many of the actions of the clientele. I shall also try to tell
how I have personally felt.
To those who were in the cafe twelve months ago many things must have altered. Half the regular faces
seen in the cafe now have appeared within the last year including a substantial number of girls who
have been coming regularly now for some time. Some have gone to borstal or
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approved school; others who were away last year are now back; there are new workers with new ideas
and of course there are the present trends which the clientele feels must be followed. Constants
remain: the clients’ rejection of authority and authority’s rejection of them.
Frequent court appearances are the most apparent result of this rejection and these I try to use in
several ways. It is too often my only contact with parents, but I can try at least, in the short time I have
with them, to explain something of my work in Hoxton. The time the boy spends on remand I try to
make good by visiting him and discussing his future. Sometimes it may be that I will speak in court on
behalf of a boy, and help him find a job.
The task of finding boy or girl work has become increasingly easy after the last year, owing to a more
efficient liaison with both the Youth Employment and the Adult Employment Exchanges. The role that
one of cur volunteers, a worker in the Youth Employment office, has played in the cafe shows the extent
to which we can use our volunteers all of whom are connected to one or other of the social agencies.
The fact that voluntary and paid workers have formed an efficient team is largely due to regular
workers’ meetings and also to periodic workers’ meetings with the chairman. Problems have arisen
when staff have left; relationships between clientele and staff have been severed as happened when my
joint manager left last year.
Broken relationships are one part of the problem; too deep an involvement is another. This became
apparent when I took a homeless girl back with me one night; a number of kids in the same boat felt
that they could legitimately break into the cafe and sleep there. Two windows were smashed and a lot
of damage was done in the process. Drugs as well have caused the staff concern ‐ not just the drugs,
though the fact that they are Illegal has caused crisis after crisis in the cafe, but the fact that the
majority of our clientele find it necessary at times to use many of the soft drugs on the black market
today. The anti‐social behaviour and isolation to which they condemn themselves when using drugs
increase greatly the difficulties under which we work. That the drugs are illegal does not help relations
between them and the police. One product of this was the appointment last year of a liaison officer for
the cafe at City Road Police Station.
Putting problems aside, there has been activity which can only be called successful. The redecoration in
which over thirty kids took part certainly induced an attitude of responsibility in the clientele towards
the cafe which was not in evidence before. The contact made by the workers during this time soon led
us on to taking several boys away for weekends potholing in the Mendip hills. Three boys who had
participated in these weekends then went abroad on short‐term work camps. Since then, two of those
three have left London, one to go to art school, and one to work of Community Service Volunteers in a
children’s home.
One thing l know has helped me during the last year was the increased amount of supervision afforded
me by Dr. Holden as has the support of Mr. Shuttleworth, Miss Dawson and the rest of the committee.
The working team provided a sound base for me as well as for each member
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of the team. This year I hope to have three staff in every evening including a female worker. More work
can then be done, and a female full time worker has at the very least proved to be a stabilising factor.
Among the projects I would like to concentrate on this next year are taking groups of the kids outside
Hoxton, keeping the staff team informed and working together, and finding a viable method getting kids
into jobs directly after they leave borstal or court.
THE BRAKE REPORT
(HCP, February, 1968)
To a stranger, a visitor, or even a new client, The Cafe looks like many other cafes frequented by
young people in the East End; dimly lit, music blaring, crowded with people who know each other, tacitly
it offers tea, coffee, rolls, toast, and soup. Both clientele and management prefer the reassuring facade
of normality. But neither is ordinary: the management is a voluntary body, employing youth workers and
the clients, beside being exclusively Hoxton adolescents, are mainly ‘drop out’ from the successful and
ongoing world about them.
Already. at fifteen, they reckon only with the present, leaving the past unexamined and unregretted,
the future undreamed of. Due to truancy, and home problems and influences, many clients, boys
especially, can hardly read or write; for most of them, leaving school meant abandoning their last
contact with the ‘secrets’ of the outside successful world, and their last chance to gain entry. Unskilled
and disinterested, most change jobs often, if they work at all. Isolated by accent, vocabulary, shared
knowledge and guilt of thieving and petty crimes, by the customs and superstitions of the small area and
pervasive ethic of Hoxton, by their lack of formal education and skill, they live in an aim‐less world in
which little empathy and encouragement derive from school, home, or work; self‐referring. they follow
the group’s ideals unexamined, their only contact with a different (and unfortunately formally
uuthoritarian) order or vision being through the police, and with courts, and social and probation
workers.
The terror and isolation written on the face and in the posture of a usually boisterous client in the
dock, which I witnessed, and echoed, when in court for the first time, was not merely summoned for the
occasion; they are chronic. The court situation provides an appropriate emblem of our cI leits’ relations
to society, they feel outclassed and outwitted, and time and again judged by the authorities of a society
which lets them live only on its fringe, whose laws are visibly abused as much as rightly invoked, both for
and against them; to their minds, if convicted unjustly, they have almost no recourse; on the other hand,
if they get off, though guilty, they feel sure the police will get them on some other charge. Either way
the lads are left with a guilt and sense of doom that undermines any confidence they might have
martialled to face the world, whether it be the police, an employer, a girl or friends.
Manifestations of this terror and isolation, along with other more ephemeral adolescent problems,
occur every evening in the cafe. Conscious
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and afraid of revealing themselves, the kids in the cafe insist on the privacy that roaring music assures.
Different kids express the same problems differently; most often they do not come out with them
directly, and frequently when a client has something specific on his mind he will unconsciously gravitate
to the worker whom he knows best and trusts most. Then, and very often only then, if asked “what’s
up” he can talk. For instance, one night last December I asked a boy what he was doing for Christmas.
He looked thoughtful and muttered that Father Christmas had cancer and no gifts could be expected; his
reindeer, he added with a trace of humour, were in hospital as well. Clearly his father was very ill, and
further conversation revealed the reality. But mostly kids act out their anxieties with workers and/or
other clients, always conscious of the registering eye of the workers. To the counter, the clients bring
accomplishments, preoccupations, and problems, including boxing medals, new jokes, adventures with
their flirtation with soft drugs, their love lives, and their Inability to work or keep a job or refrain from
thieving. One boy, having left Hoxton for his summer holiday determined not to thieve, explained later
how difficult it had been to “keep my hands off” merchandise when he had been left alone by the
proprietor of a small shop who had gone to fetch some spuds; “You feel like a mug; it’s there, why not
take it?” But he hadn’t. That time he succeeded in overcoming his impulse; in Hoxton surrounded by his
mates, he finds it far more difficult to resist.
In many respects, and for many reasons such as unemployment, little money, no privacy at home,
the street being both sitting room and bed room, near illiteracy, and few inner resources, boredom is
the great enemy to avoid at all costs; to be overcome is to admit defeat and frustration. Thieving, taking
and driving away, preparing and smoking hash. obtaining and downing pills, and seemingly gratuitous
vandalism, prove the only activities which provide enough sense of adventure, accessibility of success,
intrinsic interest, indeed, enough of a challenge to boredom; ‘creeping’ is one skill worth acquiring
despite the low wages and hard work It entails. The cafe, then, is their sitting room and their kitchen;
meeting their friends, listening to music, and perhaps having a game of cards or draughts is an
immediate alternative to the streets and their danger attractions; what is more, in the cafe there is
someone to notice ‐ If they are ‘up’ or ‘down’, to ask about the new job, or the cuts on their hands. Too
often, whether because of overwork, many children, financial worries, a broken home, lack of interest
(or hope), or just giving up on long unemployed and frequently delinquent sons, the parent‐child t
relation has broken down. In many cases, the clients’ relations with a worker are the only near‐
satisfactory contact they have with an adult, and the relations among the workers the only healthy ones
they see. The nightly opening of the cafe, coupled with the interest in them taken by its workers,
provide for some of the clientele their sole liaison with the outside world, and a significant stabilising
factor in their lives.
Tonight, for a change, the cafe is quiet; not many iii at the moment, though between ten o’clock and
eleven we will no doubt briefly see twenty kids who separately drop in just for a drink and to make sure
we are still there. During the lull of a quiet night like this, shy kids, or younger or less aggressive clients,
have a better chance of getting to us than in a more crowded night when, no matter how many paid and
volunteer workers
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we are, our attention is everywhere while concentrating on a single boy or task, and When private
conversation is likely to be interrupted, Tonight, a boy like Joe, who is walking toward the counter eating
chips from the shop across the road, can talk if he has a mind to. “Put yourself in my Place” blares loud
enough to ensure privacy. Joe is seventeen; he’s had ten convictions, been to approved school, a
detention centre, spent long periods on remand, and is currently on probation. He is a quiet spoken
angel‐faced, polite boy, who cannot see why he should work at something that doesn’t interest him, if
he can alternately hang about with his mates and make whatever meagre money he needs by the
occasional theft. Recently he has cut down on his favourite adventure ‐ taking and driving away ‐
because, as he told me casually one night, he decided that the risk of going to Borstal wasn’t worth the
two hour joyride. That Joe thought about his life, and made a decision which, having told us, we
supported and to which he adhered, is a series of events that various workers in the cafe had helped Joe
work towards for a long time. His mother, a well‐meaning woman whose husband had died recently,
was unable to cope with or advise her three boys, none of whom were woric1z or helped her financially,
and all of whom were in trouble more than sh5 could take: the last time Joe was up in court we had to
visit her afterward to tell her the verdict. Any support or guidance that Joe received originated outside
the home. With the aid of favourably disposed probation officer’s reports. character witnesses, and
benevolent judges, Joe has left court on probation a miraculous number of times, and while for weeks
after he keeps ‘clean’ and talks of getting a job, in the end he never gets a job that he keeps, and he
does, after awhile, get himself nicked for something, like being a suspected person, or for obstruction,
and not for committing a crime. The virtues of work elude him. Once, after a particularly long period on
remand, the court granted him probation on the grounds that within the next fortnight he join the army;
Joe agreed, nervously went or an interview at which the interviewer never turned up, went a second
time a few weeks later and secured the job, bid goodbye to his family, and then, disappearing the
weekend before he was to leave, never turned up at camp on Monday morning. He couldn’t leave
everything he knew, ‐ his mates Hoxton,‐his family. Ashamed, he didn’t visit the cafe for weeks; finally,
tired of running from the police and cut off from his mates and family, he returned to get himself
caught. And now, out on probation for eight days, after twelve weeks on remand, he’d got himself
nicked by the police angry to see him out once again, by inquiring after his cousin who had ju4 been
bundled into a black Maria. “You get in too”, the policeman said to him. If Joe gets through his
adolescence without being won over irrevocably to an existence of waiting, fearing, snatching, he will
have achieved It without the usual aids of home, family, friends, community, and only because Joe
himself can think and is not easily led; the I there, was found and used by Joe; then, having ‘found’ him,
we have helped when he lets us and supported him by reminding him of our availability when he has
kept away. Tonight he comes up, and asks “Has Alec been in?” “No” I say, “not tonight. How are you
tonight?” I ask. “All right. Alec promised to come round this morning to take me window washing.”
Silence. “And be never came?” Joe shakes his head. We talk about finding him a job, and he says he will
be in tomorrow night if he has not found anything. “Taaraa’ he says under his breath. “G’night, Joe” I call
across the floor; he turns, and tor a moment smiles. We know we may not see him for days.
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We meet girls as well. Tending to more maturity and steadiness than boys of their age, they work
and don’t usually get in trouble with the police, although some do shoplift, and others snatch purses for
their boyfriends. Still they proved disturbed about the treatment, ranging from clomps to Indifference,
they can expect from their boyfriends, and they now receive, and see their mothers receive from their
fathers. The role of women proves fertile ground for discussion. For Barbara the problems of being a
woman are many. Her striking features, her size and her appearance; quite heavy, she dresses and looks
like an attractive woman of thirty. As one begins to know Barbara, these features prove effects of less
immediately accessible problems rather than a cause of these problems. We in the cafe first met this
seemingly’ deflated, depressed, near hysterical girl after she had slept rough for a fortnight; having left
home voluntarily after rowing with her father; she kept her job for the first few days until her
ungroomed appearance and lack of sleep made her embarrassed to continue; then, with no money, and
sustained for a week by pills that, among other things, curtailed her appetite, she had her first come‐
down alter a sleet‐filled night out, and entered the cafe to sit and cry. Concerned, we talked with her,
and having tried unsuccessfully to convince her to return home, we took her home with us for a few
days. No one, save her father, talks to her or indeed likes her, at home; her father adores her, buys all
her clothes without consulting her, and provides her with spending money, and if she wants, jobs. Her
mother and sister have no time for her, and her older brother frightens her ‐ and the rest of Hoxton. As
Barbara felt better, and more secure, she grew louder, more aggressive, and peremptory; this continued
to a pitch which proved normal, where all the uncertainty; lack of love and rejection by women, was
masked by a fear Inspiring, authoritarian, indeed, man ‐like personality. Similarly unable to handle her
contradictory feeling about us, she acts friendly and protective towards us sometimes, and angry and
resentful at others. Barbara like many other clients, will indicate our limits if we have not already gauged
them correctly: “I’ve had enough from you”, she screamed one night when she had been pushed too far.
Recently her insecurity has been temporarily abated by her engagement, and this, coupled with her
knowledge of and participation in the planning of our recent marriage, leaves her more accessible than
two months ago. Now she has an immediate reason for wanting to learn to be comfortable with her
feminity. For Barbara, her contact with workers in the cafe, both male and female, constitutes her sole
opportunity to observe and discuss problems of role and Identity important to her future.
We lose many clients to the police and courts, and fewer to married life In and outside Hoxton, but
seldom do we lose clients who leave Hoxton voluntarily and on their own. Convincing a client in Borstal
or on probation that he can ‘make it’ outside his familiar area and circle of friends, and ‘make it better’ is
almost an impossible task; Bob came to this decision himself, and with a consummate use of the
opportunities afforded him, realised his heretofore vaguely defined goals. Bob, seventeen, and cx
grammar school, had been working for a little over a year and a half in his father’s Industry, when he
expressed a restlessness and dissatisfaction with his job and life in Hoxton. Treading tentatively at first,
our Community Service Volunteer suggested a work camp in Switzerland for his summer holiday, and he
applied. Going abroad appealed to a number of other boys as well and, encouraged by Bob’s bravado,
they applied to
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other camps and countries. Three went, and of the three. Bob and Ed returned to Hoxton after their
holidays only to leave almost immediately, Bob for art school out of London and Ed for voluntary
service. Both boys come back to the cafe to visit in their holidays; making peace with their past ways,
family, and friends in Hoxton is difficult, as is defining themselves and their vision of their future in a
totally new environment. For these two boys, the cafe provided sight of an alternative way of existence
and the way to a setting more conducive than Hoxton for its pursuits.
Joe’s fight to keep intact in his community. Barbara’s family and identity problems, and Bob’s and
Ed’s dissatisfactions and forging of other lives represent stories of four of the sixty clients who use the
Hoxton Cafe. The Cafe is an ear, an eye, and a mouthpiece, for these Hoxton adolescents and for the
community at large who, in their respective isolations, find making meaningful contact so very difficult,
TREASURER’S REPORT
Our supporters will remember from last year’s Report how worrying our financial situation was at
the end of the financial year (June 1966). To our considerable relief the Chase Charity and the Sembal
Trust a to our rescue during the latter part of the year and enabled us to cope financially.
It has been an exciting year for the Project. For the first time we have had two full time workers as
well as two part time assistants and once again we are indebted to the I.L.E.A. for their interest and
support of the extension of our work. However, despite generous grants from the l.L,E.A. we still have to
raise over £1,000 per annum from voluntary subscriptions.
The work is only possible because of the financial contributions we are given from sources of various
kinds and we value them all, The coming year will bring its o financial problems, but we ee1 sure our
supporters will find sufficient encouragement from the reports of the work (given earlier) to continue
and perhaps increase, the1 contributions.
‐ 10‐

CONTRIBUTORS
CHARITIES:

Chase Charity
Sembal Trust

BUSINESS HOUSES:

Bovril Ltd.
British Drug Houses
Butlins
Caraff Ltd.
Lew Conn Ltd.
Ridgeways

PRIVATE:

Anon
Berry, T.G.S.
Braithwaite, Miss R.M.
Denholm, J.
Duke, P.
Hamling, Miss A.
Holden, Dr. H.M.
Mead, G.C.F.
Ortweller, Eleanor
Ortweller, Paul
Pengelly, Mrs. Wendy
Shuttleworth, G.H.D.
Stonham, Lord
Suffling, F.C.

And
THE INNER LONDON EDUCATION AUTORITY
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