     The scale of Du Cane Court is truly something to be reckoned with. It sits on about 4.5 acres of land, and has been variously estimated to contain four or six miles of corridor (although I feel that two miles would be nearer the mark), so it is hardly surprising that there are problems with the post.
     Discovering anything about our own architect was a challenging task. He is not mentioned in the Times Obituaries up to October, 1939. He was not a Fellow of the Royal Institute of British Architects, nor did he have any letters after his name.
     It has, no doubt, often been observed by the chronicler of human life, that it takes but a few moments of magic for a character to evolve, from a faceless name, into what feels like a living, breathing acquaintance; and I had many such moments when I spoke to Charles Kay Green, who, drawing largely upon the reminiscences of his mother, was able to supply the ingredients for an intimate portrait of his father. At the time Charles was living in a modest house in Maidenhead, with his amiable wife and a lodger who had a keen interest in greyhounds. He was the last remaining son of the architect, and was only two or three years old when he lost his father to cancer.

     The reception area has evolved over the years. Besides changes to the predominant colour - the Head Porter once occupied what is now the Estate Office, and to the left, where the porters are currently situated, was an off-licence which also sold cigarettes and chocolates. Opposite the front desk, beneath the timeless clock, the manager had an office where you would be invited to air your views if you had a problem of any kind.

     Mrs Whelpton once said that before the war ‘75% of the population of the block were show people. Brixton used to be the place for them, then Streatham and then finally Balham.’

     It is rumoured that the actress, Hermione Gingold, had a presence here, although she may have only been visiting friends. She was known for her wit, and when it was said of Olivier in one of his roles that he had been a tour de force, she famously remarked that Donald Wolfitt, in the same role, had been ‘forced to tour’.

     The restaurant is marked on one of the original plans for the building, dated the 4th of February, 1935, just three weeks after the conveyancing of the land. Clearly, it was a seminal part of the design, and was intended to be truly international. The menu offered an English, American and Continental breakfast; scrambled eggs prepared in the Portuguese style, a French or German omelette, and Bovril with poached egg; but the most expensive items were either roast chicken from the a la carte menu, or a four course set lunch, - both for exactly two shillings.
     The early managers are clearly remembered by Mrs Beerman …

     ‘In order, there was Miss Summerville, Mr Jackson, and then Mrs Whelpton, who was very businesslike. Miss Summerville was the manageress when I moved in - a wonderful lady, and very well-spoken, who showed us around five flats before we eventually settled on one. She was middle-aged, wore a white blouse and a black skirt, and her hair was taken back in a bun.’

     Mr Jackson took over in about 1940 and lived at Carshalton Beeches during the war. Mrs Whelpton was his secretary. Initially she was in charge of the guestrooms.

     One commentator says that all of the porters wore a top hat and a morning coat. Another adds some period colour: ‘They were dressed in green uniforms which had silver buttons, while the Head Porter wore a black jacket and striped trousers.’ Apparently, the porters also had gold braid on their collars, and they were still wearing their green uniforms in 1964. Mrs Beerman found them to be very amiable. One of them was Polish, and his mother would sell newspapers outside the block to businessmen on their way to work in the morning.

     Marion Hopkins was a more recent resident, although she lived in Balham most of her life. As a toddler she participated in a peace march down Balham High Road in 1919, and she recounted some strange experiences from the war:

     ‘I was standing by a cinema one day and an explosion blew the roof off. I was wearing a black hat at the time and felt something drop on me. When I looked, the plaster from the roof had actually turned my hat white!

     Once, I struck up a conversation with an unfortunate man at a bus stop. He said he had been a Japanese prisoner of war, and that he returned to find his house was preserved and unoccupied, because he, the owner, was not declared dead; but his wife and child had drowned in the Balham Tube disaster.’
