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When we moved back into Banbury, I was there about four years at home, and then I thought, my mother wasn’t getting any younger, and it would be better if I left home now, and chose where I went, rather than being put somewhere when the time came.  I had a very good social worker called Mrs Murphy, and she got me into Drummonds, in Essex, which was a very big institution, about fifty or sixty residents.  I went there on a trial basis, for a month.  I had to share a room, which was not as I expected, so I asked the warden if I could have a room of my own, and he said there was a very long waiting-list for single rooms.  I stuck it out for a month.  It was a communal dining room, a communal lounge, and nowhere to get away from everyone.  It was for the severely disabled, and people with learning difficulties, so it wasn’t really my type of place, and it was set out in an outlandish part of Essex, and the nearest village was about eight miles away.

How old were you then?  How old was your mother?
My mother was about sixty-eight or so: I was about twenty-four.

And what was your first introduction to Drummonds?  How did you arrive, and what was it like when you were greeted?
[Clears her throat]  I arrived there by car.  My mum drove me there, with my aunt, and I was greeted by the warden and his wife, and shown to my room, and it was very strange, being amongst disabled people again, after having spent [coughs] twelve years at home, and mixing with able-bodied people.  When I was at home, I joined a club.  It was an old mill in Banbury, and they’d converted it into a club for older people, and I enjoyed going there, and I even got them to put a lift in it for me.  So we had arrived at Drummonds.  It was quite a culture shock.

Were there any outside activities that you got involved with?

No, it was quite insular.

Can you describe what a typical day was like?

We got up at about half past seven, had breakfast in the big dining room, and then went to arts craft workshop.  [coughs]

What was that like? 

I like that, because I like that kind of thing: making baskets and weaving, stool making, and making pottery.
And you enjoyed the basket weaving, did you?

Not the basket weaving; it was a nightmare.

Why was that?

The canes kept breaking, because when you use cane, you need to keep it soaked in water, otherwise it breaks off, and I could never weave it in and out the uprights quick enough, before it dried out, so I made some peculiar-shaped waste paper baskets, but I did make one good one: I’ve still got that, and we made cane tea trays, which was not so bad.

What were you making them for?

We had sales of work every so often.

I think I’ve seen a picture of the sort of Drummonds van with sort of a stall, that used to be at fetes and things like that, was that how you remember it?  

I was only there a month, so they didn’t have a fete while I was there.

So, moving on about your typical day, so after you’d done the art and crafts, what would happen next?

That would last all day, till four o’clock in the afternoon; and then... we would break for lunch, about half past twelve, and then go back to the workshop, and continue till four-thirty.

Was that every day?

Yes.

So from after breakfast, right through until about four o’clock, you’d be in the workshop.

Yes, four o’clock: as far as I can remember, yes.  At the end of my stay, the warden said he would welcome me back, but at that stage, I’d made up my mind not to return.
And why was that?

I didn’t like it a bit, and I wanted my own room, and my own space, but they tried to talk me round, saying that I was a good resident, although I’d had a few disagreements with the warden.

What were they about?

About the workshop, and the regime, and sharing a room with this person that I didn’t particularly get on with.  

And what else about the regime?

You had to do what they told you to do.  You rarely went out beyond the grounds, only if one of the staff could spare the time to take you out, and then you’d go down to the village, which had a post office, and a general store.

Was that Feering?
No, Kelvedon.

So, and that was...

I don’t remember going out anywhere, or any further than that.  

So, from four o’clock when you stopped at the workshop, what would happen then?

Well, you had free time, to do what you like.  I can’t remember what I did.  I just went back to my room, or sat in the lounge.

Can you describe what your room was like?

I’ve forgotten really, but there was two beds... Oh, it had three beds in it, that’s right.  One was unoccupied.  It was pretty much like a dormitory, like I’d been used to at school.

And roughly what sort of size was the room? As big as this room?

About half the size of this room.  

Half the size of this room.  With three beds in it?

F.  Are you sure?

That seems tiny.  That would be about ten by ten.  No!  Is that right?

F.  Or about the same size as this room?

Yes, I think it was half the size of this one.

F.  How did you get your wheelchair...

[Judy laughs]

Yes, how did you?

Well, I got mine in, where the other person could walk.  It was only me in a wheelchair in that room.

And did you have your own things in that room?  Your own personal things?

[coughs]  No, I was only there a month, so I only took clothes and basics.
Did you have any books to read or anything?

Yeah, I took three books with me.  They didn’t have a library. At the end of the month, I’d made my mind up that, if this was the kind of institution I was going to have to be in, I would rather not go anywhere, so I went home, which was a great relief, and then I was quite happy at home, but I was a bit listless, and my periods were out of control, so my mother took me to the doctor’s, and he said it was all the stress of being in that situation.  It was emotional upset.  The social worker came back again.  She said, ‘Yes, alright, we won’t try any more, and let Judy settle back into a normal life.’

What was your mother’s reaction?    
She was horrified that it could have upset me that much.

And how did she feel about you being back  home?

She was very pleased.  Although I think I felt guilty at leaving my mother on her own: I think that added to the stress.  So I just went on normally at home, and then, a year later, the social worker said that they had a place coming up in Harpenden.  I’d never heard of it before, and she said, ‘At the moment, they were getting over a bad experience’, so she advised me to wait until they had got really established.
So, the social worker... where was the social worker from?

From the Spastics Society.  She worked in my area.

So you’d never heard of Harpenden before?

No, I didn’t know it existed.

And so what happened next?

They said that they’d take me on, on a week’s trial, when things had calmed down, and they’d got a new warden in situ.

And so, remind me, how old would you have been then?

Thirty.  

So what was Redclyffe like?

I enjoyed it at first, and I met another lady that had been at Drummonds, and we started at Redclyffe together, so it was quite nice, knowing someone there already.  I enjoyed the freedom that it gave me, but the more independent I got, the more I wanted more.

Can we go back to your first impressions of what Redclyffe was like?

[Coughs]  It was an old house.  It had been given by a doctor.  The main house had a communal dining room, a kitchen, and a large hall, and they’d built sections off of it, and I was in Section One, which had five bedrooms in it, and we all had our own bedroom, which was nice.

What was the room like?
It was quite large: it was larger than I’d had at Drummonds, and it had a desk, a wardrobe, with drawers built in inside, and you could take your own chest of drawers, which I took.  A bed in it as well, and all the light switches... [end of side.]

Side B

....along the side of the bed was a light switch and an alarm bell, which you could press for help, at any time.

Were you allowed any sort of personal touches?

Oh, yeah.  We had our own book shelves, and you could take your own books and ornaments: and a wash basin and a vanity unit.
And how did the sort of regime of Redclyffe contrast to Drummonds?

Well, it didn’t really... I mean, there were more people of my own ilk.

What do you mean by that?

They weren’t learning difficulties.  It was all cerebral palsy people, so I could converse with them more easily.  We got up at seven, again by a bell.  We were meant to be at breakfast by half-eight, if not earlier, but if we were late, we would get punished.

In what way punished?

We were just verbally told off, in front of everyone.  There was one girl that wouldn’t get out of bed.  She was for ever being late for breakfast.  Although she suffered from Huntingdon’s Chorea.

Huntingdon’s Chorea.  What is that, exactly?

It’s a disease of the blood.  It’s hereditary.  It makes you have outbreaks of madness.
I’ve read something about it…So this would make her stay in bed, would it?

Well, she didn’t like being bullied and nagged, and this would just wind her up, and then she’d go off on....

What was it like when she did?

Terrible.  She would shout and scream.  It got worse.  Sometimes I would go across, and I was able to calm her down, but most times, she was uncontrollable, and she’d smash up her room, or throw things at people, and I nearly got hit once [laughs] by a foot plate.

And how did the staff react?

The staff, some, a few of them, were very understanding, but most of them were... seemed to aggravate the situation by nagging her, constantly being on her back.  It was terrible.  

So what...

I got very anxious when this happened, because it was so disruptive, and the staff seemed to have no understanding of what they were seeing.

So what were the staff like?

They were very nice, most of them.  I think most of them were on my side, because when I got into trouble with the warden, for not conforming, and I got punished, the staff would be on my side.  
Can you describe a little bit more about what you mean about what you were you punished for and what weren’t you conforming to?

Well, it was like, you had to be one big happy family, and ‘You’ve got to go to this workshop every day’, which I hated.  

Why did you hate it?

The jobs were so monotonous and repetitive.

Can you give some examples of what you had to do?

Yeah.  You had to count out screws, put them in a bag, and then pass them on to the next person, who sealed them up and then the next person packed them in a box, and it would just go on, and on. and on.

What time in the morning, till when, did you do that?

Half-nine... if the bus got there early.  We all went in two bus loads to Abbots Langley, and we were herded in like cattle.  We got there about half-nine, and started work about quarter to ten, till eleven, and then we’d have a fifteen-minute break, and then go back till about half-twelve, when we had lunch in the canteen, and then we’d go back at half-one, till four, and then the bus came.  It was very uncomfortable in the hot weather, because the workshops had a glass roof.  Sometimes the temperature got up to ninety, or over ninety, and the manager wouldn’t let us stop work.  We got paid three pounds a week, out of which a pound was taken off for our lunch.   

So, you were working from ten until four, every day, for five days a week...

Yes.

...and you were being paid three pounds, minus a pound for your lunch, so it was two pounds: what year was this?

[Pause.]  1974. 
I don’t suppose you know what the average pay was in those days?
No, but the worst job that I ever had, and that was screwing up newspaper to pack round lunch, and Veronica and I did this, day in and day out for about a year, and then we decided to complain to the management. We were both quite rebellious, [laughs] so we went up into the manager’s office, and said that we were not happy with this work, and he said, ‘Well, I’m afraid your disability will not allow you to work anywhere better’, at which, I think smoke was coming out of my ears.  [F. laughs.]  The deputy manager was very kind, and he was in there.  He knew that I was annoyed, and told me not to answer back, but not in so many words: he looked.

So what happened then?

Well, I went back to the job, and then I decided that I’d take up a suggestion that somebody had given me, to apply to the local educational college at St Albans, so I did that.  But that didn’t meet with their approval, so I went away two days a week to college and three days at the workshop, and I got penalised in my wage packet.  [laughs.], so in the end, I ended up with about one-fifty in my wage packet.

What you could buy for one-fifty at that time?

We had a tuck shop at Redclyffe, and we would buy sweets and toiletries.  Once a month, the Lions Club in Harpenden would come and take the residents into the village.

Into Harpenden?
Yes.

What would you do there?

Buy clothes or anything.

And you were able to buy clothes out of your wages, were you?

No. [laughs].  We were allowed so much off state benefit [rustling].  It worked out about [pause] six pounds: I think it was about that.

I mean, I suppose you don’t remember how much things were in the tuck shop?

[coughs.  Rustling noise]  It was bought in bulk, so we got it at a discount.  A bar of chocolate would be about [pause] ...no, I can’t remember.

So did anyone else at Redclyffe go to college?

No, I started the ball rolling.  [F. & Judy laugh.]  I had to get agreement from the warden at Redclyffe and the Society, of which I got a letter back, saying that it was alright, but this experience wouldn’t last.  

So what did you want to do at college?

Anything.  I started off with basic computer skills, and that was hard: half a day a week, and then I took another half-day, which a tutor would help me privately, to cope with the computer skills.    

And who paid for that?

At that time, it was free.

How was it like, applying to the college?  What sort of process was that?

Fairly simple.  I can remember although the college wasn’t very accessible, there were places that I could get to.  Each year, when I chose my subject, they’d put the class in a ground floor room.
Were there any other disabled students at the college at that time?

No.

No-one.  So how did the other students react to you?

Fine, I got on very well with them and they were very helpful, pushing me anywhere I wanted to go, because I didn’t have an electric chair at that point.

So what was it like, being at college, then?

It was lovely, it was like a different world, a world that I had been used to at home.  I made a lot of friends there, and I could eat with the staff, because the staff canteen was more organised, and I felt that I wouldn’t get pushed and shoved too much.

And so what kind of computers were they,  that you were working on?

Well, at first, it was basic binary system, [rustling] which, don’t ask me what they are now. [laughs]  It was easy, but I never got the hang of it.

Why do you think that was?

I don’t know: it was all based on figures, but I....{tape ran out.] 
