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Tape 6
                                                                                                         Judy Smart
                                                                 


We were talking about computers, and you passed your first exam.  

Yes, it was called CSE.

CSE Computing, was it?

Yes.

And what did it feel like to have a CSE?
Well, it was good, and when I got the certificate in the post at Redclyffe, I took great pleasure in pushing it under the noses of the staff that said I wouldn’t manage it.

And what was the reaction you got?

They were quite pleased, but I don’t think they expected me to carry on with it: well, I didn’t really expect to carry on with college, but I found that it got me out of work, so I just carried on, doing course after course.
What other courses did you do?

Business studies, A-level literature, where I met another friend: Sociology, A level and O level Sociology, and then I had to take a year off, when I got English Literature.  

Why did you have to take a year off?
I had cancer.    
And how did that first manifest itself?
Well, I found a lump in my breast one night, and I waited until the next night, when I knew one of the staff who was coming on, who was an ex-nurse.  I talked to her about it.  She went straight to the warden’s wife, saying that I ought to see a doctor immediately.   In those days you had to be nearly dead, to see a doctor up there.

 We’re talking, what, about sort of the late seventies, are we?  

Yes.

So what happened next?
The next day, the warden’s wife made me very upset.  I was in tears, because she said that I had betrayed her trust.
Why did she say that?

She said that I ought to have gone to her first.  She wouldn’t talk to me for the next four days.

So, when did you go...

So the doctor came. He said it had better be investigated.  The doctor was very patronising.

How? How was he patronising?

We had to have the same doctor that was at the unit: we didn’t have a choice.

But how was he patronising?

He talked down to me, and he was a bit smarmy.

And what did he say to you? 

He didn’t think it was much to worry about, but he’d send me to the hospital, to have a biopsy, so I went to the hospital at St Albans, and they tried to aspirate the lump, and it wouldn’t.  It wouldn’t aspirate, so I went in for a day and they took a biopsy.  They sent me back home that day, with stitches in my breast.  I went to work as normal the next day, which angered my mother.

This was in the workshop, was it?  What were you meant to be doing, in the workshop?

I was put on folding up newspapers.  Fuses.  They were in paper.  You had to fold them up in half.  I don’t know what fuses they were.

And how did you feel at this stage?

Well, a bit apprehensive, but the staff were nice at the workshop.  We had two ladies that helped us at work, and organised the work.  They were very chatty and jolly: lovely ladies.  And then, I don’t know, I can’t remember but, I was at Redclyffe, in my room, and the warden came round, and said that I was needed back in at the clinic, at the hospital, to have my stitches out, but there was no-one there to take me, except the odd-job man: he was a really nice old man.  He took me to the clinic and we waited in the corridor, and they called me in, and gave me the bad news.  

And what did they tell you?

They told me I had to have my breast off, so [coughs] they sat me in cubicle with a glass of water, which I couldn’t drink, because I hadn’t got a straw, and they drew the curtains across, and I think I was just in a daze.  They told the driver; his name was Sid; to go back to Redclyffe, and try and locate the warden’s wife.  
Why was that?

To come.  I think I sat there about an hour or more: I can’t remember: it was just the shock.  In the end, the warden’s (wife) came.  She drew back the curtains and said, ‘I can’t leave you alone for five minutes’.  I think it was a joke, but she was quite sympathetic, and she brought my overnight stuff.  She took me up to the ward, and they showed me to my bed, and the bed was all crumpled sheets and dirty, and she said, ‘You’re not getting in that bed until it’s changed’, and they changed it.  She sat with me about an hour, and then she said she’d go back and ring up my mother, about Avis, (that was the staff I told about my lump), she said she’d get her to come and sit with me in the evening.  It got towards the meal time and I was in the bed, and they put the meal on the bed table, and the bed table had wheels on, and I went to help myself, and [laughs] it flew down the end of the bed, but the lady opposite me saw what happened, and she came over and fed me, ‘cause the staff didn’t bother.  Meanwhile, the warden’s wife had rung my mother up, in Banbury, and told her that I was having my breast off the next day.
What did your mother do?

I think she rang up my cousin.  He said that he’d drive her straight up that evening, and she could stay in my bed at Redclyffe.  She got there the next day, just before I was going into the anaesthetic room, and then I remember I was in the recovery ward.  I was trying to tell the nurse something, and the nurse asked my mother what I was saying.  Apparently, I was very conscious of my right arm knocking against my wound, and I was asking that it could be tied down to the trolley.  

And this was when you were just coming round from the anaesthetic?
And then, when I was in the recovery ward, they were very nice to me down there, but when I went back to the ward, I never saw a nurse or doctor.  If it hadn’t been for my mother being there all day, I wouldn’t be here today.  

Why do you say that?
Well, one day she came in, my wound  had bled so much, it was through to my nightdress, and they hadn’t noticed, and they wouldn’t come and re-do it.  
So what did your mother say?

She insisted that they re-do it.  They said that I was wriggling too much, and that’s why it hadn’t been done, and one day, I didn’t have a wash; well, I never had a wash all that week; except they did get me out of bed and they kept pulling me under the arms, which was excruciating, and they sat me in the wash room and expected me to wash myself, and then they put me back in bed.  Then I wanted to use the toilet.  I couldn’t use the bed pan, so my mother suggested that they put the bedpan in my wheelchair, or a chair, so I managed that alright, but I missed the pan, and it went on the floor, and it stayed there till I went and discharged myself.

How long was that?

A week.  

So you discharged yourself?

Yes.  My mother knew I was getting a bit anxious.  We said that I wasn’t getting the care that I needed.   The doctor came round.  He said I could go back to Redclyffe, and the district nurse would take the stitches out.
Where?
At Redclyffe.

So how did you feel when you got back to Redclyffe?

Relieved, but I had my stitches out... [tape ran out]

Side B

And what was the reaction from everybody at Redclyffe when you went back?
They were quite shocked.  Anyway, a week after I had my stitches out, the warden’s wife brought the doctor round to see me, and they stood outside my door, and my mother heard the warden’s wife say, ‘Judy is getting bored here, and she’s ready to go back to the workshop.’

And what did you feel?

So they came in the room and said that they thought I was getting bored, and that I might like to go back to the workshop.  [laughs]
And what did you say?

I was just astounded, and they walked off, and I burst into tears.  My mother said, ‘They can’t make you go back: they can’t make you go back’, but I said, ‘They will, they will.’

I meant to ask you, did anyone every say, ‘I don’t want to work in the workshop?’

I did, but...
And what was the reaction?

‘You’ve got to go to the workshop.’

Was there any reason give that you had to go?
It was just to get us out the way, during the day.  They didn’t like anyone there during the day.  It would mean extra work.  Even if you felt ill, you would have to go to work.

You’d still have to go to work.  You were saying that you had to virtually drop dead before they would let you off.  Why were they asking you to do the particular jobs you were doing, then?  Why were you doing, putting screws in bags, why were you...

Well, that was all that we were fit for.

But I mean, why those particular tasks: was it because somebody was paying for you to do that work?  

Oh yeah, it was contracted.  

And what sort of companies did you have contracts with?

I don’t know, really, it was just delivered every week. They were making porch lights. 
Porch lights.  How were you making porch lights?

 Assembling them.

And do you remember what that involved?

I wasn’t involved in that, only packaging.  That was all I was paid for. 
Were the people who made the porch lights paid any more than you, or was everyone paid the same?  

Yes.  I think we got a bonus at Christmas [laughs], but it wasn’t a great big bonus: I can’t remember what it was.

Did you have targets of how many things you had to do every day?

Some of the more able ones had targets, but the rest of us worked at our own pace; but if we were slacking, we’d get chivvied up.

I mean, did you talk about the work amongst yourselves?

Yeah.

What sort of things did you used to say about it?

Well, Veronica and I didn’t like the work and we complained.

