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So it’s Monday the 8th November, and I’m talking to Dr Lin Berwick, M.B.E., and Lin, perhaps I can begin right at the very beginning, first of all, and ask you when and where you were born?

I was born on 18th March 1950, at St Andrews Hospital, Bow, London, so I’m a cockney in the true sense of the word: born within the sound of Bow Bells.  I was three months premature and I weighed just two pounds at birth, and when I was born, the doctors believed me to be still-born, and they put me on one side and just attended to my mother, and suddenly she said, ‘I can hear my baby crying’, and they said ‘Don’t be ridiculous: your baby’s dead’, and she said ‘She’s not!  I can hear her crying,’ and they went to where they’d put me, on this trolley thing, and found that I was actually breathing, and just making the tiniest of squeaks, and all hell was let loose, and I was rushed to an incubator, and they didn’t know then in 1950 that, if they turned the taps to the oxygen up fairly full, to get the baby a nice colour and to get them breathing well, that they could burn the eyes and damage the brain, and that is in fact what they did, causing me to have cerebral palsy, and partial sight.  And I stayed in hospital for three months, until I weighed just five pounds: and I was taken to my then home at 13 Alton Street [Lansbury Estate], Poplar in the London Borough of Tower Hamlets and it was the home of my grandmother; my parents just had a couple of rooms there. We just had the old-fashioned back-yard, a courtyard, mostly paviour, and coal bunker outside and really ... outside toilet ... really difficult living conditions: not the sort of place that you would want to bring a disabled person up in, and my early years were incredibly hard because, in the first part, my mother noticed that I wasn’t responding in the same way that her other children had done: wasn’t doing the usual sort of milestones, and she got very worried, and kept taking me backwards and forwards to the doctor.  And the doctor said that she was an over-anxious mother.  She’d got to realise that she’d got a premature baby and that I’d got to make that time up, and I’d got very weak lungs and was generally a fairly poorly child, really. I had pneumonia twice in the first couple of years of my life because my lungs were very under-developed, and mum was taking me backwards and forwards to the doctor, and the doctor was trying to give her reassurance, but at eighteen months old [in 1952], mum got her way and I was taken to see a neurologist, who held me upside down by my feet ... I was stark-naked at the time ... held me upside down by my feet, watched me scream, and the way that my body moved, and said, ‘This child is spastic.  Take her home, forget about her: she’ll never be any good.  You’re wasting my time, your time, and everybody else’s.’
[A short interruption because there’s some background noise from ‘Harvey’, the dog]
My mother took me to see a neurologist who, after seeing me undress, held me upside down by my feet, watched the body movement when I screamed and said, ‘This child is spastic.  Take her home, forget about her, she’ll never be any good.  You’re wasting my time, your time, and everybody else’s.’  My mother was absolutely gutted by this experience, and she cried all the way home, from Carshalton to Poplar, and, as she puts it, she was extremely tearful and frightened, and then her tears turned to anger, and she said, ‘How dare this man say that you’re no good, and that you are to be taken home  and forgotten about?  We’re going to try and help you to make your way in the world’, and, basically, that’s what she did.  
I had two other brothers, both older than me, both able-bodied, and in a sense they were my salvation because they gave me a normal approach to life.  I was never allowed to get away with anything on the basis of disability, and we used to play and romp around together, and ... it wasn’t easy for them, because once we started the physio regime of every day until the age of four, going from the East End of London to Shadwell where, basically, they were giving me gentle massage and heat treatment, because I had so much spasm, and I’d scream a hell of a lot, and Mum always says that visitors to our house didn’t stay for very long because I did nothing but scream the whole time, and the only time I stopped screaming was when Mum was carrying me on her hip, and so I used to be carried by her while she was cooking the dinner, and moving around the house.  I think I had enormous frustration, and I can remember, even at three or four, having quite a lot of pain from spasm in the muscles, and at four, I started general physio, with a marvellous woman called Nancie Finnie. She turned out to be world-renowned in the field of cerebral palsy treatment, and she’d moved from the Queen Elizabeth Hospital for Children in Hackney to the Bobath Centre. It was then in Marylebone Road, and then it moved to Hampstead. And Bertie Bobath was a pioneer in treating somebody with cerebral palsy. Her method of treatment was not dissimilar to that of the Peto method.  Her attitude was about planting normal brain function: movements, actions, social behaviour: making a child do certain things over and over, and over again, until one day, the brain got the idea that this was something it wanted, you know, it had to do, and then was able to take on the function.

All the time, Lin, your parents, then,  were adapting to this new circumstance: what, for instance was – you talked about living with your grandparents – what was your parents’ work: what was your father’s work?

My dad was a carpenter and worked on various buildings, and my mother was a machinist.  She got money together...first of all, she started doing, once we moved into our council home in Poplar and they left my grandparents’ home, and we moved to Grundy Street in Poplar, she took a job making children’s night clothes, pyjamas and nightdresses, and it was a pittance of money: I mean, slave labour, and we were really poor, and yet my mum was absolutely wonderful, because as children, we never realised we were poor.  We had a very lovely home and good clothing, good food, and Dad worked hard, and we got a car, and he also got a caravan, and we had a caravan near, at a place called Seasalter in Whitstable: and they used to get us children down by the sea nearly every weekend.  Their idea was for me, that I got some sea air into my lungs, and made my lungs stronger, and crawled around ... you know, once I’d learnt to crawl ... on the grass on the big camp field, and got plenty of exercise, and, you know, I think that probably was my salvation, but, you know, my mum tells the story of how she would have to work and make a set of children’s clothes, like a shirt and a pair of trousers on Thursday, and sell it at the school on Friday, to get dinner for Friday, until Dad got his wages: so, you know, it was really, really tough in those early years.  
Mm.

And Mum was giving me exercises every day.  I didn’t sit up until I was three years old, and I didn’t speak until I was nearly four, so child development was very slow.  I count myself as incredibly lucky that, as somebody with cerebral palsy, I have normal speech.  This is quite rare, and I have used it to good effect over the years, and I think I’m a good communicator.  I learnt to crawl at the age of five, and this was my mobility around the house, and outside.  I used to crawl across pavements, roads, concrete paths: you name it, nothing stopped me.  I had knees like elephant skin, and the palms of my hands were really tough, where I just crawled around  on the ground; and some parents might have been really embarrassed by that, but my parents’ attitude is “While she’s moving, she’s getting strength in her legs”, and I think that they were right, really, but, crawling around as I did was a very expensive business, because I used to go through a pair of leather shoes every three weeks, and even though I had steel toe caps, I’d still go through those as well, and I used to go through a pair of jeans that my mum had...Mum used to buy a pair of trousers or jeans that were far too long, and then cut the bottoms of the trousers off use the material from the trousers to make patches in the jeans, and we’d have thicker material parts at the knee area, or leather pieces, and I would obviously go through those as well, because crawling on concrete, it didn’t take very long to make knees of trousers absolutely threadbare, so I was [laughing] a very expensive child to keep, and Mum struggled to buy me a pair of shoes every three weeks: but we got there.
What’s coming through is the strength of character, the determination that your parents had, that you should have opportunity then to grow up in an everyday family situation.

[Knock at door.  Ralph outside: “It’s only me, dear.”
Wait for the other door to go.]
What’s coming through, Lin, is the determination of your parents, the character: their strength of character: the determination that you should have opportunity then to grow up in an everyday family situation, and should have the opportunity to develop and to grow up.  

Well, yeah, I mean the East End grit was there, and I think they instilled it into me.  I think this is why I’ve had this sort of determination all my life and my parents’ kind of war-cry was ‘Yes, that’s OK, but you can do better’.  I know it was the thing that drove me on, but it’s also the thing that, in later life, I found very hard, because they never found it easy to acknowledge my achievements, because, in their opinion I could still do more, and more, you know, and I think I’ve spent the whole of my life trying to please them, really, [laughs] but obviously it’s been part of their ploy because I’ve actually done quite well.
And did you have much contact with other relatives?  With your grandparents?

No, no, we’ve had over the years, and it’s still the same now, we have virtually no support from family.  I think most of my parents’ family felt very awkward that there was a disabled child; there was a certain amount of social embarrassment.  We didn’t get invited to many family functions, and there was quite a lot of isolation really, which is very, very sad, and I know from my own early childhood, like my brothers had loads of friends, but the attitude of people down our street that had children of similar age was, ‘You don’t want to go and play with her.  She will hold you back.  You go off and play with your able-bodied friends’, which was a great pity really, because, you know, I didn’t really see myself as different from other children.  I knew I couldn’t get around the same, but, you know, I still had the ability to play and make friends and enjoy life, but somehow people thought that the restrictions that I had would rub off on their children, and, you know, that wasn’t good.

And did you become aware of this at an early stage or...

Yes, yeah, because I saw my brothers with heaps of friends that they would, you know, run around with, and, you know, go off to play, and, you know, they’d have lots of school friends and things, and I had virtually nobody, and it was quite tough.  But I, when I learnt to ride a tricycle at the age of seven, that was my.... that was the way I sort of improved things, ‘cause once I had wheels, I could move around and, you know, I could be much more mobile.  
[Phone rings.] 

Oh, there’s the phone, Lin.  [Break] So here you were, Lin, living with your family: if we turn then to the thoughts of early schooling.  What schooling options were presented to you?

Well, I realise now that education for me in the fifties and sixties was more occupation of the mind than actual learning.  I went to a school for physically-handicapped children in the East End of London, called ‘Bromley Hall’, and I used to go every morning on the school bus, and it was called ‘a special school’, and the only thing that was really special about it was the fact that it didn’t have any stairs.  In fact, my great grandmother used to go to the school, when it was a school for girls, about a hundred years earlier, and there was, in the school records, there was bits about the school carriages bringing, you know, the children in and, sort of icy weather, so in a way there was a funny family link, which is quite nice.  We had children that had all kinds of problems.  There was a lot of physical disability, a lot of children with polio, some with cerebral palsy, not that many: a lot of children with heart and asthma problems, and many children with levels of social deprivation.  Some children were very poorly dressed and had problems with personal hygiene, and children were abused; all that kind of thing, so it was a very mixed bag.  And we had teachers who were very kindly and others who were extremely fierce, and there wasn’t much understanding of the fact that I had very poor sight.  The oxygen had totally shattered the vision in my left eye, and left me with an eye condition called ‘Retrolental Fibroplasia’ which is a burning of the tissues at the back of the eye, due to oxygen, and the way it was described to me, it was like looking at a mirror with the back scraped off; you could sort of see right through.  And so I had vision from the area of 10 o’clock to 4 o’clock, so I always kind of looked at people sideways on: it probably gave me a slightly shifty appearance, but it was because of my poor vision.  It was quite amazing, though, what I managed to achieve, given the poor sight, because there wasn’t the sort of amplification aids and that sort of thing, and some teachers were very, very resentful, that they used to have to write things for me in big print, because I couldn’t see it, and then, wonder of wonders, we got a really good magnifying glass attached to my desk, which helped, and then I had these special glasses made called Keeler Aids.  They were very ugly and they were really two sets of magnifiers set into a pair of glasses.  One was like a long tube and the other was like a very, very thick, heavy lens, like a pudding basin turned on its side, and these glasses cost something like £500, and in the fifties and early sixties, that was a hell of a lot of money, so they were treated like gold dust, and I was only able to put them on for certain lessons.  [Laughs.]

So it was a school, then, for children through to sixteen, or...?

Yeah, through to sixteen.
And so what sort of numbers of children were there in total?

Um, probably around about 250, 300 children, and there’d be twenty-five, thirty to a class.  

What are your memories of a typical sort of day?

Well, the major thing for me about school then was that I wasn’t there a great deal, because I was having physio up in Hampstead three times a week, and horse riding once a week, so I used to get to school at 12 o’clock, and then, just in time to go to dinner, and then it was play time, so school started at 1.15 and finished at half past three so, you know, my school years were very, very depleted, due to treatment and hospitalisation, because I lost seven months of schooling when I had surgery on my legs.  

We’ll come back to that time in a while, if we may, but would you, how would you describe the priorities then of the teachers: what was their main emphasis?

Their priority was to teach you to read and write, and do some maths.  And then there was typing, which I absolutely hated, because I couldn’t type the Pitman way because I didn’t have the use in my hands, and so typing lessons were a nightmare because the teacher would get very angry with me, and also be very annoyed because I couldn’t see the typescript of the sheets that you had to practise with, and she’d have to come and read it to me, and sort of huff and puff because I was different from the other children in the class.  I used to love hymn singing on a Wednesday morning, where I could really kind of, let go and, you know, come into my own: anything to do with music, I was there.  Needlework again was a nightmare, due to vision and dexterity, and artwork was a nightmare because I couldn’t draw [laughs]: hopeless at drawing.  Didn’t mind painting and colouring, that sort of thing, but drawing: forget it.  So my great love was anything with music, and anything with words.  I loved English lessons and Scripture.
I’ll just turn the tape over if we may.  Just bear with me, because it’s going to stop in a moment.  Bear with me.

[End of Tape 1, Side 1]

[Tape 1, Side B]

Yes, O.K.  This is Side B of the interview with Dr Lin Berwick, MBE, and it’s the 8th of November, and, Lin, you’re talking about your early school experience.  Your favourite subjects were emerging.  How, though, did you get on with the other children at the school?
...On the whole I got on reasonably well.  I had one special friend.  It was very difficult because a lot of these kids were what I call ‘cor blimey cockneys’ and they regarded me as posh.  I’m not posh at all, you know, and I can swear and speak in cockney as good as the next one, but because my mother was always very strict about how we spoke and how we behaved with adults and teachers, you know, and I treated them very respectfully, and the other kids thought I was, you know, somehow different, so that was, you know, quite hard: and the headmistress, who didn’t particularly like me, when they used to bring visitors round the school, she would come over to me with the school inspectors, people like that, and say, ‘This child speaks two languages.’  ‘Oh yes?  And what are they?  How wonderful!’  ‘English and Cockney.’  Because I could turn on the cockney, the same as any other kid, in the playground, and when I was talking to the teachers and visitors to the school I would speak correctly.  So in a way, when I started to get a love of classical music, well that really [laughing] separated me from the other kids, ‘cause I was definitely trying to be posh and, you know, set myself, you know, apart from them.

When we talk about the school, can you, in your mind’s eye as it were, imagine yourself then back there now?

Yes.  It was a very old building and it still had the brown glazed tiles and just single light bulbs, which were very dull: I think they must have been about forty watt bulbs or whatever.   Classroom doors were a bit like, like I suppose you’d see a Georgian window today, with just little panels of glass in.  Not terribly warm: big old-fashioned oil radiators, ...and the thing I hated most was coming back to school from the physio and being given the obligatory third of a pint, you know, the little bottles of milk, which I wasn’t a great lover of milk, but they always stood the crate of milk next to the radiator so it was warm, and I just could not get this stuff down, because I hated the smell of the milk, you know.  And, of an afternoon when we were very small we used to go the rest room and lie on these sort of folding camp beds, and you’d have, you know, just a pillow and a blanket, and you had to lay there for a half an hour and rest, and then you had your lunch, or you had lunch first and then you had this rest period: but in the end, instead of going to the rest room, I used to lie on a blanket behind the piano in the main hall, because they wanted me to stretch out and get my quadriceps  straighter, and I used to do jigsaw puzzles, or use building bricks or anything that made me use my hands, and I used to sort of stretch our and lie around on this blanket, and periodically, somebody would come down: the headmistress and  the nursing sister used to have their lunch on a platform, so they could overlook the kiddies in the school hall, who were having their dinner, and so they’d walk off this platform and come to me [laughing] behind the piano on the floor and see how I was getting on from time to time.  That’s a memory I’d forgotten until now, but it’s, yeah, it’s quite a strong one really, and obviously that was strengthening my back, and I think the thing I remember most vividly is that no aspect of my life was ever done without it being for a purpose, so even play was turned into therapy; and things like using a knife and fork and eating, the posture had to be right, and mum and dad would never leave me alone: it was, you know, “Don’t hold that fork like that.  Don’t hold that knife like that.  Sit up straight”, etc, etc, and I really resented, as a child, their constant nagging, and going on and on and on about things, but, obviously, in later life I can see that they were only doing it for my good, and the real purpose behind it, because they made me much more socially acceptable.
And at the school, you talked about going away for physiotherapy outside of the school: that continued then, did it, through all your schooling?

Yeah.  I was with the Bobath Centre until the age of seventeen, and I only stopped then because I’d lost my sight and was going then to a school for the blind, and then going... which was residential, ... and then going to the Bobath Clinic at school holidays and things.

And how do you feel, looking back on your school years?  Do you ... how do you regard those years?

Well, the early years at the school for physically-handicapped were very tough.  When I went blind, the kids at the school were really nasty and I went through some horrible jeering and bullying, and people laughing at me because I walked into things.  You know, I went to walk through a door that had glass panels and, because I could see the light through I thought the door was open, and of course it wasn’t, and I sort of smashed my face, and then I walked into a brick wall and things like that, and hit my face again and I had tripod sticks poked into, and walking sticks poked into my face and handfuls of  mud rubbed into my face, and kids saying “Can you see that, then, Berwick?”, and it was horrendous at a time when you’re really frightened, because you’ve now suddenly got a new disability which you don’t know how to handle.  I had two teachers at that school who were my saving grace: Alfreda Elderfield. She was a special teacher that they had brought in to deal with the most profoundly disabled, or the most difficult, for one reason or another, and I was put in this class and there was eight of us.  Four of them didn’t have very good mental ability, and four of us were OK mentally, but two of them had ‘Duchennes Muscular Dystrophy’, so they would have died in their teens, and, you know, there was me, and this lady was very, very kind and she wrote books and things out in big handwriting: she helped me a lot with maths.  She played a piano accordion and she set up a small music group, percussion and instruments, and she got me playing the glockenspiel, and she discovered that I was quite a good musician, and that music was my salvation, because I shone from the other children: and I was then asked to play at school concerts, all kinds of things, so suddenly I was in the good books of the Head, which was a nice change, because she really didn’t like me, I don’t think.  
So you found a particular channel, through music?

Yes, and when I lost my sight, I mean, that was my saving grace. Without music, I think I’d have gone under, because it helped me to keep my memory and develop it, and it gave me a sense of inner peace from the tension and fear, and the other thing was Scripture and my Bible, and my Christian faith, which was really important to me, and that was how I got in with the kids in the neighbourhood, because we’d sit round and they’d say, ‘What did you do at the weekend?’, and I said, ‘Oh, I went to church.’  ‘Oh, you went to church, did you?  Oh, trust you to be different from other people.  Well, what did you learn at this church then?’  ‘Oh, I learned about the story of the Good Samaritan, and the woman at the well at Samaria and all these kind of things: the healing miracles of Jesus.’ ‘Well, tell us what you learnt, then,’ and what happened was I quickly discovered that these kids loved a story, and before long I had about twenty-five children sitting on the ground in front of me, and I would talk to them about the stories in the Bible, and I was obviously quite a good communicator, because they really listened, and the first couple of weeks they jeered, ‘Oh, you know, been to church again’: then they said, ‘Go on, tell us another story!  What did you learn this week?’ and the whole atmosphere just changed, and it was fantastic; and that was how I got my friends from the neighbourhood: they’d come and hear Bible stories.  [Laughs]

And were you then at this time, Lin, developing do you think then, for the first time then a sense of yourself then as a person?
Well, I knew that I was a good communicator, and in a way, even in my very small childish way, I was spreading the Gospel to kids who probably would never have heard it, and if they did, they would have just, you know, their families would have jeered, and sort of thirty odd years later, when I had the call to preach, it made me feel that, in a way what happened in those early years, from say about the age of  eight or nine, to being... what would I be.... thirty-one when I had the call to preach, that I was being kind of modelled, moulded to do this work, and not to be fearful of a group of people in front of me, and, you know, I mean obviously when you preach, and I’ve preached in some fairly big churches, I’ve never ... I’ve been afraid of communicating God’s word, but I’ve never been afraid of the mass of people in front of me, and the bigger the mass, the happier I was.

At school, Lin, why do you think there was this, on occasion, this atmosphere of bullying that you were referring to?

I think it was a totally new-found situation.  At one point, I had my own individual teacher for the blind, while they were trying to get me educated as a blind person, and so I was taken into a room by myself and I had one-to-one tuition, and mostly it was learning Braille and coping with that, but also in recreational periods I did things like basket weaving, and made lovely tea trays and stuff like that, and the kids would say, ‘Why is it she can do that kind of work and we’re not allowed to do it?’, you know, because it was a totally different form of artwork that, you know, they were told, ‘No, this was special because of my blindness’, you know, and it wouldn’t be something that could happen in the school as a whole, so in a way I was set apart as somehow different, and also that I was getting favouritism and, [slight laugh] that doesn’t go down well with a group of kids, and it was very, very hard.
And how were you taken to school, and indeed to physiotherapy?

I went to school on the obligatory green school bus, with a school attender, picked up at my home at around about 8.30, quarter to nine, dropped off half past three, quarter to four, and when it was hospital days, I had a hospital car service and my mum, we would leave Poplar at half past eight and we’d get to Hampstead for something like 10.30, have half an hour at the Bobath Centre and then hopefully back at Poplar for 12 o’clock.  Traffic on the roads were not nearly as bad as it is now, but it was still a hell of a chunk.  My dad used to come home for his lunch at one, and I’ve known Mum have to cook a dinner, ‘cause he always had a hot meal, I’ve known her cook a dinner on number ten, because, on the gas, because, you know, ‘Dad’s got to have his dinner on time’, and he being very angry: ‘You tell those doctors that you’ve got a husband coming home from work and you’ve got to be here!’, you know, “ who wants his dinner”, and sometimes it would all be very fraught, and the dinner would go up in the air, and Mum would be upset and... you know, quite tough really, quite tough.
And he was working locally mainly?

Yeah, well sometimes doing driving work and working away: when I say ‘away’, I mean like North London and things like that, but home every night, yeah.

And your mother, being with you then on a daily basis, at the Bobath Centre in particular: and what kind of a difference were your visits to the Bobath Centre making, do you feel?
Better mobility... helping me to become more confident and more socially adjusted.  It was, I think, small things... an example: there was, like, teaching social skills like washing and so on.  Now, when I went to wash my face, I would take my face to the face cloth, rather than the face cloth to my face, and they’d sort of stop me and say ‘No’, you know, “you’ve got to bring your hands up to your face to wash”, and you’d do it again and again, until it clicked and I was able to do this, and I had quite a lot of nightmares because Dr Bobath always had trainee physios and there’d be like thirteen of them come round, and they’d sit in on a session, and some of those sessions would be, like, using a knife and fork properly, and so they’d have some food on a plate: it might be bananas or a piece of fruit or something that you had to cut and eat it, like you would eat potatoes and meat and things, and I’d have to cut this food up and put it on the knife and fork, and I used to have nightmares that all these people were watching, and thinking, ‘Oh, do I have to?’, you know, ‘Do I have to put up with all this?’  I hated it, you know, I hated being on view, like a monkey in a zoo.
And tell me more about your memories of Doctor Bobath then.

A very nice lady, actually....  She was, I believe, Austrian, so she spoke with a very thick accent, and she was called ‘Bertie Bobath’.  Everyone knew her as ‘Bertie’, but I don’t quite know... probably her name was Roberta, I should think., but she was known as ‘Bertie Bobath’  Her husband, Kenneth, was a neurologist and they used to work together in this team and so he would be assessing kind of brain responses and she would be doing kind of physio-type things.  She was very nice, a very kindly lady: quite strong, physically.  Very, very determined, but I used to work predominately with Nancie Finnie, who was my hero, and she wrote a lot of books on cerebral palsy, and her classic book is called Handling the Cerebral Palsied Child at Home, by Nancie R. Finnie, and she was somebody I really looked up to.  I think she came from a very privileged background.  Her father was someone very big in the City, and her partner was the Chairman of ‘Sunpat Sweets’, so we got all these lovely goodies from time to time, and I was one of her favourite children, so I used to get spoilt rotten [laughing] at Christmas time and birthdays, and all these lovely presents used to arrive from Harrods, and places like that, you know, which was completely out of our league, you know, but it was wonderful to be spoilt like that.
And what sort of numbers of children were attending the Bobath Centre?

Well, difficult to know because I didn’t really see them en masse, and I think there was quite a lot because there was ... it was half an hour appointments, and my parents used to have to pay 10/6 [ten shillings and sixpence] a week towards the cost.  I don’t know who met the rest, but anyway, Mum and Dad really struggled to find ten shillings and sixpence a session... but they made this contribution to the cost.  I don’t know whether we got any other from the local authority, but, er…
This was.....

...or whether we went wholly private, I don’t know.  

This was per week, or per session?

Per session.

Per session.  So a day?

Yes, and 10/6 then, in the fifties, was a lot of money: you know, if you think that somebody was earning, I don’t know, thirteen, fourteen quid a week, you know, and sort of £1.50 or whatever was going on treatment, you know, it’s quite a lot.  

Mm. Do you feel that there were stresses and strains in your family, then?

Oh, terrible.  Terrible, because I took up so much time, and so my parents’ relationship obviously suffered, and I realise now that it suffered much more on a sexual level, because for a long time I had my bed in their room, because they used to have to help turn me over and sometimes I’d get very fretful in the night, so, you know, my bed was next to their bed, so obviously there wasn’t a great deal of intimacy between them when I was around, because I could hear everything that was going on, so obviously whatever they did had to be well and truly kept under wraps, so to speak, and I realise now, as an adult, how tough that must have been, but at the time, you don’t realise it, do you?  And Mum was still machining, to make ends meet.  She had now moved to making men’s shirts and she got, I think it was something like eleven pence halfpenny to put a dozen cuffs, you know, cuffs on a dozen shirts, and she got something like 1/6d [one shilling and sixpence] a dozen for putting collars and cuffs on, and to set a collar in a shirt is quite difficult to do, so our life was surrounded by dozens and dozens of half-finished shirts, all stuffed into sacks, and then they’d be picked up and taken away, and then she’d have another load, and so you always had this kind of smell of the fabric and, you know, kind of resin stuff coming out of the fabric.  It probably wasn’t good for your health, overall, and this big industrial machine, that sounded like a carthorse, going for something like eight, ten hours a day.  Between cleaning the house, doing the shopping, taking the kids to school, taking me to physio, I truly don’t know how Mum did it.  I really don’t know.
And, what....

And no help from anybody.  

I was going to say that here you were then without p’raps much wider family contact and no apparent from social services, as they would now be described.

We had, the occasional visit from the Child Welfare Officer... but other than that, no.  And Mum had no real support of who she could talk to, you know, when things were tough: she just had to get on with it.  

And do you feel the whole burden of all this then fell upon mainly your mother?

Yeah, she coped with the day-to-day stresses.  My dad was no good on that side, but if I wanted a set of parallel bars made, to help me with walking, or, one time they wanted me to sort of get the posture of my feet better, so he made like pedals that you could push up and down.  He made a small staircase for me to practise going up and downstairs, and that sort of things.  So, with his hands, if he could do anything practical, he was there.
[Pause for the end of the tape.]
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