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Okay David, it’s very nice to meet you. If you’d like to start and just, you know, say when you want to pause.

I was born in 1942, at my grandparents’ home. They were living in an old house not far from here in a village near Glastonbury, in Somerset. Obviously it was wartime, and my mother was staying with my grandparents at the time, obviously because she was expecting me and because there was no facilities at that time, it had to be a home delivery. My mother has always said that for the first 10 minutes after I was born I was perfectly alright. There was no complications, although she did experience an alarm the day beforehand, but it seems that after 10 minutes or so after delivery I stopped breathing, and (fortunately the doctor, who I think was helped by the nurse) they had oxygen in the car and he brought oxygen and they revived me after five or six minutes, I think. But it was that time that I sustained some damage to the brain because of the lack of oxygen, and therefore that has been the cause of my cerebral palsy from birth.
Of course my father was serving in the army but he was actually present when I was actually born. But he had to return to the services from the army and had to serve in North Africa and Italy, and apart from a short time he didn’t see me again until after the war had ended, which meant that my poor mother was left having to cope as best she can with a baby who obviously was not developing as normally.  At that time of course very little, if anything, was known about cerebral palsy and the doctors had no idea at all. So my mother had to use her own intuition to deal with me and to try and encourage my arm and leg movements, and with the help of a very kind and understanding district nurse, between them, they devised a means of getting my arms and legs moving. But it was a very slow process apparently and there was nobody to advise or direct what they should do. Of course, I don’t remember much at all of this period of the first three or four years of my life. It was war time, we were living in an isolated farm cottage, next to a radio beam station which transmitted messages across the world and of course we were a prime target for enemy bombs. But fortunately none actually fell on that radio station, but when the air raids were on, my mother had to take me down to the main farmhouse and we all had to shelter in a cellar of the farmhouse for safety. And one thing which I do vaguely remember is my mother pushing me in a pram down what was then the main road, to this farm and the [tapping noise] American troops coming along in their tanks, and on vehicles and throwing oranges and other fruit to us, which of course you, in those days, were unable to purchase anywhere in the shops. But apart from that I cannot recall any real details of my life at that time.  
So [mechanical noise in background] when my father returned after the war, I was three years old and at that time I could not walk at all, even though my mother had encouraged me and tried time and time again to get me to walk. But I believe she told me that I could take a few steps with holding on to her or to something, but it was the greatest joy of their lives when they saw me take my first steps at the age of about three and a half: just a few steps across the room, unaided.  
That was a great achievement.

[Whispered] Good. Yes, definitely.

Yes. Well then this was in 1945, ’46, and we moved to another farm cottage, which was attached to the farm itself which, just for a matter of interest, was called Poundbury Farm, which is now incorporated in the town redevelopment [Poundbury] inaugurated by Prince Charles, near Dorchester.

Mm.

So my father worked on the farm and he looked after the poultry on the farm and we had quite a large flock of birds there. And my development then, although quite slow, did improve and I was able to walk about fairly well. But of course I was always falling down. But even so I spent a great deal of my time at Home Farm with my father and tried, [laughing] p’raps trying to help him a little bit, and getting quite enjoyment with that.  In 1946 my brother Anthony was born, so my mother had the extra responsibility and work to look after both of us, which she found quite a strain because it was a case of coping with my needs and also with caring and looking after a baby again. It was quite a difficult period for my parents.  
When I reached school age in 1947, it was undecided what should be done. Even at that time, there was very little knowledge about my condition and the education authorities were in a dilemma as to what they could provide. But it was decided eventually that I could attend [rustling noise] the infants’ school in Dorchester: the Grove Infants’ School (which is now the local art centre).

Oh yes, I know.

Yes.  
Mm.

So, [rustling noise] it was decided that I could attend there and for the first term or two I just went for half a day.
Mm.

My mother or father took me down on the back of the – we had a little seat on the back of his bicycle – he took me down and fetched me at lunch time, and that experiment, for me, worked out very well because fortunately the head teacher there was a very kind, understanding lady: Mrs Stevenson.  She didn’t have a clue about any kind of person with disabilities or children with disabilities at all, but she was very intuitive and she helped, supported and encouraged me a great deal.  She went out of her way to try and explain to the other children about how I was and what they should expect, and the other children totally accepted me very well, even in those days, and I played with them out in the playground, and this really helped me...
Mm.

... in integrating in the playground. I remember once, we had a very cold winter: I think it was 1947, 
Mm. [Coughs.]

and the playground was covered in ice, and of course the children, they enjoyed that, 

Mm.

skating on the ice. And two of them got a hold of me, one each side, and skated me across the ice.

Oh dear.
I can remember that [both laugh]. And like I was saying, Mrs Stevenson really helped me a great deal at that time. I remember once she discovered that I could control my arms and hands better, standing up and leaning against a table at the right height, so during lessons when we had to write anything she let me stand up…
Mm.

and I used to write on a cupboard at the side of the classroom,

Good.

and I think this gave me more control with writing and drawing. I used to draw a lot then, quite artistic. So that period in my childhood was very happy, constructive.
Good.

[Break in recording.]
So, we are now around 1947, ’48 time, and one of my vivid memories of this period was having my mother and father, on a couple of occasions, cycle with myself and my brother – both seated on the seats behind on their bicycles. They made the journey from Dorchester up to my grandparents’ home at Baltonsborough near Glastonbury, [Somerset]
Gosh.

a distance of 35 miles.  
Whew!

[Laughs] I believe that they returned on the train, but even so, it was quite a journey.

Very tough, yes.

Yes, and I remember one incident then that stands in my mind – [aircraft noise] we got caught in a thunderstorm half-way, and we had to shelter under a tall hedge, and I was so frightened I screamed and screamed because of the thunder, 
Mm.

and I was about six, maybe seven, and my brother of course was only about two or three. We were both crying [interviewer laughs] and screaming. We were so scared. But then of course, it was hardly any traffic on the roads then. You would pass a car or vehicle, I suppose, every five or 10 minutes. So there wasn’t the hazards or dangers that we encounter now because you wouldn’t think about cycling. And talking about cycling – it was about this time that my father purchased my first tricycle, which I used practically all the time.
Mm.

And this was great exercise for my legs. I used to go hurtling, either down the garden path, which was a long path. I got more adventurous and went outside, much to the annoyance and anxiety of my parents, but I used to go and ride around outside the farm. I often fell off. I was always falling off and banging my head or cutting my head, grazing my hands and knees. But no, I was gaining more in confidence all the time and that helped. That was a great help to me at the time. 
Mm.

I suppose that I was at the infants’ school, I think it was less than a year (I can’t be sure) and the education authorities at that time they didn’t have any provision at all for schooling for children such as myself, so they advised my parents and my school – I should go to a special school. I think that then my parents reluctantly agreed to it because there was really no alternative because no upper school would accept me. So that was a very difficult decision. So I was sent to a school run by The Shaftesbury Society at Bournemouth. That was terrifying. It was a junior school at that time.  It was called ‘The Victoria Home’ I s’pose I was, I can’t remember if I was six or seven, I think I was seven when I went there, and my mother has always said how upsetting it was when they first took me there, that I was crying, and my mother didn’t want to leave me but they just had to go.
Mm.

And the nurse took me and told my parents to go, and that was a very distressing time for a young child of six or seven to be taken away [talking together] from their parents.
Mm, terrible, terrible.
My recollections of Victoria Home are rather haphazard and vague, but the one thing that really sticks in my mind is, you know, being away from one’s family, parents.  We were for one thing – there was no holiday at Easter.

No!

So you had to be there from the start of the year right through to the summer holidays: that’s what, nearly eight months? 
Oh dear.
And for young children, 

Terrible.

away from their parents for all that time...
Terrible.

They were allowed to see their parents once a month on a Saturday – the first Saturday in the month. Their parents could come and visit them and p’raps take them out in Bournemouth, but there were many children there from families or parents who weren’t able travel that distance.
No.

I mean, way back in the 1940s the transport system, it wasn’t like it is today. It used to take four hours just to get from London to Bournemouth on the train, let alone by car. So there was two children there whose parents lived right up in the north of England, so they didn’t see their parents all that time and I used to [aircraft noise] see the other children crying at night, wanting their mums, and like, for the first week or so, I just couldn’t stop crying. But of course, in my case…
[End of Tape 1, Side A.]
[Side B.]
Yes, in my case, obviously I was fortunate, in that Dorchester was only about 30 or so miles from Bournemouth. So my mother and father were able to come over, drive over in the old farm truck and take me back home for the day, once a month.
Good.

So of course I always looked forward to that, but the most dreadful thing that happened to me there always sticks in my mind. It was my grandparents’ golden wedding anniversary one weekend, and of course my parents wanted me to be there to join them, but unfortunately it didn’t fall on the weekend when they were allowed to take me home. So I was given a choice: did I want to miss the weekend where I was allowed home, or would I prefer not to go home that weekend but go to my parents’ [grandparents’?] anniversary? And of course, what a choice or decision to give to a child of that age. Of course I wanted to see my parents again, and I opted to go home on the weekend. And so I missed my grandparents’ family gathering, and I was the only member of the family that wasn’t there on that occasion and that was so upsetting to me.

Of course, of course.
Yeah. I suppose that for that time, the facilities at [rustling sound] that home were fairly good, apart from a lot of steps. I remember a lot of steps there. Besides the stairs they had a good physiotherapy room, they had regular treatment, and they actually built a hydrothermal pool when I was there so we were able to exercise in that. They [traffic noise in background] did take us out on excursions in an ambulance-type vehicle, like a mini-bus (I suppose it was) and they took us along to various places and things. The staff were mostly very kind and, you know, tried to help as best they could, but there was a whole mixture of disabilities there. There was a lot of people with polio there and TB [tuberculosis] cases, and a few amputees even. It was a bit one-sided in that, for some reason, the girls were able to stay at that school longer than the boys, so we had an imbalance of ages,

Mm.

all the time. But I certainly remember the teachers were good and patient, and we did most of the normal lessons that children of that age would do. My favourite member of staff was called ‘Nurse Fox’ and she was extremely kind and she would try to comfort us when we got upset and, you know, but the matron was, well, unapproachable, you know, and had a very...
Mm.

detached view. But so yes, that is the main thing that I remember from Victoria School because the isolation of being away from home for such long periods and especially that period from January to the [aircraft noise] beginning of August,
Terrible.
you know. I just didn’t understand why they did that [laughing] at all – leaving us all that time. So, I think I can’t remember any more about that period. I’ll stop.
So shall we stop now?  

Yes.

Yes. OK.  
[End of recording.]   
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