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Tape 2, 02.02.05

This is the second of our meetings.  If you’d like to go ahead. Phil was very pleased with the last tape.
Right.

You don’t have to bend towards it, 

Right.

you just sit comfortably.

Yes. I finished the last session with an account of my experiences at the first boarding school I went to at Victoria Home in Bournemouth, and I would just like to start this session, just to p’raps go back and say something about my physical condition during those early days of my life. As I said, I did take my [rustling sound] first steps of walking about the age of three and a half years old; but I was very unsteady on my feet, and I had very little control of my hand movements and arms which flew about in all directions. The spasms were quite severe so that, although I was actually taking steps, I would usually have to hang on to something (I had a little trolley which my father had made in those early days). But when I attended my first school at the infants’ school at Dorchester, by that time I was having regular physiotherapy at the health clinic in Dorchester because the medical profession by that time had some idea... 
Mm.

... of the cerebral palsy condition and it was helpful. I believe I also had some kind of speech therapy as well but I’m not sure about that – my mind’s a bit hazy on that one. But the problem was of course that these regular physiotherapy sessions interfered with my attendance at the school,
Mm.

and that was one reason why the education authorities said that it would be better if I went to a special school where the treatment and the education would be there together.
Mm.

And so that was one reason why (although I was very happy at the Grove School) it was decided (and my parents regretfully agreed) that I should go to the Victoria Home. But as I say, my walking was very unsteady and erratic, and I was always tripping up, falling down, grazing myself, banging my head and everything else because I walked up on my toes.
Mm.

Very little balance... So, definitely after about I think a year at the Victoria Home, the orthopaedic surgeon who used to be visiting regularly recommended that he should operate on the backs of my legs to cut the tendons,

Mm, yes.

to drop the heels. So obviously my parents had to give their permission to do that. I figure I was about eight and a half then when it was done,
Mm.

and that was quite a dramatic experience because I spent I think it was just over two weeks at the hospital, and for some reason my parents weren’t even allowed to come and visit me.
Oh God!
But fortunately I was in the Poole General Hospital, and both my uncle and aunt worked there. My aunt was a ward sister at the hospital,
Ah, yes.

(not on the ward I was at),
No.

and my uncle was a pathologist... 
A ha.

... at the hospital so they would come in, 
Good.

every day, just to see how I was [laughing]. And I remember a very amusing incident: one day my uncle came in about lunchtime and he fed me some jelly,
Mm.

and for some reason they’d put some butter in this jelly and I was sick all over my uncle’s posh uniform. I don’t know why they put butter in jelly, 
Yuck.

but, [laughs] you know, that’s the kind of incident that I do remember [interviewer laughs] of my time, 
Yes.
in Poole Hospital.  
[Break in recording.]
OK?

Yes. I don’t remember much else about that episode in my life, except I can still [remember] real pain, especially when they took the stitches out two weeks afterwards. But from that time my walking improved. I was still unsteady on my feet, but at least I was putting my [traffic noise in background] feet down together on the ground, and I wasn’t falling over quite as much. And of course we had regular physiotherapy at the school.
Mm.

It was generally about three or four times a week even, and they did have a hydrotherapy pool there, 

Mm.

so in that respect it was at an advantage that I was at that place at the time. I wasn’t very happy at the Victoria Home: it was very impersonal and as I’ve already said, for very young children to be away from home for such long periods [sound banging] of time...
Extraordinary. So this would be in the late forties, yes?

Yes, late forties, maybe up to 1950...
Yes. But, you know, you weren’t happy there because you missed your parents. How did you feel about what you were learning, the standard of education?

Well, I got on quite well at the actual
[Talking together] Good.

school lessons. The teachers were very helpful and they worked individually because there was only about ten or twelve pupils in the class. 
Mm, mm.
But there was only three classes anyway. [Inaudible.] But by that time I could read quite well, but of course my hand movements were still very jerky. I found it difficult to hold a pencil.
Mm, mm.

So the writing... I couldn’t do much writing. 
Mm.

But I think the standard of education there, for that period, was reasonably good.

I bet you wish they had invented computers in those days,
Yes, mm.
or even typewriters would have [talking together – David: typewriters, yes] helped you a bit. Did they have any typewriters?

No, no. Nothing like that, no.
Oh

No but, although I said that, that aspect of the place I felt was, like I said, quite enjoyable. But as far as the home itself was concerned, it was very impersonal, and the staff didn’t seem to [rustling noise] be approachable in any way, apart from that one nurse (Nurse Fox) so everybody seemed to go her when they got upset, and she was very kind. And the matron – we didn’t really seem to have much to do with matrons. 
And so did you have to call all the staff ‘Nurse So-and-so’?

[Talking together] Yes, Nurse, yes.
So it was really ‘medicalising’ your disability?

Mm, definitely, yes. Yes, and [voices in background] one thing that sticks in my mind is when the children got parcels from home [background noise] they weren’t allowed to have them, except that all the sweets and things had to be shared out between the children.

Mm hm.
But one thing that did happen there, which had quite profound repercussions in my later school life was that, one tea time the matron came and asked me to go with her up to what they called ‘the play room’, and for some reason I thought she was going to take me away somewhere. I cried and screamed, kicked up a fuss, but anyway, when she got me there she introduced me to a man who was going to form a Christian Cub... 
[Talking together] Ah.

... Troop at the school. 
Mm.

He asked if I might like to be part of it, and that was my introduction to the scout movement, 

[Talking together] Good.

which carried on right through my school days, and beyond. About 17, I think, I eventually left it.
Mm, mm. [Talking together] Yes.
But I think I’ll say more about that, later on.

OK. 
Right. [Sound of rustling paper.]

Do you want a rest?

Yes.

[Break in recording.]

Right, well, as I’ve already said, [voices in background] the Victoria Home was run by what was the Shaftesbury Society, who had at that time (I think) six other homes and schools around the country. So, at the age of I believe eight or nine, the boys were passed on to these other schools (which in this case was situated at Margate,

Mm.

on the Kent coast). [Coney Hill Home, Margate.]
Oh dear, that’s a long way away from your home.

Yes. So, as the education authorities were still prepared to encourage me to carry on at the boarding school, to have this special education and treatment, [rustling sound] it was decided that I should go to Margate to continue my education. My father made a visit there beforehand so he was able to actually see the school, and went there and came back. I think he said he seemed quite impressed by what he saw, but when the time came for me to go there, at the end of the school holiday, I was taken in a car with two people as escorts from the education authorities. And they had to take [rustling sound] a girl to a girls’ school in Surrey on the way, and I remember that was a terrible journey because of course in those days there was no motorways or anything like that. We left quite early in the morning [rustling sound] and we didn’t get to Margate ’til, well, teatime in the early evening after taking this girl to her school. So by the time I got there I was feeling really exhausted, anxious, worried and upset, having said goodbye to my parents early that day, and not knowing really where I was being taken. But anyway, I think I soon settled into the new school, the term there. It was quite pleasantly situated, on the outskirts of Margate. There was open country around. There was a farm opposite, which was a bit like home, which didn’t make it quite so hostile, different, and of course one or two of the boys that had been at Victoria Home were there, because I had progressed with them.
[Talking together] Oh good.
So I soon made friends with them so that was helpful. And I soon found that (although when I went there they were in a transition period) the former ‘Superintendent’, as they called them, and Matron had just left, and one of the house masters took control for the first few weeks until the next person came: a Mr Simms. And Mr Simms was... the Superintendent’s wife was Matron and…
Sounds like the workhouse. [Laughs.]

[Laughs] The Shaftesbury Society were very Victorian in their ways and their language, [laughs] but this Mr Simms, he was very kind. He was a person that you could easily talk to; very approachable. And he had time for [rustling sound] anybody, I got on very well with him, and by the time I was there he had an open sports car and he used to take me out for rides there. And although I thoroughly enjoyed that and it was a great deal of fun doing that, I was conscious that I was becoming one of his favourites, you know, and that caused some friction with the other boys. And it’s something I suppose that’s bound to happen, you know, in a boarding school environment, but I remember, you know, it was a cause of friction and there was fights and arguments, 
Oh dear.

and everything else. Anyway I’m transgressing a bit. Anyway [voices in background] we were encouraged to be independent, which was very good, and we weren’t cocooned or confined because the atmosphere of the school was good, because we were taken out quite a little bit on educational visits to factories, to local places of interest, historical sites, and we were taken to watch the local football matches,

Yes.

on Saturday, ’cos the Margate football field was about half a mile up the road, and we did that. They used to take us out for Sunday walks, and soon my walking [siren in background] distance, ability, was progressing all the time, and I was having less falls (although my arms was not very controlled, and they used to fly, especially my right arm which used to fly out in all directions, which sometimes caused embarrassment, hitting people). But yes… And the house itself had quite distinctive extensive grounds. It had an orchard and there was trees and bushes all around, and of course boys of that age, we got up to all kinds of mischief and [laughs] jokes, and I remember some of the older boys, they tried to strike a bike or a camp,
Mm.

in the corner of the grounds in the bushes, and got themselves into a gang. You had to be highly favoured to be part of the gang, but that was all put a stop to because they hid food in their pockets, and [inaudible] actually started a fire, a camp fire, 
Mm hm.

cooking food [laughs]. 
[Talking together] God!

And they soon got into trouble for that [laughing]. But that was all part of growing up: the open spirit of adventure. So, yes, that was good really. We had each... the class had a patch of garden, we were…
Mm hm.

Just in the summer, we used to go out under supervision and actually look after the patch of garden, and mine was [inaudible: called] the flower patch, so...
Did you enjoy gardening?

I did, yes,  

[Talking together] Good.

because my father had a very [talking together] nice garden at home.

Yes. Mm.

I used to, like, go out and try and help a bit.

Good.  

Yes, and the school side of the establishment, that was very good. They had very…Mr Green was the headteacher, [rustling sound] and he was excellent, 
[Talking together] Good.

encouraging people, and he taught, he had extra-mural activities in the evening. I joined this stamp collecting group and built up quite a collection of stamps over the years.

Do you still collect stamps?

No I don’t. [Laughs.]
[End of Tape 2, Side A.]

[Side B.]
[Aircraft noise in background.] Yes, although it was a friendly, happy atmosphere, the discipline was quite strong, and the staff (well of course it varied) but the staff kept quite a tight control over everyday lives. The daily routine was quite rigid and structured. We used to have to get up at seven o’clock, I think, and get into what we used to call the ‘daily queue’ to use the toilet, and [laughing] we always laughed about this over the years but, we used to have to queue up, in order to use the toilet. They used to have a book, and they used to, if you were [weren’t?] successful, you got a tick. If not, you had to try again the next morning [laughs]. If you weren’t successful then you got another tick, and on a further morning if you wasn’t successful then, you had to join another queue, to get your daily dose of Senna Pods [a laxative].
[Talking together] Oh God.
[Laughs.] And this... it was ludicrous, 
Mm.

but that’s how it was.
Yes.

That’s something that has always stuck in my mind. But it was daily queues all the time: you had to queue up to go into school, you had to queue up to go in to have your meal, because we had three different what they called ‘Houses’; we had all different houses.
Roughly how many boys were there?

At Coney Hill I would think about three dozen, 

Oh I see, yes.
between thirty and thirty-five, not many because it was quite a small school. [Rustling noise. Voices in background.] There wasn’t much privacy and you couldn’t... they had lockers, but just one little locker where you could keep all your personal belongings. But they were far too small and you couldn’t lock them, and so often things used to fall out or things got stolen.

Did you have locker inspections to see if they were tidy? [Laughs.]

Yes, things like that, yes. If they got too full you were told to throw things away and things like that. [Laughs. Rustling sound.] But one thing that was very similar to the Victoria Home was that the actual site was on a slope of a hill, so there was steps and slopes everywhere. But people with disabilities, [aircraft noise] you know, there wasn’t any wheelchairs there ’cos they couldn’t have anybody that was severely disabled at all. 

So, did they at least have hand-rails?

There was a hand-rail, yes.

So maybe it was a policy to keep you moving?

Well yes, 

[Talking together] Yes.

I expect so. But there was no [one?] time there, that they built a new extension on a patch of land at the back of the building, which the Cubs and they used as a quiet room. People might go in there just to sit and relax, because before that there wasn’t anywhere you could go at all. And they used to after lessons, but in the day time a visiting physiotherapist used to come in and he was excellent, a very good physiotherapist, so that treatment continued. And I was also going to a clinic in Margate to have speech therapy at certain points throughout my time there. So my speech also improved a lot in this time and because we were encouraged to express ourselves in drama and reading aloud in the classroom, we got ... it all helped to improve... 
Mm.

... our conditions and so that was [inaudible: handy]. They had quite forthright [inaudible: views] on what to do.

And did it boost your confidence?

Yes, it did.

Mm, mm.

Yes, and we had a lot more contacts with the outside world,   
Oh good.

they used to come in [inaudible: just to…], we were taken out and the American Air Force base was stationed two miles up the road, and they kind of befriended us. They used to give us an annual party at Christmas and they used to provide a cake for each boy on their birthday.
Gosh.

So, [laughing] you can imagine that: thirty-six boys (roughly), we had these delicious American cakes coming every week, [interviewer laughs] shared out at teatime.

Yes.

That was good. Yeah, anyway, we had a football and a cricket team,

Mm.

and we used to play matches with other schools in the area and 

Good.

we won occasionally. But of course I wasn’t able to partake in that but, well my best friend, Peter, [laughing] he was in the cricket team and one match, it was just a miracle, he actually caught the ball [interviewer laughs]. He actually caught it. He was so surprised he just fell on the ground. Yeah, I remember that. It’s just the small incidents that I remember, but,

Were they all children with cerebral - 

[Talking together] No, no.

 palsy, or did they have other disabilities? 

No they had other disabilities.  
I see.

We had [pupils with] polio, 
Yes.

well TB [tuberculosis], and 

Yes.

things like that. But Peter had cerebral palsy. We knew each other right from the Victoria Home,

A-ha.

before. One or two others that we went together right through our school days.
Good, good. So, did you come home for three holidays a year?

Yes, we did there, yes. But of course, because of the distance my parents weren’t able to visit.
No.
I think they only managed one visit a term, or even less than that, because it took them... they had to travel overnight on the Friday night to get there for Saturday morning, and they had to travel back overnight, on Saturday.
Yes.

So it was a whole weekend, you know, but they used to come just to take me out into Margate and we used to enjoy the delights of a seaside town, visit the funfair; Dreamland. And so I always used to look forward,

Yes.

to that, even though it didn’t happen very often. But I remember my friend Peter and, I forget why but, at one stage [engine noise in background] he was very unhappy there, and, of course, we had to write letters home (I think it was every fortnight or something) and of course letters were censored, but Peter somehow managed to smuggle a letter out to his parents. 
Mm.

And his mother came down and, well, I can’t remember the exact details, but she really had an afternoon with the Superintendent about whatever it was that Peter was unhappy about, and I think she was on the point of taking Peter away with her, but it didn’t happen. But that’s just an example of how much we were under their control,

Yeah, absolutely.
all the time.

Do you think it was something to do with other children, or other teachers?

Probably, I just can’t remember.

No.  
No, I just...
Mm. Yes. And did he get into trouble for sending out a...
[Talking together: inaudible.]

... letter without permission?

[Laughs] Yes. Yes.

Mm. Yes.

And of course all the letters and parcels that came in, they all had to be opened before we were actually allowed to see them in case there... they used to take any money and that and put it for people to pay back, which they kept, which could use to buy tuck [food] or [inaudible]. 
Mm, mm, mm. Did they censor the books you were allowed to read?

I can’t remember [if] they did, no.

No.  
No, but...
I remember having [laughing] The Cruel Sea taken away from me.

Really?

Yes.  

Oh, no I can’t remember that they did that. It’s mostly comics we had in those days. Yeah. Can I stop now?
Mm.  
[Break in recording.]

Yes, as I’ve already said, the majority of the staff at the school were very kind, considerate, friendly, understanding. But there were a few there, had no real conception of how to look after or care for children of our age group, and they imported a whole set of disciplines and ideas. I always remember one amusing incident when we kind of took control, more or less. This one member of staff, who I don’t think stayed there very long, he was supervising what was our rest period. We had to have a rest period after lunch, every day. We used to have to lie on our beds, we had to be quiet and no talking, I think it was three quarters of an hour or something like that and at the end of the time this member of staff for some reason wouldn’t let us get up and go, because there was somebody was talking or something, I can’t remember. But anyway, so this would be in the dormitory, about 15 or 16 of us, and so the ones that could, actually got out the window onto a fire escape and escaped that way. This member of staff tried to go after them, and the rest of us bolted out then to the door. It was a

Mm.

protest against authority.  

Yes.

Something that impressed upon me greatly there was their method of corporal punishment, both at Coney Hill and later at Whiteness Manor [School]. It was terrible, because if somebody had misbehaved, had done something there against the school rules, he was punished in front of the whole school by either the headmaster or even the Superintendent: put over a chair, and thrashed (a thrashing with either a slip, a slipper, or even a stick, and on one or two occasions, [engine noise in background] they even took their trousers down
God.

to do it).  

Talk about abuse and perversion.

Yes.

Oh.

Mm hmm. People just wouldn’t believe it, would they, these days? But that’s all what people did years ago.

Mm. Yes.

It was accepted. So that’s something that’s left me... well it [made] a deep impression on me, my mind.
Were you ever, did you ever receive corporal punishment?

No. I was always a [both laugh] goodie little boy.
Yes.

Although I did, well as we’re talking about it, I did protest once, and in my best schoolboy manner, but it didn’t, … We had Prefects there and by that time I was totally, you know, anti-authority, you know, against any kind of authority I was given by my companions. One of my friends became a [Prefect]. This was later on, you know, towards the end of my school time, and the older one got the more chance there was of becoming a Prefect. 
Mm.

And this friend, Colin, he was a couple of months younger than me, and it was between him and me, and because his speech was clearer, he was given the chance to be a Prefect, and I considered it most unfair.

I do too, I think that’s appalling.  
Yes.

That can’t have done much for your confidence.

No. No, I was about fourteen or fifteen, 

[Talking together.] Mm, mm.

at this stage, and of course anything he said I totally rebelled against and this was at the senior school [Whiteness Manor School]. Even there we had to open our letters in the presence of a member of staff in case there was money in it or other things. And they gave out the letters, just before the rest period, and I had no time to read my letter from my mother before the rest period and I read it when I was laying in bed. And this Colin came in and said, like, ‘What are you doing?’ and I just carried on reading it and he sent me down to the Superintendent’s Office, where [you] may well have probably expected that he would give me a thrashing for disobeying a Prefect, but he [the Superintendent] I think he realised how I felt about it,

Of course.

so I was just given what they called an ‘early night’,
Oh.

and I had to go to bed at five o’clock instead of seven o’clock. [Laughs] It all seems so stupid.

Oh, it seems so terrible now.

[Inaudible.]

At Coney Hill, with the discipline and corporal punishment, were you aware of parents ever getting involved, or power parents, 
No.

or were they only too pleased to have, you know, a school for their [laughs] child?
I think that this was the case, yes.

Mm, mm.

And of course in those days, corporal punishment, all the time, any schools really... I mean it was the accepted thing, wasn’t it?

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Well, I think on the whole, my years at Coney Hill were quite enjoyable and...
Were quite what?

Enjoyable.
Good, and -
And it did [inaudible]. I certainly had a more outward approach to my life, like I say, they certainly did their best to [engine noise] integrate us into the wider world, and
Mm, mm. Were you allowed out in twos and threes, or did you always have to go out ‘on croc’ walks?

Yeah, we had to go out on supervised walks,

Yes.

On a Sunday. 

[Talking together]  Yes, yes.
Sunday afternoon: it was church in the morning and walk in the afternoon, and sometimes we walked up to about [engine noise] three or four miles,
Mm, good.

because we were so open, there were fields around there.
Mm, mm. [Engine noise. Talking together.] Are you...
So we,

Sorry.

So they took us to church part of the way in this... they had like an ambulance-cum-minibus that they used, so they couldn’t take everybody, so they took the ones that were able to walk fairly well half-way, they dropped us off and we had to walk the rest of the way. They came back and fetched the ones that were not able to walk very well.
Mm, mm. Yes.

So Sunday was practically taken over with walking, [laughing] backwards and forwards.  

[Laughs] Mm. Kept you fit.

Yes, certainly did, ’specially in the winter. Because you were just in the north east corner of Kent you’d get all these winds.  
[Talking together] Mm, mm.

You used to get snow and everything else,

Yes.

and we had to, unless it was absolutely pouring with rain, we obviously had to line up in the morning, outside, 

Mm.

before going into the classroom.
God.
And we used to have, like, short...
Short pants? [trousers]
Yes, there were no long trousers in those days.

No, no.

You were only allowed long trousers when you got to the senior school. [Traffic noise in background. David laughs.]

Now, if you feel you’ve talked enough about Coney Hill, do you want to stop before we go on to the senior school, or are you OK [talking together] to go on?
Yes, I think I’ll just stop there for now.

Was there anything more you wanted to say about Coney Hill?

I don’t think so, except that it was my first introduction to television – that was a novelty.
Mm.

They had these little altered screens, made everything very small but they had like a mobile screen which they put in front of it, that magnified the picture.
Mm, mm.

And they used to let us watch the [humming noise like feedback] children’s programmes at nearly teatime, and of course the day of the Coronation we all had to sit and watch the whole thing.

It was a long time to sit. [Laughs.]

It was, especially on hard chairs.

Mm.

Mm.

Mm.

Mm: so.

OK?  
[End of recording.]
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