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[Feedback.] OK. This is the third meeting with David, dated 3rd March, and we are going on with David’s life story. OK David.
Thank you. I thought at this stage I would say a few words about my physical condition during these early days – the time that I was at school. I thought p’raps it would be interestin’ to compare the treatment, the ideas and attitudes that the medical profession had in those days to what is current practice today. At my first school, Victoria Home, I was prescribed spectacles, glasses, to wear because it was thought, for some reason which I never discovered, that cerebral palsy people like myself were in danger of developin’ a squint, [talking together] in my right eye.
Right. Good.  

And I had to wear these glasses all the time, and they were only a nuisance [laughs], 
Mm.

as one can imagine. I was always breakin’ them for a start, and it was [rustling noise] quite difficult. It was a extra handicap havin’ to wear them. But eventually, when I got to my last school, [Whiteness] Manor [School], I just ditched them myself and nothin’ more was said about them. And all through my school days, I was havin’ to wear heavy, surgical boots. This was to attempt to correct a tendency of my ankles to go inwards, and keep my feet straight. I think this was after the operation to drop the heels, but I had to wear these boots, right through (as far as I can remember) to when I left the senior school, which was at the age of sixteen. And this again, you know, especially durin’ the hot summer months, it was really uncomfortable. I also, for two or three years, I had to wear night callipers,
Oh.

in bed. I surmise that this was to try and keep my legs and ankles straight. But of course, bein’ athetoid [a type of cerebral palsy] the restriction just had a detrimental effect and increased my spasms, and [talking together] 
Mm.

I found it difficult. And in fact I think once the staff had put them on and I couldn’t sleep, I used to take them off. But, [laughing] I know why. Because of the tension in my legs, I used to break these callipers ’cos they were made of aluminium and padding, so that didn’t really do much, wasn’t any benefit at all [laughs]. But, I had regular speech therapy (I used to visit a speech therapist in the town of Margate) and this continued I think for three, p’raps four, years. 
Mm hm.

And fortunately the speech therapist she was very good at her job, and we kind of got to know each other. We got friendly, we developed confidential conversations, 
[Talking together] Mm, good.

and this helped me. It was actually [good?] to speak to somebody outside of school, and just discussin’ outside of school. 

[Talking together, David inaudible.] Mm, good.

And [rustling noise] this was an enormous help to my psychological well-being. My walkin’ was still very unsteady, even after the operation, and my walking gait was very erratic. And my arms (’specially my right arm) was slightly bent, and when I was balancing sometimes I used to hit people with my right arm. But, it [I?] was hittin’ through doorways and things, and bashing myself. I had quite a nasty incident when I was goin’ out of the door. I caught my hand [voices in background] on the door, and got a large splinter in my finger, 
Mm.

and the splinter had paint on and the whole finger became sceptic and inflamed. That was a very bad experience because I had to go in to hospital and have it lanced and everything; and I was still fallin’ over, and cuttin’ and grazin’ myself.

And with this arm, did you have any embarrassing incidents, like people accusing you of groping them, or [laughs] something?

No, I’ve -
No, because of - 
I’ve never had that.

No, I have heard [laughing] of people having, you know, great embarrassment.

Yes. I know one time I [and] my mother (we were on the train) and she was tryin’ to get my coat off of me. And my arm flew out and really hit her hard. I hit her terribly, 
Yes.

at times, yes. Just these little incidents stand out in my mind.

Have you better control now over these involuntary movements?

Yes, but in recent years it has got worse again. Now I take muscle reaction [relaxant?] tablets. But, especially at the Coney Hill Home, we had an excellent physiotherapist,
Good.

who came in most days, and we had individual sessions with him and he was very helpful and understanding. And he did a lot of limb replacements [?] and gettin’ me to try to walk in a straight line. He had a line on the floor, and we had to walk,
Yes.

in a straight line. And also relaxation. But at the senior school the physiotherapist, who was the wife of Mr [?], she wasn’t quite so understanding and therefore [never?] had so much patience. But I remember him [her?] tryin’. She used to have two frames – one to tie laces, and one to do up buttons – and neither of those were very helpful. I really used to struggle to try and do that. So, as far as my hands were concerned, I still had little control over them at that point, in my early teens. [Inaudible, break in recording.]

OK.  

Well I was at the Coney Hill School up to the age of (I believe) twelve, but then I went to the Shaftesbury Society Senior School which was at a place called Kingsgate near Broadstairs, which was six or seven miles away, right on the tip of the north east Kent coast. A very cold place, but in the winter we used to get the bitterly easterly winds, a lot of snow and ice. And I think that will always stay in my most vivid impressions of [Shaftesbury Society] School – the fact that we were always cold. Because the point is, the heating system was totally inadequate and it was a very spartan regime, having to line up each mornin’ before they called breakfast (which was about before eight o’clock in the mornin’) in our houses outside in the yard. And that’s unless it was pourin’ with rain, but on a bitterly cold mornin’... I think that’s always with me [laughing]. I still feel the cold now thinkin’ about it, and it seems that they had no concept of, you know, of how those conditions would affect children with all kinds of disabilities. We had to get up, strip, and wash in a cold wash room which was at the end of a draughty corridor, the door leadin’ out into the yard. Another thing I remember – the main toilet block were across the other side of the yard, so we had to go across, usually to use the toilet, and we had to be in bed by half past seven in the evenin’. We’re talkin’ about boys up to the age of fifteen now, and we had to strip wash again, stand in this draughty corridor, to have a cold drink of milk and p’raps a biscuit or a slice of bread, stand, not sit down.

And what happened if you didn’t make it in the morning over to the toilet? I mean surely you had to get dressed and all that, 

[Talking together.] Oh yes.  
before you could even get there?

No, we had toilets inside,
Oh, you had urinals inside. [Talking together] Yes.

but yes, we had toilets there, but it was just the main toilet block for the school buildin’ that was on the yard.
Mm.

But you seldom went to the toilet. 
Terrible.

The toilet facilities weren’t adequate anyway, for the number [talking together] of boys that were there.                        

Yes. And did you have baths, or showers?

We had baths and showers, but they had to be supervised,

Yes.

by the staff, and we were only allowed a bath, or shower, once a week. We had to have a change of underclothes. We had to go a whole week without. That was [hard?] playin’ games and football, and things like that.  

Yes, yes.
I think of all my impressions and memories of [Whiteness] Manor School, I think it was that that stands in my mind the most. The actual house itself was, I believe, a Victorian, well, manor house I suppose; so it was totally not suitable for boys with all kinds of disabilities. Another stupid thing was that it had a main staircase, and off the main hall a wide staircase and shallow steps, but we weren’t allowed to use that at all. We had to clamber up a steep side stairs at the back, which I presume was used for the servants’ quarters. And there was this staircase and I think that two or three times boys used to fall down them.

Mm, hmm. On the other hand, they might have called it ‘normalisation’, because I am recognising things from your school that my expensive girls’ public school also had: you know, like cold dormitories, feeling the heat from the electric light bulb, not being unable to use the splendid central staircase, 
Yes.

which was only for staff and prefects [laughs]. 
Yes.

But it wasn’t as bad as yours was because, with the toilet block over the other side and, mm. 

I suppose it’s just the attitude – no idea,        

No.

in those days.
No. No idea really. Yes. So who was in charge of the school? Was it an enlightened, or -
Well again it was the Shaftesbury Society...
Yes, yes.

... Senior School, and The Shaftesbury Society is, or was, a Christian organisation,

Yes.

and very evangelical preachers. They were not all [evangelical?], 
So,

but I thought that they were practising, ordained in their own way. They didn’t actually materialise in the way that we were expected to.
Mm. So were the staff and the headmaster, or headteacher, [laughs] appointed on their Christianity rather than their knowledge of disability?
Well certainly yes. The superintendent and matron were husband and wife [talking together, inaudible].
Gosh. Even that sounds like the workhouse. [Laughs.]

[Laughs] Yes, we used to have to call them ‘Sir’ and ‘Matron’, and all this.
Mm.

And the actual house staff were quite nice, and they were [had?] all very Christian beliefs and values, but the teaching staff and the school side was quite a separate buildin’ and was far more relaxed and more conventional. And it was the teachers, well two or three of them, I really got friendly with. And they used to encourage us to do more outside the school when you can, but of course there was strict restrictions on what you could do outside the home. But these three teachers, I will always remember, (with whom I kept in contact with many years after I left school) they used to invite us to their own homes, 
[Talking together] Mm, good.

give us some tea and things like that. And that really... it give us some rare opportunities of actually bein’ in what I would call a ‘normal, homely environment’. But they were too few and far between. We certainly weren’t allowed to go out at all, unsupervised. They used to take us out in what they called ‘the ambulance’ to certain things of interest, and occasionally to the cinema, and to the theatre occasionally. But it was all supervised. Sundays were borin’ but busy days. We had to attend church in the morning. We had to go one in the morning, after our lunch and rest period, we had to go for a supervised walk, up to about four or five miles sometimes,

Oh God.

and then, in the summer months, we had to go to church again in the evening. I personally, at this stage, was beginning to question, and because I’d been brought up in the Anglican church I resented havin’ to go to a church that had denominations with congregational church – very much evangelical, bible-thumpin’ type of preachin’. And as I got to the age of fourteen or fifteen, I kind of rebelled against this, and fortunately one of the staff, a Mr Butler (who incidentally also was cerebral palsied himself: very mild cerebral palsy) he was Anglican, and he started to take a few of us to the Anglican church on a Sunday evening. So that was a [in?] Bournemouth. But until we were in our last two terms at the school, we weren’t allowed to go out at all by ourselves. And then [in] the last two terms they used to call us ‘the nine o’clock boys’ [laughs] because we were allowed to stay up until nine o’clock (whereas the others had to go to bed at seven) and we used to be given a proper supper instead of just cold milk and sandwich. We had a bit of a cooked supper, and we were able to stay up and watch television, but there was a point where they allowed us to go out on a Sunday afternoon by ourselves, so that was great of course. By then I had gained a little bit of independence. Most holidays I used to go walkin’, by myself, to the local park and down to the cliffs which were about half a mile away I should say, and had a great sense of freedom. 

Mm, yes.

But certainly, it was very Victorian in the whole place, the whole idea and the system of corporal punishment. The system it was awful – the spectacle of seein’ a poor lad bein’ thrashed in front of the whole school. And I always remember a boy bein’ caught because the grounds were quite extensive, and a lot it was out of bounds anyway, but of course we didn’t bother about that. But if you got caught, and were out of bounds, you got into trouble. But this poor boy, he didn’t have a home (I think he was an orphan) and in the holidays he had to – 
[End of Tape 3, Side A.]

[Side B.]      

OK.
This boy, I think by then he was about fourteen or fifteen, he got caught one day in the bushes. He was with a member of the domestic staff, a young girl, and she was given the sack and he was expelled instantly from school. Goodness knows where he went, but he had no family at all. But instantly: no reason. Also, of course, some of us senior boys used to have a bit of fun with the girls at the girls’ school about a mile down the road. Sunday afternoons, we’d meet them in the park and go out with them. That was frowned upon, but they didn’t [know?] I was goin’ out. And every year they used to call [have?] what they called ‘garden parties’ at the school, organised mainly by the local committee. They called them, oversaw the school, and raised standards and that. And we used to have to perform something, and get dressed up, and things like this, and it was quite breathtaking really, some of things they got us to do.
Mm. 

And I remember we had a dwarf boy, a dwarf. He was very small, only about four foot high, and one year he had to dress up as a baby. And that didn’t seem, well, p’raps I didn’t think it at the time, but lookin’ back on it, yeah. But one positive aspect was that by this time I’d been with the scout movement, at the previous school, and I was now in the scout troop at [Whiteness] Manor, and I did enjoy that. We used to go campin’, and once a year proper camp in an old park near Sevenoaks. That was very excitin’ because that gave us that week of freedom, independence and skills, and I became, before [the end of?] my time there, I became the troop leader 

Good.

of the scout troop,
Yeah.

because I gained my first class badge,

Very good.

too. And part of the first class badge, you had to undertake a hike of I think it was about fourteen miles. Now, by this time, this is goin’ back a bit but, I met somebody called ‘Sandy’. This was back at Dorchester. He’d introduced me to the branch camp, 
Ah yes. Mm.

so I’d already been [to] the branch camp a couple of times but when it came for me to do my first class test, this hike, Sandy managed to adapt it for me – that instead of walkin’, I could cycle on my tricycle.
 Oh good.

And he got another of the senior scouts to come with me, and [rustling sound] we were supposed to camp out for the night, and we took our tent, but havin’ got the tent up we ’ad a terrific thunder storm, [interviewer laughs] and fortunately, we were in a field that had an old barn. 

Oh.

Yeah, and so we went into the barn, [both laugh] spent the night.

Good.

Of course we had no sleepin’ bags in those days, we just had blankets, and I actually did that, down this Dorchester.         

Mm.

Yes.

That’s very good, fourteen miles.

Fourteen.
Very good, yes. All this is familiar to me because I was in the guide movement too.  Yes. [Laughs.] Yes.

Did you have to do things like that?

Yes. I also, you know, used it as a stepping stone a bit.

Mm, yes, good. Yes, bein’ in the scout movement certainly helped me a lot, making me that independent, self possession [talking together, inaudible] and I think that was the most positive aspect of it. And also, one year, I can’t remember which year it was; I can remember we had St George’s Day parade at Windsor Castle.  

Gosh!

I didn’t know if they still hold it, but it’s all the scouts, the youth movements together in a quadrangle at Windsor Castle, and the Queen comes, 
[Talking together] Good.

and inspects you. And it’s said they have a complete troop of disabled scouts there, and they choose two from each county, and one year I was chosen to go.
Great.

But unfortunately, well that particular year the Queen was unable... well she had a bad cold, so the Duke of Edinburgh came and talked to us.

Mm, good. And was he good?

Yes, yes he was.

[Laughing] I mean, ’cos he’s supposed to have a reputation of -
Yes, well he was chatterin’ and

Good.

yeah. I’ve still got the photograph of me [talking together] and my two friends.
Mm, mm, that’s great.

So that compensated a little bit, because when I was in my teens, ’52, the Queen, well she was then Princess Elizabeth, (meantime this was at Dorchester, because most of the land around Cornwall belongs to the Duchy of Cornwall) she visited the three hundred farms, but of course I missed that because I was at school.
Do you want a rest?

Yes. [Break in recording. Rustling sound.] Well of course, being away at boarding school for up to three or four months at a time, we all used to look forward to the holidays. And as the day approached we used to get very excited and I remember one year we had a kind of flu virus goin’ about the school, and we were so afraid that they would stop us goin’ home. But thankfully it didn’t happen and we were so relieved.  We used to have to go by train up to Victoria Station in London, where our parents used to meet us – they used to have to come down from all parts of the country and meet us at Victoria Station. And of course as we got near the station we got more and more excited, and we used to look out the window to see if we could spot our mums and dads, and so that was an exciting time, something that we used to look forward to. And also the train journey: ’course in those days it was steam trains, the journey used to take longer, but was far more interestin’. And my father used to come up to fetch me, and sometimes we spent a few hours just lookin’ around the parts of London and that then. For somebody that’s used to the peace and quiet of the countryside, that again was a new experience. The crowds, the traffic, the shops… I remember we used to get what they called ‘The Royal Wessex Train’, which must ’ave been... it was quite a famous engine on the sort of southern railway. It used to run everyday from Waterloo down to Weymouth, and it actually used to do the journey in I think it was three and a half hours, whereas the other trains used to take up to four and a half hours, 
[Under breath] Whew!

so it was quite an experience to travel on p’raps up to a hundred miles an hour, 
Gosh.

on an old steam train like that. And the way we used to run at Southampton, they used to, well it still does, run by the docks. And I used to look out and see either the Queen Elizabeth or the Queen Mary Ocean Liner in the dry docks at Southampton. And, of course, I got a nice time meetin’ my mother and family again – quite an emotional time. It took the boys a couple of days for them to settle back into [things?]. I used to look forward to gettin’ back on the farm again, and by this time I had a bigger tricycle, and so I used it all the time to cycle round. I used to [go on?] the farm and get up to all sorts of mischief [both laugh] and things. I used to still come off the tricycle sometimes, but I didn’t seem to come to much harm, except for a few cuts and bruises. But anyway it was the sense of freedom again and bein’ home with the family. At the age of about I think ten or eleven, I had desires to, you know, go further afield by myself, and my parents wouldn’t think of it. They said, ‘You can’t walk down that busy road by yourself, into town.’ But then my brother, who I think at that stage was about seven or eight I think, he said he’d come, he’d look after me. So we used to walk into Dorchester, 

[Talking together] Mm.
and walk round, because by that time I’d got used to walkin’ and havin’ to go on these regimental marches at school. And I could walk fairly well.
Yes, going in isn’t so bad, it’s downhill. But [laughing] coming back, it’s all uphill, isn’t it?

[Laughs] Yes, I found that. ’Specially when I got to actually cycle into Dorchester and back, yes. But after a time my brother he got fed up with that and he didn’t want to come with me any more. I think because he became conscious of people lookin’ at me and he got embarrassed. And so one day I took it upon myself to go on my own. I didn’t tell my parents until I got back, you know.

Mm, good for you.

[Laughs] So that was the start of it. Once I’d done it once, that was it, and I never did look back, you know.
Mm, very good.

The fact that I got back in one piece, I think [talking together, inaudible].
Yes, because it was a fairly busy road, [talking together] and it was the main road to the West Country.

Yes, yes it was. No pavement, 

No.

just a tree-lined avenue, banks… And quite often I remember we had to like throw ourselves onto the bank, because the cars came too close,

Yes.
because the road, it was a very narrow road.  
Mm.

But I certainly enjoyed it because bein’ a part on the farm and sometimes takin’ part in farm activities like haymaking and harvestin’, it was [?]. And I forget how old I was, but there was a very nice friendly man who used to work on the farm, as one of the farm labourers. He used to drive the tractors and when the farmer wasn’t around, this man Tom used to let me get up and steer the tractor.
Good.

And I remember one day he let me steer it ’cos he was ploughin’ a field, and he was steerin’ a straight furrow right across the field. And from that time I knew that I could steer
Mm.
a vehicle safely. I mean not to actually drive it, but I knew that once I got my hands on the steerin’ wheel, I knew that I could steer it.

And so it was possible and that, I suppose, it made you [laughing] set your sights on -
Well, yes, I shall come to all that later on.

Yes.

And durin’ the holidays, ’specially summer holidays, I used to spend a week or so at my grandparents’, up at Walthamstow where I was born and brought up. And I always used to look forward to this because it was really my first introduction to [knocking sound] lookin’ forwards to my teenage youth. Because I was part of a group, with my cousin Michael and three or four other youngsters, we used to go about and call ourselves ‘The Gang’. We used to get up to all sorts of things: fishin’ in the river, we used to be scrumpin’ the apples, 

Mm.

and we used to get up to all sorts of mischief, as young teenagers do. And I always felt part of it, and was accepted as one of them. And if I needed any help they would help me (if we ’ad to clamber over a gate or something). They just accepted me, and it was really great. And there was girls and boys in the gang,
Oh good.

which was nice. But also, bein’ with my grandparents – I used to love bein’ with my grandfather. He was the verger of the church and one of his responsibilities was goin’ and windin’ the clock in the church tower, and he used to take me up the spiral staircase. 

Mm, mm. 

How I used to get up there [interviewer laughs] nobody knew. Neither did I. But I was at that age, I suppose I was about well ten, eleven, twelve years old and as we got higher and higher the tick in the pendulum used to get louder and louder, and I was gettin’ scared to climb so close [interviewer laughs]. And my grandfather used to laugh at me ’cos he was always makin’ jokes, jokes about ghosts and spirits and things. But he was a great character and everybody in the village, especially children, used to love him. They used to gather round and he used to tell ’em stories and make up things, and he had a lot of stories about the ghosts and St Dunstan’s, things like that. And of course we boys used to be intrigued by all this [laughs] and he always used to have a sweet in his pocket, give us sweets. He was so well-liked in the village.  [Break in recording. Background noise.] Yeah, I think it’s around this time that I began to feel conscious of bein’ different to other people. Although I’ve just said that I was accepted, as part of the gang of people, when I used to go out walkin’ around the town of Dorchester I was very conscious of people starin’ and hearin’ remarks. ‘Oh, poor boy’, or ‘It must be hard for his parents,’ or all things like this. And I think that it was around the time of my early teens, when I was actually walkin’ about in the community, I really felt conscious of bein’ different from other people, because at that time, one hardly saw any other people that had a physical disability,

Mm.

like myself, because I suppose they were either shut away in institutions or there just wasn’t anybody about, there just wasn’t the people. I stood out in the crowd sort of thing, whereas today nobody, or hardly anybody, takes a second look at you. It was a lot of the children of course. I mean they didn’t know better and I just had to accept about that. But nevertheless it did take time for me to come to some little realisation that I’ve got to ignore it and just carry on. And of course not bein’ able to speak very well, I couldn’t (especially with children) I couldn’t try to explain how I was, and that made it p’raps more difficult other people with similar problems. But it did mean that towards my middle teens I just thought that I was standin’ on the side lines all the time. And I remember particularly, p’raps this was just after I left school altogether, that I used to go to the church youth club, and the leader, he was a keen ballroom dancer and he used to hold like dancing classes. And I used to just have to sit at the side and watch them and that’s, you know, because he felt slightly embarrassed for me to try to dance, and I couldn’t, certainly at that stage but -
You’d have been all right the next decade, when the twist [talking together] came in, and [laughs] and you can dance on your own.

Oh no, oh yes. As a teenager, 
Yeah.

nobody said ‘When are you goin?’ to ask – 

[End of recording.]
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