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The situation came to a head on the Friday approaching our 10th week of marriage, so we’d been married for almost 10 weeks, and at this point I realised what the exact problem was. I’d arrived home from work and she arrived home from work, and basically she says, ‘This is nothing personal, but I’ve decided to leave yer. I made a mistake, getting married: I need another woman, not a man.’ Now at this point, you know, you’re completely taken aback, you’re devastated, but you realise that there’s nothing you can do about it, there’s no answer, there’s no counselling, there’s nothing you can do about a woman that needs another woman, and not a man. And I realised at this point that she probably needed another woman all her life but warn’t able to have children with another woman and basically, you know, she probably cared about me a lot, but she really probably only married me in order to have a family, and, as hard as it was to accept, I really had to accept this and move on. Now the only good point is that being married for only 10 weeks there warn’t a lot of problems to be sorted out: we’d bought an house but we had a mortgage, we didn’t have half of a lot of things and any children to consider, so as divorces go they don’t really get much cleaner than what I had. The only main problem is that without telling the absolute truth she didn’t have any grounds whatsoever for divorce, so every single reason for divorce had to be a made-up lie and, I had a choice of either agreeing to this, or I could have challenged it. So, I mean it’s p’raps not a nice thing to say, but my choice was that if this divorce didn’t cost me anything, she could say whatever she liked, since it’d be her that were lying and not me: and if it were going to cost me anything then I’d have to have the truth: and this is how we proceeded. We got divorced on the strength of whatever lies she decided to tell, and I mean at the end of the day, you know, a divorce is a divorce and within a short while [laughs] you’re just divorced and that’s it. [Voices in background.] Her actual grounds... she decided that her safest bet were to go for an annulment on the grounds of non-consummation. Now this definitely was not true; we had been trying to have a family but, basically, I decided it were easier to go along with this, as it were. I may get another opportunity in life to put the facts straight by deeds rather than words. So this proceeded and we got divorced the following summer. Although we never became enemies or at each other’s throat over this divorce, [someone background says ‘Sorry?’] if I were to bump into her or she were to see me, she ’as a great problem in seeing me, looking at me or dealing with me. I don’t have any problem whatsoever if I see her, it’s just her, and [sound of knocking in background] just to set the record straight, my philosophy was that although our 10 weeks of marriage didn’t turn out, you know, in effect I was extremely grateful for the experience of this 10 weeks, and prior to it, and it put a lot of ghosts to rest for me. I’ll live the rest of me life knowing that I’ve had this experience and that if I met somebody else and it were right I wouldn’t run away from it. It’s not an unknown quantity to me anymore; it’s something that I’d experienced, lived with and am the wiser for it. The next phase of me life revolved around, basically learning to live on me own, which didn’t really pose any problems to me. I’m a sort of person that could cope quite easily on me own: learning to live on me own, and dealing with properties and most of the time renovating properties and doing as much as possible meself. So the moment she left, you know, I had an house that was stripped down ready for renovation but no real renovation work started, and me first job were to get back on me feet again and start living a decent and proper life. I must say that when she finally left, her parting words to me were, ‘I suppose you’ll be going back to live with your mother,’ and, you know,  I have to say that my comments were, ‘You worry about what you’re gonna do, and I’ll worry about what I’m gonna to do: what I do don’t really concern you any more,’ and I knew at that moment that I would never be going back to live with me parents cos quite frankly I’d often wanted to live independently before that. I mean I left home just after me 31st birthday, you know, I would have liked to have been leaving home at 25 or 26, but the point is that my parents, especially me mother, didn’t really want me to leave home unless it was for the right reasons, and not just a case of going for independence. And I did have a large degree of independence within me family home, and I obviously spent a lot o’ time away from home on holidays, and I used to go away practically every weekend, and I did the family [knocking sound in background] household garden so I had access and did gardening whenever I felt like it, and often when you didn’t feel like it, but the point is that I’d lived a life that prepared me to know what I had to do. I knew that, you know, I’d learnt how to decorate, I’d learnt how to garden, and I’d learnt how to cook, and by travelling alone I’d learnt how to mentally cope alone and not be dependent, and all these now had to be put into practice on a continuous and unrelenting basis. It took me about six to nine months from this point to get on top of the house and get more or less completely decorated, and get on top of the garden. And at that point I reached a point also where I were able to start travelling again to some degree, and [banging noise in distance] the following Christmas I started me travels again with a two-week trip to Tunisia. I spent a week at a resort and a week touring Tunisia including extensive visits to the Sahara Desert, and then the following February I were back in North Africa again with an extensive tour of Morocco, a two-weeks’ trip round Morocco, as far down as the High Atlas Mountains and Marrakech, Casablanca, etc. I was once again back in business, as it were, and highly motivated again after the traumatic experience of separation and divorce. [Someone laughing in background] When I had been at school I had felt anger often at some of the spoilt brats that I went to school with. You know, one thinks of severely disabled people as p’raps having an hard life and in some ways it is hard, can be hard, but also I found that there were an awful lot of kids out there that were basically just spoilt brats, you know, they may be sat in a wheelchair and semi-helpless or what-have-you, but they just lived a life where [voices in background] they were ridiculously spoilt by their parents. Now I’d never experienced this, I mean my parents were all right to me, they were good to me but they were extremely firm, extremely hard, and I were treated exactly the same as what my normal brother were treated, my non-disabled brother, and it definitely didn’t verge on being spoilt, and this had been a great motivating force in me living a normal life. I mean, I’d started off being treated as normal and I wished to carry on behaving as being normal, and then when I’d gone to college and been bullied, this became another driving force, you know. The one thing that you understand about yourself is that you’re not a born loser, and that really although you’re gonna have to work hard to win, you are gonna work really hard and you are going to win. And then when I’d started work and I’d met even more idiots, you know, at least 50 percent of managers that I met, you meet these people and you realise that life’s gonna be an even bigger struggle than what you thought, but I turned this into motivation, and forced meself to work harder to, as it were, live a normal life and achieve the things that I wanted to do, and at the point of separation, you know, my wife had left me in an house, she basically took everything, even whether it were hers or not, basically, and she left me with a bed and clothes, and for some unknown reason, known only to herself at the exact moment of departure she also decided to leave me with half a jar of coffee. Now what relevance this had I don’t know, as I didn’t have any teaspoons and I didn’t have any cups, but it had some relevance to her, and basically after her departure, I’m sat in this living room which we’ve stripped bare, [voice in background] including taking the fire out, which is what she wanted, and no carpet on the floor, no curtains at the window, these have all gone, if we ever had them, but the point is we will have had curtains and they’d gone, and the point is that basically, I’m sat there, and I’m sat there on an orange box, and this is all I had; this house around me, in need of drastic renovation in fairness (I got it at a really good price because it needed renovation). But I’m sat there with this devastation around me, sat on this orange box, and the only thing that’s going through my mind is that there is only one direction that I can go in, because I’m about as low as what it’s possible to go, and I sat there and I basically said to meself, ‘And boy, am I gonna go.’ You know, defeat and failure is not something that I’m able to accept, or should I say accept easily, and I mean the thing is that you don’t really start something in life if you know you can’t do it, because you’re going to be an history of failures, but if you start things that you believe you can do then you’ve got to carry this belief to the ultimate level. It’s no good saying, ‘Well, I’ve got so far, you know, pack it in and accept it.’ It’s not within my makeup. I mean, I wouldn’t think of myself as superman or some superhuman being, but I know that within myself I have a capacity to make dreams come true, cos the point is that all you have to do is keep [laughing] your dreams real. They can be very, very far, they can be anything, as long as they’re real.  As long as they’re achievable, it don’t matter how far you have to go to achieve hem; if you keep your dreams real, you can make dreams come true. I mean if you think you’re gonna go to the moon or be an astronaut then you’re kidding yourself, but I suppose if you think you’re gonna climb to the top of Mount Everest, in my condition you’re kidding yourself, but if you think you can do a certain thing and deep within yer know that this is technically possible, however hard you have to work to get to achieve it, then believe you me, it’s achievable. I s’pose, you know, my greatest strength is that I can dream and I can keep hem real to meself, even though to other people they may seem a bit unreal, they may seem a bit far-fetched. I have this belief that there’s no point in dreaming if you ain’t gonna make hem come true, and so if I bought an house I’d look at the garden and think this has got x potential, dream about what it could look like, and then at some stage I’m gonna set about making this dream come true. I’m not gonna sit back and watch a garden full of weeds take over. I mean this may happen at some point [laughing] before you actually get to grips with it, but the secret is to not give up; the secret is to keep the dream alive and keep working for it. And at this point, and now being on me own... I mean, while I were married your dreams are tempered to what another person wants, but at the point when you’ve got sole responsibility again, it’s no good living to what somebody else wants, you might as well as well start [laughing] dreaming your own dream again, and whereas I could have been happy with what made her happy, I once again had to decide what were gonna make me happy. Now I lived in an house at this point which she’d chosen, where she wanted to live, you know, virtually I were living in an house that were totally her choice – it satisfied me but it warn’t my choice – and so my next sort of prerogative were to find another house and in effect move up another step in the world. Now it were never my choice to live in a house. I would always look at meself and view life long term and think, [voices in background] ‘Well, there’s gonna come a day when steps are gonna be really difficult so I might as well have a bungalow long before I need one.’ It’s not because I can’t manage steps but because I know that it’s inevitable that if I live long enough one day I won’t be able to, which is probably gonna be sometime sooner rather than later. So, with this in mind, I started looking about things, having renovated this house and got on top of it, started thinking about another house. I also travelled some considerable distance to work. I mean not excessive distance, I probably travelled about 12 miles or so to work, but it involved a journey of about half an hour each way, and quite honestly I’d prefer to have a journey to work of about 15 minutes or 20 minutes at the most, if you’re gonna do it every day, you know, the less the distance the better, if you can have an house in a reasonable area. I also worked in a more rural location, [noise of doors banging in distances and voices] so it didn’t really make sense living reasonably close to the centre of Leeds when I worked out at Shipley, which were a much more rural location, so with this in mind I put this house up for sale, and after some deliberation with various properties, eventually bought a three-bedroom bungalow in Bingley, with a view to some serious gardening. Now this house had 90 yards of garden by 20 yards wide and it were on a hillside and it had its own section of the River Aire, and were considered to be the Klondike Row of Bingley. Probably not particularly because it were [cough] cos of its value, but because of its location, and once again I’d bought a property that needed an awful lot doing to it, (although in fairness the garden were in reasonable condition) and to bring it up to the standard that I wanted it needed a lot of work doing, but in fairness to the previous occupants it warn’t overgrown and quite reasonable if you wished to accept it that way. So the next phase of my life started after this trip to Morocco. I had hoped to follow it up with a trip to Malta, but that all got shelved when the Inland Revenue that I worked for at that time were called out on strike when Mrs Thatcher tore our pay agreement up and said, ‘Right, you don’t have a pay agreement.’ And so, you know, with everybody on strike it, it warn’t that we didn’t have any money, it were that you can hardly be on strike and be in foreign climes, and so I spent about five months on strike attending regular meetings and now at this particular time I also were a union official at work. Now I were a union official partly because we saw this dispute coming and I felt that meself being an extreme moderate, ought to be involved so that I didn’t have somebody who were extreme, dictating to me what’d happen and what wouldn’t happen. But when the actual call for industrial action as it were happened, quite honestly it didn’t really leave us in a situation with over-much choice whether you were extreme, moderate, or whatever you were. You were either gonna be trampled into the ground or you were gonna make a stand, and, you know, I felt that we had no alternative really but to make the stand. This next house that I’d bought, the first job it needed were the roof replacing so we were talking about major renovations. It needed new windows, and a new roof covering. The timbers were still sound but it had asbestos tiles on it which had leaked to the point where it had a tar blanket put over it to prevent water, and I only got a mortgage on the strength of the fact that I would have this house re-roofed to modern standards with proper pantiles and proper new modern windows installed.  The house itself didn’t need immediate gutting quite as the last one, it were liveable for x amount of time while these works were done, but I renovated this house and basically for the next 18 months, I spent every spare minute I had working on this garden, and I had an extremely happy time. I bought a new chainsaw which I couldn’t use but I had friends tidy up all this woodland that I had down by the river, and cut me some trees down (small trees) that were in wrong places, and I had modern safe steps installed from terrace to terrace down this garden. And in fact I spent so much time on the garden that I really just put me TV away in the loft and [rustling sound] I never watched television for 12 months – except if I were visiting somebody else I might see TV at their house – but I never watched TV because if I had spare time it were spent either reading about gardening or actually out there doing it. And I actually got an enormous amount of pleasure out of working and re-landscaping this 90 yards of garden and levelling off lawns and getting more terrace walls put in, and sorting out the greenhouse and using it to good advantage, and growing a few vegetables and flowers and different things, and it were a period in which I were able to do all the things in gardening at that time that I’d really dreamed about doing, and I found this fulfilling. [Voice in background.] And also, having been divorced, I did meet other women and I’d also found that, now in me thirties, you know, this disability and meeting women problem is something that does get easier with age. I mean it’s very difficult I would say from my experience, for some woman in their late teens or early twenties to look at a disabled male and see any sort of future or prospects that suits their vision of what their life’s gonna be about, but once you get into your thirties, 30-odd year old women are viewing men with totally different ideas in mind. I mean maybe they’ve been married to someone who’s beat them up or not been very good to them, or ran away with other women or various things, and the whole view of life begins to change, and suddenly they may become much more interested in the person or how you behave, or even about what you’ve got than what some 20 year old is when you’ve got nothing and they’ve got nothing and the whole perspective on life is beginning to change. So from the point of getting divorced, I didn’t live a womanless life thereafter. I mean the fact that I’d actually had a divorce on the grounds of non-consummation, it took on some degree of importance to me that at least I met somebody else, and, as it were, put this ghost to rest, because while ever I didn’t, I would perhaps have people wondering ‘Was it true? Wasn’t it true?’ I mean the actual...
[End of Tape 11, Side A.]
[Side B.]
[Voices in background.] The judge presiding over the divorce hadn’t believed it, but it didn’t make no difference the fact that he didn’t believe it, you know. He just challenged my ex-wife to that effect that he didn’t believe it and then basically put her in a state of breakdown, and the last second before she broke down just said, [laughing] ‘Divorce granted,’ but this didn’t do me any good. Another thing that seemed rather odd to me about this divorce is that obviously as somebody who didn’t intend to finance this divorce, you know, I actually attended my divorce, and the judge actually asked me, ‘Why have I attended?’ Which seemed a bit odd to me. I’m a person being divorced and it’s supposedly odd that I’m there. It’s one of them things to me that seem a bit odd if you warn’t there when all sorts of things could be awarded against yer or what-have-yer, and you’d have no come back. When I moved to this new house, I quickly made friends of families around me who were in a similar age range to meself. I mean me immediate neighbours tended to be much older people, and I suppose, you know, living in a row of, shall we say, more expensive houses, your neighbours tend to be, in those days anyway, more elderly. But, you know, the friends that I had they always used to be asking me, ‘Why don’t you have a girlfriend?’ or, ‘Why don’t you have this?’ or, ‘Why don’t you have that?’ and I used to say to them, ‘Oh, I’m frightened of women,’ and I used to joke all the time, ‘Oh I’m terrified of women, I don’t have girlfriends’ or this that and the other. And as a bit of a joke, these people decided to fix me up on a blind date with a friend of theirs; a single parent who’d been divorced and had a young daughter. But this particular woman seemed to have a reputation for being a nymphomaniac, and they challenged me by saying, ‘Well, we’ve fixed yer up with this blind date,’ and I said, ‘Oh well, the least I could do basically were go along,’ and it turned out much to their amazement when we actually got on extremely well, and the relationship continued, probably for about the next four or five months. Anyway this put to rest the ghosts of divorce and the reasons thereof. I continued working, doing an awful lot of stuff meself on this house and garden, and after I’d lived there about eight months me mother, who I’d fortunately been visiting nearly every day at some stage, and really devoting meself to her needs in terminal decline, and she got rushed into hospital. I’d actually gone with her in the morning on a routine appointment cos she were extremely ill, and I actually went in with her to see the specialist and he just said to her face, ‘There is nothing else we can do for yer, but I’ll get you in hospital and we’ll make you comfortable while you die,’ and he said, ‘But you’ll have to go home, and we’ll give yer a ring when we have a spare bed probably, and hopefully, later today.’ In the evening, probably about seven or eight o’clock, she phoned me up and she said, ‘They’ve got a bed in hospital for me.’ Would I pop over to Leeds and take her into hospital? Which I duly did, and on returning home, having taken me mother into hospital to die, I found that I’d been really quite badly burgled, and the combination of having to take a dying mother into hospital, and coming home and finding everything thrown out of every drawer on to the floor and every cupboard and set of kitchen knives spread out, one in each room, in case this intruder had been sprung or anything, quite devastating. This happened on a Friday night, and me mother died the following Tuesday, so as the time went by a bit I decided that the best thing that I could do at this stage probably were to get a dog. It was something that had always occurred to me that I would like a dog, but the sort of life that I lived and the travelling that I did didn’t necessarily make it an easy option or an easy choice, but I had many friends in the Yorkshire Dales, some of who were farmers, and one farmer [sound of door banging] that I knew in Wharfdale had a dog that he’d trained to be a sheep dog, but it had not quite made the grade, and it were due to be shot, and he offered this dog to me as an alternative to having it shot, and I took this dog, not necessarily because I wanted to stop it being shot, although I don’t really like the idea of a dog being shot, but I didn’t take it out of sympathy, I took it out of the fact that I wanted a dog, and this dog were as good as any dog that I might’ve got at that time. So I now had me first dog, and I had it for a few months and it never quite adapted, well it adapted to living in an house, it had only ever lived in a barn, and I had a reasonable relationship with it, but it were always likely to run off on the scent of any bitch within about five miles, and I understood this and never really give it this opportunity to run off. But on one occasion I left me father minding it and he took a risk and it ran off, and despite the fact that I did everything possible to trace and recover this dog, I never did find it again. So eventually, a time passed when I realised that I warn’t ever going to see this dog again, or if I did it warn’t gonna be my dog, somebody else ’d have taken it in and claimed it because it were a good-looking dog but it just had this problem that it easily strayed. And at this point I were visiting another farmer friend, an elderly lady, and she just said, ‘One of my border collies...’ well her border collie had had a litter, and she’d specially kept one of the pups for me.  Now this woman were the sort of person that if she had a dog and it had an unwanted litter she used to drown them all except one at birth, and then basically the dog that had given birth’d have one pup and it probably wouldn’t realise it had lost another five or six, and it’d just bring this one up. So, on this occasion she’d actually left two with it because she had another neighbour that wanted one of these pups, and she thought I might want one and she’d thought that if I didn’t, at least she probably could easily find somebody else who did. Anyway I said, ‘Yeah that’s just what I want really,’ and I knew its mother extremely well, and its mother were extremely friendly dog to me, and she said, ‘Well I don’t want a decision right now,’ she said, ‘you really must go away for a week, and if you want it come back within a week, and I don’t want you making an instant decision.’ And I went away for a week, and then came back, and collected this dog, and this were the start of another completely new phase in my life. I got this puppy at about eight weeks old, and it wasn’t very long before I became devoted to this dog, and in effect for the next period of this dog’s life, my whole life revolved around well to some extent doing what I did, [sound of door closing] but also this dog became the most important thing in me life, and [door closing] I loved the dog, and as much as you can know, the dog worshipped me. I named the dog Megan, and immediately went through a traumatic puppyhood with it. You know, it ripped everything up, chewed everything within it, did everything that I didn’t want it to do, went to the toilet everywhere virtually at that age, you know I’d never been involved with a young dog before, and I went through everything with this dog. When it got to about 12 or 13 weeks old it challenged me for supremacy, and I didn’t realise that this were a phase that all dogs go through, but, you know, we got through it, and together we got through this childhood phase and came out at the other side absolute best of friends.  
[End of recording.] 
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