
Page 14
John Hawkridge 

Tape 6, 09.06.05

[A facilitator is present during the interview, aiding the interviewer, and her words will be transcribed, except where the two diverge.]

Right John, I’m going to hand it over to you and you can say what you want to say.

At Easter, 1957, at the age of just over eight and a half, I moved from Larchfield Residential School at Harrogate, to Potternewton Mansion School at Harehills in Leeds. The big difference was that at Potternewton you attended on a daily basis.  Travelling were quite a long way. [Electrical noise: feedback.] It mainly consisted of a special school for handicapped children for the whole of Leeds, so pupils at this school came from all over Leeds, and the school happened to be at the other side of Leeds to where I lived so it were quite a lengthy journey going to school. The whole idea of attending on a daily basis and not having to live in, seemed largely appealing, but when you actually come to make this move there are certain securities in life [feedback stops] about the known, and it were a big move into the unknown, especially the fact that there were pupils at this school up to the age of 16. In those days you could leave school at 15, but if you were handicapped you warn’t allowed to leave until you were 16, unless you left to do a job. Anyway the time had come and I moved and there were no sort of intimacy about this school that there’d been at Larchfield: you know, staff didn’t have the same time to spend on each pupil and you were sort of herded together in slightly larger classes and a lot less individual attention, you know, more of a teaching regime that you would have found in a normal school at that time. I could have stayed at Larchfield till I was about 11 year old, but I believe the strategy behind the move were to give you a chance to sit the 11 Plus exam, so from day one my life became geared up to sitting this 11 Plus. Now, I’d never heard of anybody at this school passing the 11 Plus, and I do wonder if you would have passed, or whether it were just one of life’s tests, and a milestone in your education that you sat this exam, cos I believe that if you had passed, you wouldn’t have gone to a High School anyway, you’d have still carried on going to a special school. So perhaps your result didn’t matter all that much, you just went through the motions of [feedback] taking this 11 Plus exam. From the early stages of being geared up to taking this exam, we purchased several books and began to do work at home, in preparation for it, and I devoted meself to this preparation work. So you attended school and you were in a class wi’ lots of these disabled children, some of hem with learning difficulties, and some of them with behavioural problems: so it warn’t a conducive situation for efficient learning, but at least it were a much wider range of things and more expansive than what I’d had at Larchfield. One of the main things were as well is that you had specialised teaching, so you’d be in a class and you’d have a teacher and that’d, in effect, be your form teacher, and then for various subjects you’d go out of your class and into another class and have a different teacher to teach different subjects. So I went into the class of a Miss Graham, a sort of, well middle-aged spinster woman, and generally accepted as being a bit miserable, but quite efficient at teaching certain artistic subjects. One of her main interests were people’s handwriting which she wished to develop. I didn’t have a problem with handwriting, and also, I were prone to learning to write italic and having it developed to the best of my ability, and in some way, you know, at least it give me a platform to get on with this woman. On Nature Studies we had a teacher called Miss Clark, a much younger woman, and Miss Clark also ran a cub pack within the school, and this took place on a Friday lunchtime till midway through the afternoon. On starting at the school, all male pupils were encouraged (should I say more pressurised) into attending the cubs, and this I duly did. There were people who didn’t attend, and why they didn’t attend I don’t know, but they obviously resisted the pressure, and also missed out on the benefits that this gave. Now Miss Clark were a strict no-nonsense teacher, but one of extreme fairness, so a whole class would not be prosecuted for one person’s behaviour and really it were about her encouraging individuals to achieve a better level, and basically to do the best that they could do. And it warn’t so much a case of having a judge, as more a case of somebody trying to get a next level of performance out of you. We then had two male teachers taking the senior classes: Mr Tempest taking the first senior class, and Mr Perry taking the top senior class, and in between we had a middle senior class ran by a woman called Mrs Southern – a sort of late middle-aged lady, once again an extremely strict one. Now, as juniors, we would be taken on the odd occasion for lessons by Mr Tempest, and very occasionally by Mr Perry, for subjects maybe like English literature or poetry study, that type of thing. And also we had a weekly visit from a specialist woodwork teacher, which happened after you were 11. Once you got into the first senior class you did woodwork, and I suppose as children this were an exciting prospect and we all looked forward to starting our woodwork lessons. Mr Perry and Mr Tempest also ran a scout troop, so that once you left the cubs you were able to move on to the scouts, and this meeting commenced on a Friday evening, shortly after school ended. Now Mr Perry were a lively chap and, I suppose, much-liked actually. He were a magician of some note and, I believe, a member of the Magic Circle, and obviously a born entertainer, and he imparted some of this through the classes that he ran. I’d not been at the school very long when Mr Perry left, presumably to be a teacher at another school, and this came as quite a big blow because he were one of them people that you’d always look forward to, and hope that one day you’d eventually be in ’is class. Sometime shortly after that, Mr Tempest also left, and he moved on to teach at another school, and some time later still, probably I’d been at this school about two to three years, Miss Clark also left, and she went to be a head at another special needs school (one in Leeds called Grafton which, I believe, had learning or behavioural difficulty children). In due course I sat this 11 Plus exam and eventually told that you didn’t have a place at High school and that you’d be continuing at the same school. After the summer break, when I would be 11, I moved into the first senior class ran at that time by a Mr Atack. Quite a reasonable teacher but a bit sort of airy-fairy in his methods compared to some teachers, but not an unreasonable chap. And he’d taken over and he ran the scouts.  Now also during this period, I’d had a spell away from school when I’d been in hospital for major operations on me legs’ and then while I were in Mr Atack’s class I also had another spell away while I had a big operation on me left ankle. Now these operations were completely unwanted by me, but the authorities felt that, you know, probably they wanted to experiment on yer. These were not known operations. You probably went in and had an operation and this were the first time that it had ever been done. Strictly speaking I don’t suppose I really needed any operations but I know for certain that I didn’t have any say in the matter, and I just were taken into hospital and, went in walking and came out in a wheelchair. While you were in hospital you didn’t avoid education, you know, you had a ward teacher so that you’d be taught on the ward and you’d have to be completely out of action (i.e. having an operation) to avoid this. You know, it warn’t the sort of thing where you’d say, ‘Well I won’t be having lessons today,’ or this, that or the other; you just had to get on with it. I s’pose that being a ward teacher were quite difficult cos you’d have a teacher with loads of pupils doing different things, you know, wide age range of children, and you’d have different children at different stages of their learning, and teacher’d have to p’raps have a separate programme for quite a few different children. Anyway, when I were in hospital we had this teacher called Miss Butler, famous for being a bit bossy, but having said that, you know, tolerable. The same day that I started at Potternewton, the school got a new headmaster – a chap called Mr Pagdin. Now, I always got on extremely well with this chap and I don’t suppose from my point of view that I could have expected, ever hoped for a better headmaster, and the fact that I’d started school on the same day as him always sort o’ struck some resonance with him, and the fact that I were one of the more capable pupils, you know, and definitely one that were there to learn, went some way towards this better relationship. Mr Pagdin’s main hobby was stamp collecting – [banging noise in background] philately – and as such encouraged other pupils to pursue this same pastime and even went to the extent of running a stamp club, and I don’t know where he got hem from but he seemed to get boxes of stamps sent from various places and these were collected and swapped and various things. And although it may not be the sort of pastime that you want to do for the rest of your life, at least it encouraged some sort of discipline into your pastime activities. There were other children at Potternewton that had attended Larchfield School the same time as me, so even from day one there were other people that I knew at this school. The first thing that came as a shock was the wide range of disabilities. We had people with muscular dystrophy, hole in the heart, polio, and in fact every sort of conceivable disability that you could have where somebody would be able to attend school, and it also came as a shock because people regularly deceased at this school. So you’d have people with muscular dystrophy and then they’d p’raps not be in such a good way, and then all of a sudden they wouldn’t be at school for a few weeks and then you’d hear that they’d died. [Voices in background.] And then also you’d have people that had a hole in the heart (or, they were known at school as ‘heart cases’), and these people wouldn’t be able to exert theirself and sometimes they’d have blue lips or a bluish appearance, and different aspects that related to this heart problem. In the early days at this school, these would also regularly decease: and then after some time, medical advancement seemed to offer hope for these types of cases, so when they reached a certain age they’d be taken into hospital and have this hole in the heart repaired. Now when this operation first came about, I suppose these people that went for this operation had a 50-50 chance of living, so it were quite a big event. Some would go into hospital and then you’d never see hem again, cos they died shortly after this, or the operation went wrong and they died, and then others’d come back and the whole aspect of hem had changed as they’d had this hole in the heart repaired, so they’d be very near normal after that. So you’d previously had somebody who were p’raps struggling to breathe and struggling to walk at any distance, and p’raps looking blue, and then all of a sudden come back [laughing] fairly normal. So this were a new aspect of not all of them dying but only half of hem. Another feature of the school was the physiotherapy department, and compared to Larchfield this were quite extensive and it were sort of like a cross between a physiotherapy [banging sound in distance] department and a gymnasium. There were wall bars and various appliances; there may even have been parallel bars and things like this that were used for different exercises. Now different types of disability, obviously people that had polio, when they had their physio, they’d get quite extensive exercise, you know, p’raps they’d take a few of them at once and they’d play sports, but somebody like meself with cerebral palsy, you’d not go to participate in sport but you’d go to have your limbs worked on individually, and stretched, exercised, and probably your situation assessed. During my time at the school, physiotherapists changed, not very regularly, but probably while I were there I knew about three or four different physios that dealt with me. For a long period I had a woman called Miss Winter who later married and became Mrs Johnson, and also I had a chap called Mr Lewis, and he were also physiotherapist for the Leeds rugby league team, and sometimes for the England cricket team when they played Test matches at Headingley. He encouraged us to have an interest in sport, and if there were ever a Test match on at Headingley, he always got any of us that wished to go, tickets so that we were able to go along to this Test match and just go in, which were encouraging. And the thing about this is that it did result in me having a lifelong interest in cricket: so, you know, maybe some of his efforts were not wasted in that respect. Also in later years I became interested in rugby league, but not so much through Mr Lewis as the fact that I had a next-door neighbour who played for Keighley, and I decided that I really must go watch him and lend my support. Also through the Physiotherapy Department, pupils who wished to were able to go swimming, and swimming were quite a big feature at this second school. Once a year we competed in a swimming gala against other Leeds special schools and not necessarily people with an handicap but people that attended Leeds special schools they had their own swimming gala at Armley swimming baths, and we were encouraged to compete. To some degree, if you had a serious disability, you would have been given so many yards start if appropriate, but nevertheless this were a great afternoon out this inter-school swimming gala, and I were never a brilliant swimmer – and in fact, no sooner had I learnt to swim, than I had me first major operation and had great difficulty picking up where I’d left off, cos after I’d had operation on me legs, they didn’t quite float the same – but the school did have some brilliant swimmers, especially some of these boys and girls that had polio, [they] were some fantastic swimmers. And also, some people that had cerebral palsy were also quite good swimmers, but [phone ringing in background] personally, although I could swim, it warn’t something that I ever felt extremely comfortable with. The school also had an annual cricket match between teachers and pupils. Now although I had been a spectator at these matches, by time I would have been old enough to play, these matches had ceased. I suppose teachers left and [sound of door creaking] new teachers didn’t have the same enthusiasm for these things. As pupils we regularly played football and cricket and the like in playtime and lunchtime breaks. These were things that I don’t know if they were encouraged but they definitely weren’t discouraged. The actual school was an old mansion house, located on the edge of one of Leeds municipal parks, so once you went outside the immediate railings of the school; we had quite extensive grass and tree landscape in which to pursue whatever we did. In summer, these activities’d definitely be taking place on grass, although there were to the rear of this school a tarmac car park on a slight hill, and we also used to play on there. This car park were for buses not so much as a load of cars parked there, but for the buses that brought us to school and took us home. You know, they’d come into this car park and we’d unload on a morning and when we came out of school on a night there’d be maybe three buses in this car park, waiting to be loaded up with children, to take hem home. The parkland immediately outside this school were also an arboretum, so we quickly became versed with the many different types of trees that we had [at] our fingertips, as it were – the rarest ones that I remember being a tulip tree and an evergreen oak. When I was old enough to join the woodwork classes this was something which I’d really looked forward and pursued with great enthusiasm. I s’pose at an early age, it were in my mind it were one of my options of things that I might do when I eventually started work. You know, I may have been optimistic that I’d be a wood worker of some description. In fact it probably warn’t while I got to about 13 or so, maybe even 14, that I realised that I had other options in life and although I enjoyed woodwork, maybe it warn’t something that I wished to do professionally. Another feature at this school was the fact that whenever there were local elections or general elections or whatever, the school would be used as a polling station and, hence, we got a day off. All pupils, when the school were closed for voting, were just given a day off. Now it had always been a tradition that those that had attended Larchfield, utilised this day to catch a bus back to Harrogate and visit our old school, and this would be what I normally would do: revisit Larchfield on our day off – they obviously not getting a day off for voting. Now it warn’t while this particular stage when we’d left Larchfield and we went back, and we realised how friendly these staff were: so when we’d been attending there as young children we’d seen people as many domineering, bossy and, you know, maybe not necessarily [the] sort of people you’d be choosing to mix with or, you’d think you might not be totally happy with them, but once we left and went back, generally speaking, you began to realise that these people did really care about yer, and presumably during this period while you’d been there and you’d been under a strict regime, it were really your best interests that they had at heart. And they had a genuine interest in yer, and as you grew older they all wanted to know everything about yer and learn what developments you’d made, and how your life were growing, and in fact, over a period of time the old sort of headmistress/matron, Miss Hogarth, she, well in my case she became a very good friend, and even up to her death I used to see her regularly and visit her at her home, and occasionally even take her out for lunch. So some of these folks that we’d had at school, that we may not have been over-impressed with...
[End of Tape6, Side A]
[Side B.]
One of the features of Potternewton were that it also had a library, so maybe one session a week we spent in this library with a teacher called Mrs Hill, who incidentally were Miss Graham’s younger sister. Anyway, through this library we were encouraged to [voices in background] take books and read. You took these books home for a week or two weeks or what-have-you and supposedly read hem, and then maybe periodically we’d get a visit to a library, and we’d get a chance to get some books out on loan for this school library. This were quite interesting for me because I’d never been fishing but I had a major interest in fishing, and I just loved books on fishing, so when we got a chance to go to Chapel Allerton Library or a major library, I’d find a few fishing books and hope that these were ordered by our school, on loan from this library (although I must say the majority of books in our school library belonged to the school, they weren’t on loan from anywhere, but we just got this few books that were like a top-up that we did get on loan). After I left Mr Atack’s class, which I were probably only in for about 12 months, from 11 to 12, I moved on to Mrs Southern’s class. Now this were an eye-opener for me because Mrs Southern were a really strict disciplinarian [voices in background] and stood no nonsense whatsoever but were actually a very good teacher, and this were the sort of atmosphere that I thrived in. So once I got into Mrs Southern’s class, this were fantastic for me. You know, you went to school on a morning, and you went to school to learn, and this is what we did: and the experience that I had, probably for the next 12 months with Mrs Southern, were one of me best educational experiences to date at that time. Mrs Southern were one of those teachers that were quite friendly with those people that did their best and worked hard, and just generally behaved and went to school with the best intentions, and very friendly but stood no nonsense from those people that either had no intention of learning, didn’t wish to behave, or wished to create any other sort of problems, and of course they would actually detest the woman. Now Mrs Southern also had two teenage daughters who went to Allerton High School in Leeds, and I suppose we might also have been interested in this aspect of things because Allerton High School (a girls’ High School) gave the senior pupils at Potternewton a Christmas party every year. We were invited to this event at Allerton High School and we’d each be looked after by our own personal host. So when they were in the appropriate year, Mrs Southern’s daughters, one way or another, would have been some of these hosts that we met when we went to Allerton High School. On leaving Mrs Southern’s class, I entered the senior class, probably aged around 13, and at that time we’d just got a new teacher called Mr Hyatt – [Voices in background.] a Jewish vegetarian, and a different type of teacher to what we’d ever had before. Quite a sort of laid-back teacher and one that encouraged a lot of his own ideas on life, on people, so the fact that he were a vegetarian he often encouraged pupils, if he got the opportunity, to follow this lifestyle, and he were a big believer in the RSPCA [Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals], and for a while he also encouraged pupils to become members of the RSPCA. I also remember that he came to school on a bicycle, and he were probably a bit of a keep-fit fanatic as well, so he probably had what he thought were a generally all-round healthy life style. For a while, especially later when I reached the end of me time at this school, I did become a vegetarian for about 12 months while I came to terms with a crisis of eating meat. During this period, schooling sort of changed, [feedback noise] in respect that classes became much more relaxed and we began to learn things like the odd sections of poetry and we began to learn Shakespeare, and I suppose this teacher opened up some new avenues in life to us. There we were learning Shakespeare, and if you learned it well he awarded you a certificate to say that you’d mastered this, could recite this passage of Shakespeare or whatever. One of things we had is we had one of these Adana mini printing presses and we all got a chance to, well not everybody, I suppose those that were interested, especially sort of during lunchtime periods, a chance to work on setting up type in this printing press, and we’d design these certificates and stars that were awarded. So these presses were designed to print cards so you could, you know, it were just a hand press that printed [voices in background] a block, probably about six inch by about four inch, that sort of size. Anyway we’d set up these things to print these certificates, and then you’d get presented with this little certificate on this card and it’d be signed by the teacher and it’d have a star on it, appropriate to your level of performance during the recitation. And also we had fret work on and in the class so we [were] encouraged to do small levels of woodwork. Normally what we made were things like children’s toys, and if these were made up to standard eventually, I don’t know where they went but they went somewhere where [laughing] children’d be playing with them, probably to an hospital or different places, so our scope for doing woodwork opened up a bit. And also in this class we kept tropical fish, and it were quite a big thing if you, you know, as I eventually did, became in charge of these fish – so it were your job to maintain this tank and make sure that everything ran smoothly, which it never does with tropical fish since they actually eat each other given a chance. Anyway, school became a more enjoyable experience as it had done gradually under Mrs Southern and then under Mr Hyatt. By this stage woodworking we no longer did it at this school but we actually went for half a day to another school where they had absolutely modern and brilliant woodworking facilities, and we were able to do things like wood turning amongst other things, and this all helped to increase your skills and give you some interest in life. I mean my interest in woodwork extended to the fact that at that period I began to accumulate me own set of tools at home so maybe for Christmas me father’d buy me a plane, and then on different occasions I’d gradually increase me tool box. I also began to make more friends amongst fellow pupils and occasionally you’d visit their home for a day or they’d come across and visit you for a day, and one lad – Christopher Solitt – [I] even used to spend the odd weekend away at his house. These were all new experiences and generally added to the enjoyment of life; opened up new vistas, as it were. I suppose today’s kids’d find these pretty normal but it seemed like we were breaking new ground at the time. The main attraction about visiting Christopher’s house were the fact that he had a collection of air rifles and air pistols (well he had two air rifles and definitely a couple of air pistols) and we’d spend a weekend over there and do an awful lot of target shooting: which were very exciting at the time, handling these weapons and testing one’s skill. Another friend that I visited regular were a lad that I’d attended school with – Robert McClellan – and he’d been at Larchfield since the time I started so we’d been like life-long friends, and I used to visit his house, the other side of Leeds, and the big attraction with visiting him is that he had quite an extensive model railway, which he had a big interest in railways, together with his brother Donald. And also, in later years, he had a set of drums and his brother Donald played the guitar, [sound of knocking on door, and door opening in distance] so if you visited him you got a chance to have a rattle on his drums: although I wouldn’t say it were something that I ever particularly took to.   However, getting musically-involved did help me to determine the type of music that pleased me, and the type of things that didn’t interest me at all, so I would say that in that respect it did have a big influence on me in later life, and at that time as well.  Robert also lived in a terraced street at the other side of Leeds where he lived. They were just really old terraced houses, and you’d go down this street and they lived basically in a two up and a two down house: and where we lived in our sort of three-bedroom semi corporation house, you began to realise how lucky you were, living in such pleasant surroundings. I mean, not that these streets were bad and for people that never knew any different, but there were no garden or no open spaces or anything, it’s just a cobbled street and neighbours immediately either side and behind, which in retrospect makes me wonder how in fact all these neighbours went on with these drums. Mr Hyatt also ran the scout troop, along with Mr Atack. When I first attended this school and joined the clubs, although a lot of the general activities that we did – we played games and we learnt things and passed subjects for badges and various things – one of the things that Miss Clark did were she attempted to normalise us, so if she got a badge examiner, we’d p’raps have a night out and we’d visit her house  and we might, when we left school, go back to her house for tea. We’d have tea at her house and then we’d meet up with the badge examiner and we’d be examined for our badge and what-have-you. [Voice in background.] And then another thing that she did is, at least once a year we went on an annual camp. Now this involved going away for the weekend and, going back to the 1950s and very early 60s this would have [been] some big event, you know, a small bus-load of handicapped people going away on a scout camp. And these events had enormous influence in my life because as a young lad like that my ambitions in life were to go camping and go fishing and do various things, and the fact that I got to spend a night under canvas or even two nights under canvas and live out in the open, gave me a certain fulfilment and encouragement that life held better things in store. I remember the first time we went away we didn’t actually go under canvas, we actually went to a scout hut way out on the edge of Leeds in a field sort of area, and although I don’t remember every activity that we did through the day, I know we had a big camp fire in the evening, and events were ran by Mr Tempest and Mr Perry, amongst other things. And all this getting away from home and participating in outdoor events and sleeping in this scout hut and then, later, sleeping… This scout hut were at Shadwell on the road out towards Harrogate, and when we first got to spend a night under canvas this were at a farm near Methley, and I remember during the day we sort of went to see the cows and other livestock that this farmer kept and some of the work that were involved in keeping them, and also there were like a farm pond. Now this warn’t very big, but I remember that it contained at least one fish, which, in retrospect, I think were probably a Golden Orfe, and it [sound of door banging] also had a considerable number of newts, which provided us with a certain amount of observational interest. [Voices in background.] As a child I always felt that getting cub uniforms and then scout uniforms were a bit of a financial imposition on me parents. In retrospect I wouldn’t exactly say that they couldn’t afford it, but at the time it seemed a bit of a luxury and maybe unnecessary luxury, but looking back now I realise that it’s perhaps not what I thought but it probably gave me mother a great pride: the fact that I wore this uniform with some pride, and endeavoured to live the life that you were supposed to live in the uniform, and work towards passing badges and different things, and whereas you wouldn’t have no great conscience if your parents bought you a toy, really this, the fact that I were a member of these cubs and scouts were probably quite rewarding to me parents, although at the time I wouldn’t have made that observation. Towards the end of my stay at Potternewton, we [banging sound] got to visit the odd factory with a view to starting work and one of the places we went to were Heaton’s Furriers, where they made fur garments, and we got an afternoon to visit this factory, and as a result my friend Robert McClellan got a job there, left school and began work. Although it seemed all right, it warn’t particularly. [It] would [not] have been what I would have wanted at that stage anyway, although going round it did interest me, and I wouldn’t say it were a job that I could not have done: it’s just that I [voices in background] had different ideas about further education at that point. I’d realised that I had an ability to learn, and I really wanted to further me education as far as possible, and to this end I decided that I’d try to get admission to Park Lane College of Commerce in Leeds. To gain entry here you had to pass an entrance exam, which would be just an open exam with everybody, you know, similar to an 11 Plus except you were all 14 when you sat it. With this in mind, the librarian, Mrs Hill, did as much as she could and offered extra tuition and projects to do at home, and then discussed these with you at school, to help you try and prepare yourself for this extra exam. Now this were great to me because I loved learning, and the fact that you got some adult treating yer as an adult and offering yer extra incentive and extra education, things couldn’t have been better really and it were with great optimism, that I worked towards taking this exam at Park Lane College of Further Education. Anyway, I took the exam and passed and were offered a place at Park Lane College. Now my birthday being in August, I left school in sort o’ the end of July so I would be technically 14 when I left, but 15 when I started at Park Lane College. Now at Park Lane College there would be about 20 or 24 in a class. I would think at least 20 anyway, and generally speaking, these were all pupils that had wasted opportunities – they’d gone to a normal school, wasted opportunities, and found theirself leaving at 15, but not really wanting to leave, realising that they’d missed their way somewhere down the line: but for me, this were my first opportunity. I’d been given a chance to go to a normal school, fit into a normal environment, and experience normal learning, and as I left Potternewton this came as quite a big shock. I’d expected that everybody sat this exam and everybody went to this college, and everybody wanted to be there and learn as much as possible, but actually that warn’t the case. You realised that some of these people were just simply there to mess about; it were just a way o’ not having [laughing] to start work just yet: and you’d have some youths that were overindulged by the parents, you know, you’d have other people that genuinely may have had the odd difficulty at learning at school and had fallen behind a bit and then managed to pass this exam and be given this opportunity, but things hadn’t really changed for hem cos they were still having trouble learning. And then, for the girls in the class, they also did shorthand and typing, so maybe it warn’t a second chance for them as part of a career move to learn shorthand and typing. Now us boys, we never learnt shorthand but we did learn typing.  Anyway, going to Park Lane were an educational fulfilment for me, and for the first year I loved going to college and I loved the work that I did at college. I didn’t always enjoy the experience of being with these other pupils and students, you know, you always get some idiots and you always get some class bullies, and being disabled it was something that were very difficult to get used to, having, you know, jokes made about yer disability and fitting into this class, and even being maybe pushed about a bit and physically bullied: but I just worked at being as good at what I did as what I could be.  [Phone ringing in background] Now I had an aptitude for arithmetic so I took to that quite well and also this were a big help when it came to learning bookkeeping, and commerce I didn’t have a problem with. Now English I wouldn’t say I particularly had a problem with, but [voices in background] the problem with English that it were lacking of quite such a formal education, it’s one of those subjects is English where there i’n’t a cast iron consistency to it, so you’ve a lot to learn as opposed to learning principles and applications. But nevertheless, you know, it warn’t beyond me, and I very rarely were out of the top three or four in the class at commercial arithmetic, and I were up at the top with bookkeeping and commerce, and probably about midway at English: and this is what caused some of my problems that all these other able-bodied students, well not all of hem but, you’d always get one or two that actually resented the fact that somebody disabled, did a lot better than what they did. The fact that your skills throughout the year were regularly tested so probably we had a test regarding most subjects at least once a month, just so that they could see how you were progressing, and how your skills towards performing under examination conditions were coming along, and this gave you a sort of ranking within the class. You would either be best or near best, or something, and I must say at that stage, coming top in arithmetic as I did on a few occasions, [voices in background] at first comes as a shock to you cos you’d expect these people [someone laughing in background] that had been to a normal school to do better. But coming top had its price because nobody else liked it, and they’d have to find ways to try and cause you problems. This is something that you had to learn to get used to and with a disability like I had I were definitely going to have to try and learn to get used to it. Really it’s a basis for what future life would be like: getting used to [laughing] dealing with man-made problems.  [Sound of door creaking. Break in recording.] Now at college, nearly every lecturer were extremely strict. We had one or two that weren’t quite so strict but generally speaking, you know, they ruled their class with an iron fist. They didn’t allow misbehaviour of any type, if they were aware of it, and that created an environment in which I thrived, but it didn’t necessarily go down well with everybody.  
[End of recording.] 
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