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…so I want to say something about living in this house.  This house was huge, and but we didn’t really have the money to keep it up, so, it never got to the state of my father’s house, because we weren’t there long enough, but, and my husband was, anyway, much, quite a different person from my father.  He was very neat and tidy and, keen on keeping things together, and he was quite a good DIY man too, so, but we had a sort of flat that we let off, and I was terribly keen that we should let it off to Africans, because they, at that time in the 1960’s, it was still very, very difficult, for blacks to get anywhere decent to live: particularly black students, with families, and so I contacted the British Council, and I said, ‘Look, we’ve got this nice little flat.  We’d like to have a family with children,’ so they sent us this delightful, lovely family from Fiji.  He was, I don’t know what he was studying: something at Kingston University, and she was one of the nicest people.  They were lovely: a lovely mother. [??] ‘Kiara’, she was called, and they had two little girls about the same age as our little girls: so it was a very, very good arrangement, and then the building society heard about it.  We had an enormous mortgage.  I don’t know how they heard about it, I’ve forgotten: perhaps we’d put in for more money or something, for, to put in central heating, but, and they said, ‘We hear you have lodgers. We must pay more money; pay a bigger mortgage, so I said, ‘I’m damned if we’re gonna do that,’ so I went up to the… it was the Abbey, Abbey National? I went up to Abbey House [laughs] and, you know, I, having asked for an interview with the manager, and so I went up to Abbey House, and I sat in his chair, and I said, ‘I’m not going to pay, we’re not going to pay any more, you know.’ [laughs]  So I said, ‘I’m sitting here.  I’m not going until you agree with me.’ [laughs] Oh, and I sat there for four hours, and he’s, and he was obviously dying to, go and have lunch or something, and he said, ‘All right Mrs Peake, you win.’  [laughs]
[Laughing]  Really?

Yeah, so that was one of my little per…, my little successes.  [laughing] I’m good about telling you about my successes, I don’t go [??] to tell you about my failures, [laughs] but yeah, we were terribly pleased about that, and so, and that was a really happy time.  I mean, the marriage was going well, and having these nice people around, and, I got involved with… adult, not adult literacy.  I did classes in Russian literature, you know, and we had, it was a sort of very nice, compact place we lived in, where everybody knew, even though it was a London suburb: not everybody knew everybody else, but we knew a lot of people in a very short time, because we had, we were doing these daytime classes, and they would have a crèche where everybody’s could go, and the women’s children all in one room, and we would, were taught by this very nice WEA lecturer from, who came down from London, to teach us Russian literature, and things like that, and yes, it was very happy.  We were there for six years, till about 1970, and, but be, between… by 1968… oh, I’m talking, I went up to London, to teach in a place called The Monkey Club.  Have you heard of The Monkey Club?  Well, it was a very posh, finishing school, for the chil…, girls of the really rich, in Pont Street; and it was run by two very, very, ghastly women.  One was very old, and smelt of urine [???] and she, she was a right… Mrs, Mrs Johnson-Hicks.  She, her husband had been rather a well-known fascist M.P. [laughs] Well, semi-fascist, and she had this Swiss woman who was quite sinister, and they ran this finishing school, and gosh, it was awful, and they paid us 30 shillings: no, they paid us 10 shillings an hour, so I said, ‘I won’t accept 10 shillings an hour.  I’m going to have a pound an hour or I’m not coming.’ [laughs]   So, they gave me a pound an hour, and then I got all the tutors to say they wanted a pound an hour. [laughs] But one of students was Arabella Churchill, [feedback] you know, which I think, Winston Churchill’s daughter.  No, she was the grand-daughter of the Winston Churchill.  She was a little monkey, a real madam, and all they wanted to know, I had, I was going to teach them History, anyone’s history, and they all wanted to know about Kings and Queens, and aristocrats, and you know, not any of them wanted to know about the people: so that didn’t last very long.  But it was an insight into the other side of life.

It was quite a contrast then, to your night school in South Africa, then.

Absolutely.  I’m glad I did it, [clears throat] and all the tutors were aged, ever so aged, and very frightened of Mrs Zaig, I think she was called, [clears throat] but then the children were all spoiled to death, you know, horribly spoilt little girls, and not very bright.

So how were you offered that work?  How did that come about?  

I think I got it through Gabbitas-Thring, or something; you know, one of those; educational agencies.  I just wanted a job to do about twice a week, you see, because the children were still very small, and it was quite interesting, but anyway, it’ll do for a short while and, it was in a nice area, with very nice shops, and then I decided to go to London University, to do a Diploma, a post-graduate Diploma in Education, because, I’d never, although I’d taught, I hadn’t got a teaching diploma, so I did that, locally, actually: a place near Roehampton, though it wasn’t a, you know… Roehampton was just a collection of teachers’ training colleges in those days, it wasn’t a university: and, oh, that was quite fun.

So what was the experience of being a student like, then?

Oh, it was great fun really.  I was a terrible flirt.  [laughs]  I mean the academic input was easy-peasy, it was nothing really, you know, [laughs] because it wasn’t just an ordinary teachers’ training college, it was for, people who wanted to teach in further education, so you got a lot of engineers and cooks: you know, hairdressers, and, you know, people who teach technical subjects, as well as academic, so it was a real mish-mash, and I had a really nice tutor, who was quite mad.  He’s still alive: a dear old man called ‘Bumpton’ [??]  Anyhow, I really enjoyed it, yah.  I had one, oh yes, by this time, I’d got a cripple-car, one of those three-wheely jobs, which I used to drive at a hell of a pace, [laughs] and it was so noisy and smelly.  Have you ever been in one?  You know what I mean.

Yes.  [talking together]  What was it…

A pale blue one …

Yes.

… made of fibre-glass.                  
What was it like to drive?

Hideous.  It had a tiller.  It was like a motor bike, well it didn’t go as quite as fast, and you weren’t supposed to take anything, anybody in it, and I used to cram the three children in the back.  We used to throw a shopping ledge at the back, and it used to tilt terribly to one side, [laughs] and I never had anybody, bad accidents in it, because, but it was a fun, it had a nice, I had a job in central London for a bit, and I used to drive it all round, central London, and I remember we were driving round, five times round Admiralty Arch, and I was too frightened to get off the [laughing] roundabout, and I thought, I’d never do this [??] for the rest of my life.  

[Talking together]  Well what…

And suddenly I’d cut across four swathes of huge, hugely monstrous traffic, in this tiny, delicate car, and but it was fun: but then, later I got a car, [??] and I had about 400 lessons to drive that, but that’s another story; that comes later.

Can you tell me what it was like, to learn to drive the three-wheeler?
Well, I had this very nice young man, who had this sort of, there was a sort of three-wheeler depot garage place, in Hounslow.  He was called John, and he was really nice and patient, and he sort of, sat in the shopping boot, and, you know, ‘You don’t do this, you don’t do that,’ and it was… it did take me quite a long time, and I had 12 lessons, I think, and, you know, I had to do the Highway Code and all that, but it did give me a measure of independence, which was very nice.

Can you remember what it was like, the first time you went on the road?

Terrifying, but I was dying to go on the motorway, but I wasn’t allowed, and I did once, and I got returned [??] by the police. You know, they said, ‘You’re not allowed here,’ so I said, ‘No well, why not?’ [laughs] ‘Cause it says so.’ [Both laugh.]  You know, they didn’t take action or anything, they just said, you know ‘Get off!  Get off the, get off this road, young lady, you’re not supposed to be down here. Go down that st…, road there.’
And what was the attitude of other drivers to you?

Terrified. [laughs]  Oh, I used to cut them up like anything, you know, because, it was jolly good, you know, in certain situations, you could cut through them and you were, you were given a wide berth, because you were considered a loose cannon. [laughs]  No, I had great fun, driving that, but the smell was awful, and you couldn’t really do more than about 15 miles: but it was good to go to the station in.  

Fifteen miles’ distance?  

Mm?

You couldn’t go further than 15 miles’ distance.  Is that what you’re saying? 
Well, I only ever went 15 miles, further than about 15 miles
Mm.

at a time, because the smell was awful, [talking together] and it was not…

What was the smell?

It was still on diesel.

Ah ha.

[clears throat] And they were fragile things: and somehow they, I just got very tired, because it was quite a heavy tiller, much worse than the steady wheel I’ve got now, and, but the noise was incredible.  I mean I think that was the most tiring thing about it, the incredible noise.
Mm.

And I remember the sports driver… oh, what was his name?  Graham Hill?  Had a go and he said, ‘My God, I’d never be in one of those.’  He said, ‘They’re dangerous.’

[laughs]

Did you feel that?

Mm?

Did you feel that they were dangerous?

Yes; but they were better than nothing, weren’t they?  I mean, you know, and then, I did try and drive a car.  My husband, who was very bossy and arrogant, and difficult, and bad-tempered, tried to teach me how to drive.  We’d got a Polo or something, a little car, and he shouted at me all the time, and we ended up…between the lamp post and the wall: and after that, I gave up with that idea until he went, [laughs] and when we got divorced, I had another go, to, and did it.  Husbands should never teach wives to drive, anyway. But, you know, the year at teachers’ training college was great fun.  I enjoyed it: yah.  I didn’t have to do much work, and it was interesting.  We had to do awful sort of dreadful stupid subjects like The Philosophy of Education and The Sociology of Education, and then we had to just, practical, practical work, which was more fun, really.  Yes, I enjoyed that: a good year.

Was there anything in your training about… teaching disabled children?

Yes, I [clears throat] later on, I thought I’d have a go at teaching deaf children, and, [clears throat] in Brixton, and I was accepted to do that, and then I’ve forgotten why… I got promotion, that’s right, at work, so I decided to take, to stay on, because I’d got promotion.  I became a student counsellor, and as the, it meant less teaching and more coun…, more interaction with students on another thing, in another capacity, I didn’t go, for the deaf, but it would have been interesting.  Yes, do you see, I was gradually breaking down my resistance to disabled, to people who were more disabled, perhaps more disabled than me, and I, way [??] got rather involved with a blind man: a teacher, sorry, doing the teaching staff.  Doing, sorry,  the teachers’ course, I got involved with a blind man: and, to a certain extent, and we liked each other anyway, and that was a great breakthrough for me, because he was dead blind, and he was so marvellous, because he was teaching, and he couldn’t see anything hardly at all, and he was at Birkin [??] and he, he had, he’d gone suddenly blind at 18, and I think, there’s a genetic thing, sometimes, that people go blind at 18, and he was very much a sort of working-class bloke, who wouldn’t have been, dreamt have been a teacher, had he not been blind.
Your microphone’s [rustling noise] come off again.

Sorry.

That’s all right.  We’re obviously not putting it on [??]
Well, when shall I go back, to?

No, you’re all right.  It’s literally just come off, so…

Oh good.

… carry on.

I’ll have to watch it.  And this was really quite a break-through to, for my attitude to disabled [???] Yeah, because I could see how he struggled, and how successful he was.  He had everything Brailled, and… he was tough; like me. [laughs]

So what was it like, being a counsellor, then?

[Talking together] Oh, very interesting, yes.

A student counsellor.

You mean… when, no, well I think it was more interesting before that.  I had a terrible time, getting a full-time job, because, although I’d been, done a course on the assumption that I was going to teach full-time, when it came to it, the ILEA wanted me to, to do a part-time job, and as I, my marriage was very shaky, and I knew I was going to need the money, apart from the fact that I wanted to do a full-time job, really, I wanted to be a proper person, and do a full-time job; although I had three children: I mean, you know, [laughs] and looking back at it, I would have been much better off doing a part-time job, because it, I was exhausted a lot of the time, and got quite ill, but… I taught first of all in a very strange little college in Kennington.  Do you know Kennington?  It was in St George’s Square, very near the British, the Imperial War Museum, and they all, the teachers, the staff were all very eccentric, but the students were nice: and I enjoyed it: I taught everything: History, Sociology, English to foreigners, English to O Level, Religious Knowledge: you name, you name it, I taught it, [laughs] over the years.  I could never say ‘no’ to a new course, which meant I was perpetually exhausted, but I did enjoy it, and I loved the students: I love, the students were lovely East Enders, and, you know, I had a wonderful time with the students.  [laughing]  I think the staff hated me, but I loved the students: I was sort of retarded, you know: and I led a revolution from behind, in one, one … I think that was Kennington, yes.  They closed the library, because of alterations or something.  This was in the middle of term, just before examinations, and they closed the library: so I said, ‘Oh, this is absolutely ridiculous,’ because I was always telling my students to go to the library, and ‘look up this, and look up that: read that,’ and so, anyway, we got a massive protest document out, and I got nearly every student in the college to sign it, but of course, I wasn’t doing anything at all, I was working [laughing] through a marvellous chap called… what was his name?  ‘Jack’, I think, and Jack was a sort of, hippy type, you know, with black greasy hair, all, you know, and he, he was Irish, and he sort of did all the stuff, but I, he and I managed it, really, and I got a… I got: no, I won’t say, ‘I’: I don’t think it was me, but, oh, we all got, decided that the students should descend [??] the petition to the rather ghastly principal at home, at the week end, [laughs] so  [??]    a road near, quite near her, we did that.  Anyway, she got to hear… she was a very unfortunate woman, Miss Fletcher, just waiting it out to retirement, and she somehow got to hear that I was behind it, me and the Sociology teachers.  I taught Sociology, mostly, at that first, at that time, and sociologists were always suspect.  [laughing]  I think they always will be, and she said, she called me, and she said, ‘Yes, I think we’ll give you that transfer, that you wanted,’ [laughs] because I had put in a sort of a, a kind of transfer to a college nearer home, because it was very difficult to get to.  It meant going on to a, going on, going in my car, then going into trains and buses, and going round Waterloo, and, by the time I got to college, I was very tired, and by the time I came back, I was exhausted; although it’s amazing, how you can keep going, isn’t it?  Even if you, I mean, if you enjoy what you’re doing, and like the people, you know.  Anyway, I got quite ill; I got pneumonia at one point, and I was… taken to hospital: Isleworth, somewhere, you know: West Middlesex, and all my st…, one of my, all my class came to see me, in hospital, and it was quite nice: and another time, I went to another hospital, where there were nuns.  I had glandular fever, actually, but no-one, the doctor wouldn’t say it was glandular fever, so I was taken to hospital.  I went into this hospital, where a lot of nuns were, and I was being my usual atheistical self, and my, this, by this time we moved to Bermondsey, that’s right.  Bermondsey; yes, that’s right.  I thought it was Kennington, and then the same college moved to, from Kennington to premises in Bermondsey, which was an even worse, worse, travel, and these nuns were all hovering over me, you know… they were pretty kind, but very nauseating, and, yes, they said, ‘Oh, you must be a good woman after all, because the students have come down for a Religious Studies class.’  [laughs]  I mean, it wasn’t, about five or six, there were, and… it was funny, it was funny, that.  

[Talking together] So

I suppose, in a way, I got on better with students than staff.

And how did you manage a full-time job, and looking after three children?

We had au pair girls, and… mostly they were Austrian.  We had one Austrian au pair girl for four years, and we managed, yes.  We managed, because the children weren’t that young by that time.  I think Matthew must have been about seven: seven, eight and nine, or seven, eight and ten, or something like that.  Yeah, but it was hard, wasn’t it: yes it was very hard, and the children now think I didn’t, [laughing] I didn’t give them enough attention.  However, you can never do right.

And how did they react to moving to England?

Sorry?

How did they react to moving to England, from South Africa?

Oh, they hated it, other than the little boy, who was only… Matthew, who was only 18 months, went all… he went round the place, saying, ‘Mummy, why is it always rining [phon.] in England?’  It wasn’t rining; it was just dark.  I mean, the South African sunlight is fantastic.  ‘Mummy, why is it always rining in England?’  And they didn’t like it at all, because they had to be inside a lot, and they particularly hated it in my father’s farmhouse, because it was November when we arrived.  I don’t know if you can imagine how cold it was: but they got used to it: yeah, but it was a big upheaval, for all of us.  [pause]  I had a kind of breakdown, when I got back: when I was at my father’s house, farm, after South Africa.  I think I was so bored, [laughs] you know.  [Clears throat]  The most exciting thing there was, was Dr Kildare on the television, and it just seemed such a boring, pointless sort of life, after all the excitement of teaching, students, and, you know… going against the government and all that, it was, it had been exciting.  To come back and live in a Welsh, on a Welsh hillside: God, it was terrible.  Anyway, I had a kind of a blackout, and it took, my husband took me to a neurological institute, in Bristol, called The Frenchay, this place and, it was funny, he said that it was absolutely all right, it was just a result, it was the shock of the trauma, moving trauma.  He said, ‘You shouldn’t move; your wife shouldn’t move anywhere within 15 years, at least,’ and of course [laughing] we moved all the time: and there I am, moving again at 74: 73: so… yah.  So it’s, so it’s been a bit all over the place.

Mm.  So anyway, let’s move… so you got your transfer, from Bermondsey.  Where did you go?

I went to Putney.

Putney.

And that was quite near where we lived.  We lived in Wimbledon, you know.  We moved after about six years, from this big old house, to another big old house in Wimbledon: which was where we were for 12 years, and during that time, my husband departed: and that was very traumatic really, because we were… I think we were very fond of each other in a way, but he was so bad-tempered, and we weren’t suited in a way.  He was always neat and tidy, and I was all over the place, [laughs] and, but he was always very good about my disability: always very good about that, and he never threw it in my face, or anything, although he used to throw practically everything else in my face; [laughs] but he was very, very bad-tempered and hard to live with, and I suppose I wasn’t easy, and I went off and, and had an aff… I had an affair with someone who… he was a Deputy Secretary to the Education Department: [laughs] very smart and posh, and… but, but a much older man: yah.  But, and that was that.  [laughs]  Well, I, I don’t want to say too much about that, ‘cause I don’t want to cut anything out: but anyway, Hugh was a bit violent, and that really put the kibosh on it. [voices in the background.]     
So when did you divorce?

1974.

And how, how old were your children then?

Well, 14… 16, 14 and 12, so it wasn’t that bad, but we went through a pretty chaotic period after that, I will say.  The oldest girl went to a private school, some, school that I’d been at, actually, and the middle girl, I think, took the brunt of it, and my son, Matthew, after about year or two, I realised that he wasn’t doing any work at school at all, and I went to the school, and I said, ‘How many O levels is he going to take?’ and they said ‘Three,’ so I said, ‘Three?  That’s impossible,’ and he said, ‘Mummy, can I go to boarding school?  I don’t like all these women, all over the place,’ so luckily my godmother died about then, and she left me some money, so I sent him to boarding school.  I put down a lump sum, you know, the way you can, for two and a half years, or three years, and he loved it, so he was insulated really.  But Frankie became very disruptive, and very sort of, naughty.  She was practically expelled from school.  It was a hard time, in ’73, because three adolescents: I had four adolescents, counting me, and, you know, it wasn’t… it was quite fun in a way, but I realised that, I, well, I, how much I depended on Hugh, and how much, how little I wanted to acknowledge it: [coughs] because he was a very efficient man, you know, very… although he wasn’t a very… he was a loving and affectionate man in a way, but he wasn’t… very child-orientated, but he would always see they went to the dentist on time. [laughs] And [clears throat] he, you know, he was, he ran the, he didn’t exactly run the house, though, but he saw that things got done, and when he wasn’t there, they didn’t get done: and I had lots of, in order to stay in the house, which was we all liked, I had lots of lodgers, you know, and that, sort of, so were huge household, full of rather… immature people: [laughs] but it’s a story itself, [feedback] is that.  I don’t really want to give stories on that.

OK.  What about your… children’s attitude to your disability?

Well, it’s strange, [clears throat] because they all say now, they never noticed it.  Children accept such a lot, don’t they?  And I can’t say they were particularly helpful, because they didn’t see why they should be, I mean, you know: but they never said, ‘Mummy, why are you doing this in such a funny way?’ or anything. They just took it for granted, I think: which in a way, I was glad of, mostly, but I would have been glad of some help at times: [clears throat] and it wasn’t [end of recording.]    
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