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Track 1
[A Facilitator is present during the interview, aiding the interviewer, and her words
will be transcribed, except where the two diverge.]
Right. It’s Tuesday 15th February, and I’m about to interview John Hawkridge.
Afternoon, John.

Good afternoon.

Thank you for being interviewed. I’m going to ask Leona to read you some questions.
[Knocking sound.] I’d like to begin by asking you, when and where you were born?

I was born in August 1948, at St Mary’s Hospital in Leeds.

[Voices in background.] What are your first names, and why were they chosen?

Me first name’s John, and it’s me only name, and it’s a family name: probably named
after me grandfather.

How old were your parents when you were born?

Me mother were 27 I think, and me father were about 25 or 26 – 26, I think it was.

Mm right. What early memories do you have of your mother?

Just normal ones really:

What?

you know, just a normal mother.

What do you mean by ‘normal’? Could you give an example?
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Well when I were born they didn’t know that I had cerebral palsy until I got to a
certain age, and when I should have started walking, I didn’t, I just kept crawling,

Yeah.

and that’s when me grandmother turned round and said, ‘he ain’t making normal
development, there’s something wrong.’

Yeah.

And that’s when they decided that it was cerebral palsy that I had.

What early memories do you have of your father?

Once again, just normal ones of him carrying me around and treating me pretty
normally really.

[Phone ringing in background.] Tell me about your father’s work.

Father’s work? Me father were an engineer, you know, worked at engineering
factories. My first memory of where he worked is at Royal Ordinance Factory at
Barnbow at Leeds, and then later he moved to English Electric in Bradford.

What about your mum’s work?

Me mother never worked after I were born: not until we all left school.

What did she do before you were born?

Some sort of sewing, needlework-type thing I think: dressmaking.

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 3
C1134/20 Track 1

And now can we move onto your birth issues? Is that all right?

Yeah.

What do you know about your birth?

I had a difficult birth and I had a forceps delivery, and it’s probably as a result of this
forceps delivery that I have cerebral palsy. I were born with big forceps marks on me
head, and me mother weren’t a very big woman, she were only about four foot eleven,
and I would be a normal-sized child and just got into difficulties.

Mm.

I mean the point is that had I been born 40 or 50 years earlier, we’d have both have
died.

Mm. How did your parents discover that you had cerebral palsy?

When I didn’t start [to] make normal progression into walking. I did used to walk
about, but I used to hold onto furniture.

Mm. Have you got any more you’d like to add?

Not really at that age. I just had this problem walking. I did eventually manage to
walk; it just didn’t come as easy as what it should have done.

What medical advice were your parents given?

You weren’t given a lot of medical advice in them days, they held an awful lot back
from yer, you know, they just said, ‘Oh you’ve got brain damage and you’ve got a
child that’s spastic.’ You know that’s the word – ‘cerebral palsy’ weren’t used that
often then,
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Mm.

it were just termed ‘spastic’ and

Yes.

you’ve got this child that’s this, and what’s hard for people to understand now is there
was really very little support, you know, you just got told this and then you had to get
on with it.

Yeah.

You didn’t get given a load of claim forms or anything, [interviewer laughs] you just
had to get on with it. Normal children went to clinics to have their development
checked,

Yes.

as I suppose children still do today,

Yeah.

and [interviewer laughs] I just went for these normal checks that children went for,
and then when probably I got a little bit older, I used to go for physiotherapy, maybe
once or twice a week, as a young child, before I started school.

Mm. What memories do you have of seeing the doctors?

Seeing doctors?

Yes.
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Well they just behaved like God, did doctors in them days, when you saw one, you
know. You were [interviewer laughs] put in front of a doctor and if he said whatever
he said, that’s what happened. So if he said, ‘Oh we’ll take that leg off,’ he took that
leg off, [interviewer laughs] and nobody said, ‘Oh you can’t do that,’ or

Yes.

this that or the other – everybody just trusted hem.

How did cerebral palsy affect you, when you were young?

It affected me, in respect that, once I could walk I soon got tired and as a family, if we
went out, I might have often ended up with me father carrying me when I were quite
young,

Mm.

and that. We still went out, it didn’t stop us doing anything, but me father sort of, you
know, I did walk about but if we went on any sort of distances or had to get anywhere
quick, I didn’t have a wheelchair or anything, me father just picked me up and carried
me – [interviewer laughs] probably sat me on his shoulders, that sort of carry, not
under his arm or anything, you know.

When did you first realise yourself that you had cerebral palsy?

Well what really brought it home were when I were four year old and I went to
boarding school, and suddenly I were mixed with other people that had cerebral palsy,
and also I were taken away from home.

Mm.
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So once I got into boarding school,

Mm.

you become acutely aware that you’re not being treated normal any more.

At what, boarding school? And that boarding school; was it a school for physicaldisabled people or was it...?

No it were a school for spastics,

Facilitator: Right.

and it were a boarding school at Harrogate called... it were part of Leeds Education
Authority,

Yeah.

it were a new experiment, and it were called ‘Larchfield School at Harrogate’, but as I
say it were run by Leeds Education Authority, and what they did is they took 20
children with cerebral palsy that they thought they could develop (and this were in
1953) and we went to school on the Monday morning, and we actually came home on
the Saturday morning.

Yeah.

So yer left home at p’raps eight o’clock on a Monday morning, and you were picked
up in an ambulance – something like you might see on The Royal or Heartbeat
[interviewer laughs] these days, one of them type of ambulances and about four year
old you – were taken away,

Mm.
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and you went to this boarding school with 19 other children. It held 20 children
generally-speaking – it always were full, it always had 20 children there.

What memories do you have, or what have you been told about the reaction of your
parents and relatives to your disability?

Well, they didn’t really have a reaction, as far as I’m aware it came as a shock to
them, but they just accepted it and got on with it, cos in them days, you know, there
wasn’t any blame or there wasn’t a big degree of understanding: [voices in
background, continue throughout] you know, you had a problem, nobody else dealt
with it but you. Different parents viewed it in different ways, but basically you had a
disabled child and life went on. I mean my parents went on and I had another brother
and a sister, and I were eldest, so they didn’t say, ‘Oh this has happened to us, we’re
not having any more,’

Mm.

and then I had another brother that didn’t live, that died at birth, so -

Can I move on to the relationship with your parents?

Yeah.

What memories do you have of being looked after at home, by your mother or father?

Just normal ones: you know they didn’t make any extra-ordinary allowances for yer or
anything; you were just brought up exactly the same as what me brother were brought
up

Yeah.
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or what-have-you, you just fit in to the family. And if the family went out, you went
with them and p’raps occasionally when they did something strenuous they left you
with somebody you know, you were left with your grandparents, or left with
somebody if it were unsuitable for you to go, but generally speaking I were just fully
accepted by parents, aunts and uncles and everybody, they didn’t have a problem with
it.

Did your parents consider certain things important in life, e.g. manners, ways of
speaking, treatment of others, tiredness, punctuality, and discipline?

Yeah. Me parents thought that manners and discipline were extremely important: so
you had no excuse, you know?

Mm.

You had to behave yourself or you were in trouble.

So what was discipline like at home?

Fairly strict. You know, if you didn’t behave, you got hit in them days, [interviewer
laughs] which no longer happens, [laughs]

Yeah I -

and I just got treated exactly the same as everybody else. They didn’t say, ‘Oh he’s
disabled, we won’t hit him,’ or, ‘He’s disabled, we won’t do this,’

Mm.

I just got treated exactly the same as everybody else, and I suppose my parents were
as strict as any parents so, you know, you’d see other kids that didn’t get treated so
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strictly – at the time you might think it’s bad, but in later years you realise why they
did it.

Mm. How would you celebrate happy events like birthdays or particular
achievements?

Just normally: we’d have birthday parties or Christmas parties or whatever. We didn’t
particularly celebrate achievements cos we didn’t view achievements when we were
young, but we just had normal parties, you know, I came from a sort of a middle-class
background: we just had normal parties.

Interviewer: Right, yes.

We didn’t go out or anything. When you had a party in them days you just had a
[laughing] special meal at home,

A-huh.

and a cake.

How did you get on with your mother or father when you were young?

Quite well, just what I’d consider to be normal.

What memories do you have of spending time playing, or other free time with your
parents?

Yeah, we used to [go] on holiday to east coast every year for a fortnight, and we used
to play cricket, tennis, different games, on the beach or wherever. When we were at
home in them days we didn’t have any television, and we used to play cards and board
games and, you know, generally things that people might play on odd occasion these
days. We used to play draughts,
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Mm hmm.

Ludo, snakes and ladders: all sorts before TVs were invented.

Mm, very interesting. How did you share your worries with them?

I don’t suppose I had too many worries in them days but me father never had a
problem in dealing with any worries that I had. I could have shared them with me
father.

Mm. OK. Would you say you were closer to your father, or to your mother?

Neither really, just about the same.

Did your parents give you pocket money, and what did you spend your pocket money
on?

Yeah, as a child I used to get about half a crown a week, [interviewer laughs] which is
12 and a half pence, for those that don’t know what half a crown is. I used to save
some up for when we went on holiday and occasionally buy small toys or buy
presents for people at Christmas or birthdays, and I don’t remember buying a lot of
sweets with it.

And what people influenced you most in your early years?

Me father, and I suppose the odd aunt and uncle here and there, but me father were a
big influence on me.

In which ways did he influence you?
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Well he were a fit, strong man, who could run fast and were generally good at
physical things and, you know, I suppose I always wanted to be like him. You know
he influenced me with what he could do, and he didn’t behave unreasonably. He
equally influenced me in other ways, you know, I mean in them days he used to
smoke and it influenced me that I’d never smoke.

Yes.

He had his good points and he had his bad points.

Interviewer: Yes. Yes.

His good points influenced me, and his bad points didn’t.

Interesting. Right, can I move on to your brothers and sisters?

Yeah.

If you had any, could you tell me about your brothers and sisters, starting with their
names?

Yeah I had a brother called Robert who were born about 16 months after me –
December 1949. We grew up close, fought like normal brothers do and everything.
Unfortunately he died in a car crash on St Valentine’s Day 1972, while at work. He
wasn’t the driver. And I have a sister who’s five years younger than me, who I see
every week,

Interviewer: You had a brother?

and I had another brother in between them who died at birth. He got his umbilical
cord wrapped round his neck and it strangled him as he were born,
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Interviewer: Any other brothers?

[phone ringing in background] and he were quite a big baby when he were born, about
10 pound, or something like that, you know.

Interviewer: Oh, dear.

And how did you get on with all your brothers and sisters?

Reasonable when we were children. We had our ups and downs as children do with
brothers and sisters but I get on all right with me sister now – I don’t have any
problems with her and her children.

What do you especially remember about your brothers and sisters when you were
young?

[Pause.] Just playing games, and just generally playing like normal brothers and
sisters play, one would imagine.

Did you have good conversations?

Yeah. Yeah, I were very close to me brother when we were young.

Mm. Right, I’d like to go on to your grandparents, relations. What early memories do
you have of your grandparents? Let’s start with their names.

Well, when I were born, me mother and father lived with me [voices in background]
mother’s mother and father, who were Robert and Elizabeth May-Humble. In 1948,
immediately after war, there were very little housing available and you didn’t go out
and get married and get a house or anything like that. The chances were in them days
you got married and you still lived with your parents. So one of them, only one of
your parents moved, and me father moved in to live at me mother’s house, and when
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you see these houses now, you don’t realise how on earth these people managed. You
know, they had [an] extra bed [laughing] that they put up downstairs when everybody
else went to bed, [interviewer laughs] and immediately after War, that’s how people
managed – they just felt grateful to be still alive, and grateful to have a roof, you
know.

Mm.

They didn’t sort of think, ‘Oh this is terrible, we’re living in terrible conditions here,
there’s half a dozen of us queuing up for a bath, or toilet and you can’t do this or you
can’t do that,’ you just had to have what were available.

Yeah, yeah.

So, for about first three years or so, we lived (well definitely for the first two years)
with me mother’s parents, and then after two years we went to live with me father’s
parents. I think that didn’t go too well. And eventually, about 1951 or so, we got a
house of our own at Moortown in Leeds. Now me mother’s parents lived at Armley in
Leeds and we lived there, and then when we went to me father’s parents, who were
called Samuel and Elsie Hawkridge. We lived with them, and they lived at
Crossgates, and each of them would only live in two-bedroomed houses, you know,
[there] warn’t three-bedroomed houses.

Mm.

That would have been extravagant in them days.

What were, or have been their occupations?

Well, I think me mother’s father used to work at a foundry place called Blakeys and
he were disabled with arthritis in his old age, and he used to sort segs and things that
people used to just have nailed into the bottom of their boots. And he just had a
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menial job sorting these, but he had done accountancy work earlier in his life, and
done all sorts of different things before he’d become quite ill with his arthritis. Me
grandmother didn’t work in them days, but she had worked previously in her life
doing basically anything, you know – she’d worked at a fish shop and cleaned and
helped, and done various sort a like servant-type jobs before she got married.

Mm.

And me father’s father; I have one memory of him and he were a building site
foreman, and at Moortown, when they were building primary school, we went to see
him. We were walking past this site one day and he were at work, and he came over
with his tipper truck [interviewer laughs] to chat to us for a couple of minutes, as we
walked past.

Interviewer: What -

Oh and his wife Elsie – she were a French polisher so she’d worked nearly all her life.
Me father had a working mother who were a French polisher.

How often did you see them?

Well obviously when we lived with them we saw them all the time, but [interviewer
laughs] when we didn’t live with me grandparents any more, we used to see me
mother’s parents about, ooh we used to see hem every week. Every Saturday we had a
ritual where we used to go from Moortown, where we lived, over to Armley, and we
basically went at dinnertime and came home in late evening – always by bus in them
days. There weren’t anything like the number of cars around that there is now, and
generally speaking, people didn’t have transport. Everybody went everywhere by bus
or tram. So we saw them every week and I don’t know how often we saw me
mother’s mother and father, we probably saw them about every two or three months.
We definitely didn’t see them every week.
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What memories do you have of being looked after by anyone from outside the family,
e.g. relations, friends, neighbours, paid help?

Well when I were young in them days, none of our family were ever looked after by
paid help or friends... It’d be very, very rare that we were ever looked after by friends,
but me grandmother might have looked after us, and occasionally I used to spend a
week there with hem, in school holidays when I wasn’t at school. I, even before
starting school, probably occasionally spend a week or a couple o’ weeks at me
grandmother’s, and once I started school I regularly spent time there in school
holidays.

What other relations of your father do you remember?

Me father has a brother, and he’s about four years younger than me father, and he
used to have a motorbike in them days and occasionally he used to visit us on a
Sunday morning with his mate. He used to turn up on his motorbike.

[Phone rings in background.] Where did they live?

Crossgates: [rustling sound] Leeds.

And what other relations of your mother do you remember?

Oh me mother had three sisters and one brother and I remember hem all. One of her
sisters is me godmother, who I always got on extremely well with, and one other sister
lived at Clitheroe in Lancashire, and one other sister (youngest one) still lived at
home, but she were a bit of a tyrant. [Interviewer laughs.] A bit bossy.

Where did they live?
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The one that’s my godmother lived at Beeston in Leeds, and the other one as I said
lived at Clitheroe, and the other one lived at home (and still lived at home) in Armley,
and the brother lived in Armley as well, or Wortley.

What kind of contacts do you remember having with neighbours? Did they come into
the house?

Yeah, when we had our own house, well, when we lived with me grandparents, we
used to play wi’ neighbours’ children. And I do have photographs of me playing in a
play pen wi’ one o’ [the] neighbour’s children, but when we moved to Moortown and
got our own house, there were several neighbours that we used to play with, [sound of
door banging in distance] or sometimes there were, I mean with having a young...

[End of Track 1]

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 17
C1134/20 Track 2

[Track 2]

That’s it. Yeah, when we lived at Moortown, we had neighbours that we were fairly
friendly with and [phone ringing in background, plus voices] exactly next-door they
had a boy and a girl who were quite old, a bit older than what we were, and the next
house along they had another boy and a girl who were just a bit older than us, and
then next house along, they had about five, six or seven children, I can’t remember,
and they came down to our age-range. So when me sister were born, we might have
had some of these girls that were a bit older who were always wanting to take her out
in a pram, or wheelchair or whatever – which people used to do in them days. So we
did have contact with hem.

Yeah, yeah.

Obviously when you go to boarding school, your contact’s [laughing] severely
restricted.

Right John, I’d like to ask yer on your early memories, highlight questions. Number
one: how would you describe your early childhood, before you were four or five or
so?

Pretty normal, except that I probably had a wheelchair longer than... not a wheelchair,
a pushchair longer than what most children had one, and me father carried me
probably more than what most parents probably carry their children. But apart from
that, until I went to boarding school, I just thought it were pretty normal childhood.

What are some of your strongest, or most vivid, early memories?

Particular toys that I have. I remember playing with them and remember going to
places and, you know, I remember incidents like when I used to go for me
physiotherapist. Sometimes me mother went wi’ one of her sisters with me, and I once
remember walking through the centre of Leeds, and one o’t wheels came off on me
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push chair and these two women were there, [interviewer laughs] getting this problem
sorted out of a loose wheel on pushchair. We were actually at the time going
somewhere near back of Marks and Spencer’s in Briggate, and there used to be like a
little garage place there, a Marks and Spencer’s loading bay, and I remember one of
the chaps coming out and putting this wheel back on for us.

How would you describe your family home at this time? (Atmosphere or appearance,
etc.)

Good. I always had a good atmosphere in our family home. I still do have.

What were your favourite foods?

Favourite foods?

Yeah.

I don’t know – [laughing] jelly. [Interviewer laughs.] Jelly, maybe ice cream, and
anything that, anything that I were given at that age I think. But I know that I had this
thing about yellow jelly when I were young, which I don’t have a thing about it any
more: I grew out of that. [Interviewer laughs.] But I’m letting you in to some personal
information there.

Do you want that to be confidential?

No, no that’s all right. I don’t have a problem with it.

What was your bedroom like?

Well I shared a bedroom with me brother, from first time we had a bedroom. Nothing
out of usual I don’t think; we just had two single beds.
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Interviewer: And you -

We didn’t have a load of posters on walls like kids do these days. It were just [a]
bedroom decorated wi’ wallpaper.

What about a favourite game?

A favourite game. I don’t really know at that age, we used to play cards, I liked
playing cards. That were probably me favourite game then. Then when I got a bit
older, draughts became me favourite game, and at one stage we played a lot o’
Monopoly.

Yeah. What kind of books did you like to read?

I didn’t read books in them days: well I couldn’t read before I were five anyway, but
the point is, I didn’t. I wasn’t a sort of a comic sort of a person, and books were
considered quite expensive things in them days, people just didn’t have books as
disposable items and like kids do today. You know, you just had an odd book, I still
have the same books now that I had then, [Interviewer: Yes, right] but I haven’t given
any away, and the thing is I have another 4,000 of them now: so I do read now, but it
didn’t mean anything to me then. I didn’t used to read comics very much.

Interviewer: Yes, right.

I s’pose me first memories of having books were these books that you got, usually
around Christmas, that had loads of things to fill in and projects in them, you know,
like where there might be questions to answer, like crosswords, or similar sort of
puzzles that were the order of the day in them days, you know, nothing like the sort of
things they do today. But times have changed – what today’s things have replaced. I
s’pose that’s me memories of having early books that I enjoyed doing these things in
these books.
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What are your feelings, when thinking of home, when you were young?

Well obviously when I went away to boarding school I couldn’t wait to get home, so
home meant a lot to me. When I was staying with me grandparents, being away from
home didn’t particularly bother me. I just considered it another home. I s’pose if I had
too, if I stayed too long with hem, I’d begin to miss me parents, but it didn’t bother
me that much for short periods.

Now I’d like to continue with the early school days.

Right.

Where did you first go to school, and what was the school’s name?

I went to Larchfield Residential School at Harrogate: Easter 1953 I went, and I were
four year old, and I warn’t five until the August. And you boarded from Monday night
till Saturday morning, so you had five nights there.

Describe your first day at school.

Well I don’t remember me first day at school, but I’ve no doubt it were quite
traumatic, being taken away and all new experience and knowing at end of it, that you
weren’t going home. But I mean however traumatic, it were something that I coped
with, it didn’t cause me traumatic damage or anything, [interviewer laughs] it was just
one of those harsh realities of life.

Mm. What memories do you have of your first teacher?

Oh, me first teacher – my first memories [are] of a really bossy teaching assistant: not
so much a teacher. All through me life I’ve always got on reasonably well with
teachers, but I’ve not always got on so well with teaching assistants, who seem to
have a high opinion of theirself and get a bit bossy. And the thing about Larchfield
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School were that we had a teaching assistant who didn’t like, you know, everything
you had was supposed to be shared, there was no such thing as personal possessions,
and I always think of her as the first communist that I ever knew. [Interviewer
laughs.] Which to me, when you’re four and five year old and you go away from
home, you need to have some personal possessions for your own, emotional security,
you know, and without any consideration, you’d just have hem grabbed off yer and
shared around, and things like that.

Mm. Tell me about a typical school day.

Typical school day, we got up in the morning, got dressed, went for breakfast, then
went to class, maybe played out for a short break in middle of morning, went for
dinner, played out for a short while immediately after dinner, lunch, and then back
into the classroom for afternoon. I don’t remember a mid-afternoon break, probably
we didn’t have one – probably afternoons weren’t that long – and then we’d finish our
lessons in afternoon and then we’d have quite a long break, when we played either in
or out, depending on the time o’ year, before tea, and then we went to the dining room
for tea, and then we had another lengthy spell in a playroom, before we started going
to bed about half past seven. And every night, before you went to bed, you had a bath,
and also the first day, when you went back to school on a Monday, everybody had to
go get their ’air checked for nits, [interviewer laughs] and you had to have a right fine
toothcomb dragged through your hair, and pulled you there and everywhere: quite
gruesome at the time.

Mm.

I don’t remember having nits meself but obviously some people had nits, otherwise
they wouldn’t have been checking for hem. I s’pose in a school like that it only needs
one person with nits and everybody’ll have them if you’re not careful. [Laughs.] So,
that’d be a normal day – you’d have your bath, so obviously people going to bed were
staggered a bit. If you were young, you went first, and if you were a bit older you
didn’t go later as such, you just were further down the queue. And so I s’pose if you
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were young, you started you started going for your bath about seven-ish and if you
were at older end, you’d be going for your bath about half seven. Generally speaking,
you left this school when you were 11 year old, so there warn’t any older kids, so, you
know, everybody were just in bed probably by about eight o’clock and you’d
probably be up at seven or half seven in the morning.

OK, thank you. What did the teachers feel was important, e.g. manners, how to treat
other children, punctuality, tidiness, ways of speaking etc?

Well they were pretty keen on everything, and it were one of these places where they
ran a very strict regime and, you know, a simple thing like if you dragged your foot on
the floor and left a black mark, you would have to clean it off the floor. So they taught
you not to drag your feet like that, and when you sat down for a meal you ate
everything, and if you didn’t you’d get it forced down yer... you’d be force-fed. It
warn’t desirable, so you just ate everything, you found a way of managing to eat
everything and obviously, in them days, if you did out seriously wrong you could be
hit, so you could be smacked or hit or whatever, so you warn’t bound to do very much
wrong. You didn’t actually get hit for not being intelligent, you know, if you were
doing your lessons and you were sort of applying yourself, if you got a wrong answer,
you wouldn’t get hit, but if yer misbehaved or did anything that they felt wan’t in
keeping with what they felt you should be doing, you would have been hit for it. At
the same time, the woman that were in charge of this school [was] a woman called
Miss Hogarth, who’d be like a matron figure.

Mm.

And they didn’t try to knock everything out of you by discipline, you know, they
encouraged a degree of mischievousness and did in some ways encourage you to have
a degree of fun, and they encouraged a degree of adventure when you were out in
garden. We were allowed to build dens and have a totem pole and all sorts of [things],
you know, and ride tricycles around the ground and things like that. You know it
warn’t... when I say ‘it were strict’, there were guidelines that were laid down – ‘You

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 23
C1134/20 Track 2

will not do this,’ and if you did it you were in trouble – but it didn’t mean that ‘You
will not move or you’ll be in trouble,’ it just meant that you followed what you warn’t
supposed to do, you didn’t do. [Voices in background.] But all in all, the longer you
were there, the more you got used to it, and I would say that by the time you left,
going to school warn’t something that bothered you any more, you know, you just
packed your backs on a Monday morning and went. Having said that, you still looked
forward to leaving and having a home life again.

[Laughs.] Interviewer: Yes.

Going on to one thing; I s’pose one of the hard things was that all the time you’re
going through this process, you’re being assessed, medically, so you’d have days
when surgeons’d arrive and doctors’d arrive and you’d be assessed. And some of the
children around you’d be taken away and they’d be in hospital and have operations,
and come out in a lot of pain, and even come back to school in plaster: before, you
know, in the middle of an operation, have an operation, get put in plaster, sent back to
school, then sent back to hospital again to get this plaster off,

[Talking together] Mm hmm.

and what-have-you, and I s’pose you used to look round and think, ‘Will that be me?’
Then, unfortunately for me, I got selected to be fitted with iron callipers, so all of a
sudden you find yourself in leg irons and you can... from being able to run, they’ve
put you in these leg irons, and you can hardly stand up, never mind run. And they’d
put you in hem and they’d tighten up leather straps on you when you’re in, and
basically it’s just a form of torture, they’re just forcing your joints against what they
want to do, and so you find you might be wearing your callipers x amount of hours a
day. Now bearing in mind I could take these callipers off and run and hop, skip and
jump, that warn’t something that I enjoyed at all. And then before I left that school,
somebody came up with this fantastic idea of fitting me wi’ night splints on me
ankles, so I wore callipers through [the] day, so I were in agony with me legs through
day, and then when I went to bed I were in agony with me ankle cos I had me feet
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strapped into ankle splints. So in them respects it warn’t a pleasure, and I definitely
didn’t wear these callipers on a weekend at home – whether I was supposed to or not,
I don’t know, but I definitely didn’t –and I didn’t wear these ankle splints at home
either.

[Sound of door banging.] What were some of the best moments at school?

I used to be very friendly with the gardener, cos this school were in fairly big grounds
and it had a couple o’ men that were gardeners, and I suppose I had an interest in the
garden and these gardeners, [interviewer laughs] and they were like, friends – respite
from everything else, to be friendly with the gardeners – and we had some fantastic
bonfires on bonfire night which I remember. Bonfire night were also a big event. We
had everything except fireworks that went with a bang. [Interviewer laughs.] Nothing
that went with a bang. But we had some fantastic fireworks evenings and bonfires.
[Door banging.] Christmases were fairly good as well. A lot of things about this
school were good, as well as the things that were bad, and the things that were bad
warn’t the sort of things that you’d go around grieving the rest o’ your life for they
were the sort of things that you left school and you’re not like banging your head
against a wall – you left school and you stopped banging your head and it didn’t hurt
[laughing] anymore, you know.

Mm. And what were they?

Well, the things is that you had these things done to you, see. You were put in
callipers and ankle splints and forced to do these things, forced to walk in hem, forced
to do this. One could only imagine that that’s how they made progress, you know,
that’s how these surgeons that were treating you, medical science, had made massive
advances through Second World War, and as we got further into 1950s, all these exwar people that they’d been treating either died or [phone ringing in background]
they’d had as much treatment as they needed, and you’d all these surgeons, and
somebody in a high-powered job like a surgeon is not just suddenly going to turn
round and say, ‘All right, I’ve treated everybody, I’ll go and find meself another job.’
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You know, he says, ‘I’m a surgeon; I’ve got to find somebody to operate on. If I’ve
dealt with all these people, I’ll find somebody new.’ [Laughs.] So they found new
people.

Mm.

And although they may have selected me out for it, you know, at the time it’s not very
good but one has to accept that’s how medical science moves forward. They have to
experiment on somebody.

Facilitator: That’s right.

What contact did your parents have with the school?

Normally my parents (especially me mother or what-have-you) and me grandparents
visited school open days whenever we had an open day event, you know, they went
out to ’Arrogate and were there. I don’t think me father war [would] cos he’d be at
work, but he may have been there an odd time when he were working nights (he may
have gone in afternoon). I mean my parents took a big interest in what happened to
me at this school. You know, they didn’t try and change things, but they weren’t
disinterested. They didn’t just say, ‘All right we’ve got rid of him, he’s at school and
it don’t matter any more,

[Talking together.] Yes, yes.

they’ll look after him.’ They took an interest in it.

Mm.

Maybe they took an interest but as it were, didn’t have [laughing] any influence.
[Voices in background.]
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What subjects did you like?

Well, from an educational point of view, I wouldn’t say I’ve had a problem in me life
with education. I’ve a natural mathematic ability, so I never had a problem with
Maths, I quite enjoyed, and I’ve always enjoyed Geography and History and whatever
basics we did. You see when you go to a school like that, you’re not getting

[Talking together.] Mm, mm. Yes.

a normal education. Basically, in the first instance what they’re trying to do, they’re
trying to teach you to read and write,

Yeah.

so that you’ve got a basis at a later stage to move on.

Mm.

And then you might do a touch of Geography but it don’t compare to mainstream
education that we’re getting.

Mm.

Maybe I could’ve coped with mainstream education, but in a place like that you’re
moving at the rate that the, I won’t say ‘the slowest person in the class is going or
moving’, but you’re getting educated at the rate at what the majority of the slower
ones are moving at, you know, so you’re held back. There were quite a few of us that
probably could have moved forward a lot quicker but we didn’t. But the thing is that
we did get a good basic education, cos they did teach us how to read and write, and do
basic arithmetic well.

What memories do you have of friends at school?
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Oh lots of memories of friends. The range of abilities at this school ranged from
people like meself, down to people that were never gonna to be very mobile, but at
this school they actually took a lot of children that you would think would be never
mobile, never would be able to walk, and through this very strict regime they actually
got, I would say, when I were there, everybody but two people in the school, 18 out o’
20, they got walking. Now some of these kids that they got walking (albeit on elbow
crutches, or what-have-you or some sort of frame) you would think that this person
would never, ever walk, and they got 18... These other two would never have walked
anyway, and they p’raps, well I can say for certain, they had conditions other than the
cerebral palsy which would mean that their illness were terminal. You know, it
weren’t just cerebral palsy which is not an illness; it’s a disorder, as opposed to…
You know these people had cerebral palsy plus, say, hydrocephalus or something like
that, and they [phone ringing] warn’t gonna live that long and for that reason they
pr’aps didn’t get hem walking cos of problems that they had with their head. But out
of these 20, they got 18 of hem walking, although a few of hem, immediately [after]
they left that school, never walked again, cos it obviously were hard for them, and
they obviously decided that walking warn’t for them. But in fairness to the school,
they got hem walking.

Both: Mm.

And obviously we had people that had some problems with speech, and people that
had cerebral palsy that were jumpy and didn’t have full control of theirself, and then
we had people, just like meself, that just had severe muscle tension, with bent arms,
bent legs, and problems, not able to relax. My personal friends consisted of one lad
that were a bit jumpy that didn’t have quite a full control, but he could run around,
and another lad that was similar to meself (may have been marginally worse than me,
but only marginal). Generally speaking, your best friends were people that were on
the same mental wavelength as yourself, so you tended to think, ‘Oh well,’ you know,
if you mixed with people that were of a similar educational standard to yourself,
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Mm. Yes.

which didn’t mean to say you worn’t friendly with some of these others, but my best
friends personally would be a group that were going forward, that were making
progress and [laughing] had plans.

What are your memories of school trips or events, outside lessons?

Well, we had occasional school trips. We once saved up some money, and we had a
visit to a local shop. One evening we walked down the drive and walked to the end of
the road and the Leeds-Harrogate Road, and went along to the Post Office-cum-toy
shop. So this were an expedition to a shop to spend money, and then we did have an
odd day trip to the coast. We might have gone to Bridlington or Filey, or somewhere
like that. [Voices in background. Phone rings.] Yeah, we didn’t have many trips out
but that would be one of the trips that we had out. We definitely went to the coast,
p’raps twice while I were at school: which were a big event in them days.

How would you summarise your early schooldays?

Well I would think that at the time, I didn’t think...

[End of Track 2]
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[Track 3]

Right, my best summed-up early schooldays is that at the time I didn’t think it was so
good and some things I were quite happy with at school, certain aspects, and other
aspects I warn’t at all happy with. The discipline side I learnt to cope with. Being put
in callipers and night splints, I didn’t learn to cope with. In retrospect, there isn’t
anything about it that bothers me, it’s just a phase o’ life that you’ve got to get
through: it’s part of getting’ to where you’re going.

Mm.

I don’t think it did me any lasting damage at all: in fact I think there were certain
aspects of it that probably, long-term, are good for yer. You know, even to the point
of having unwanted callipers put on your hips.

Mm, yeah.

It strengthens your resolve to do things that you wanna do. It lays a basis in your life,
it’s there in the back o’ your life, it’s there in the back of your mind how bad things
can get, and [laughing] it constantly reminds you of how good things are now.

Now I’d like to move onto the next section, which is about, out and about. When not at
school, what memories do you have of being outside, or playing outside, the garden,
local park, woods, fields?

Well when we lived at Moortown, we lived opposite Adel Woods, and as young
children we often, in summer on a Sunday afternoon, walk through these woods, past
something called The Seven Arches to Adel, and there’d be a field and a tea house
there and,

Mm.
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people’d congregate on hem in them days. So that’s an early memory; walking
through there with me mother and father and maybe other friends or relatives. You
know, it’d be an event, we’d walk to Adel and then we used to play out in garden, a
lot in summer. [Voices in background.] We always had bikes (tricycles and whathave-you) when we were young. And then, also in summer, we’d have days out and
we’d go to Ilkley, and as a family we’d walk up onto Ilkley Moor, up to White Wells
Tea House that used to be there, and then maybe across to the Cow and Calf Rocks,
and then back down to Ilkley, and get a bus or a train back to Leeds. And then on
other occasions we’d have a day out to Knaresborough, and once again we’d get a bus
or a train to Knaresborough, and then spend a day p’raps walking along the road,
along the side of the river at Knaresborough, and then back home in the evening. We
might even have had an odd trip to Harrogate, or Otley, and me mother and father
sometimes used to walk over Baildon Moor, but it were considered too arduous for
me, so I always got left somewhere else, probably with me grandparents, while the
rest of the family did that walk over Baildon Moor to Ilkley – not that they did it very
often, but they have done it, and I never did it with them. But I did do most walks, you
know, very rarely did I get left anywhere. I used to go everywhere with hem.

Interviewer: Where did you -

And then you see we used to get our annual holiday at east coast as well. Always we
had two weeks at east coast.

Mm.

Last two weeks in July, every year, sometimes to Filey, sometimes to Bridlington,
Sewerby Park, and then when we went there, we p’raps had day trips up to
Scarborough or whatever places we warn’t actually staying in, we’d have day trips to
as well. I would say that they are some of the best memories that I have of me
childhood: our two weeks’ holiday at the coast. We really looked forward to it every
year.
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What memories do you have of seeing friends at the time, when you weren’t at
school?

Well I didn’t have many friends when I warn’t at school, because when you go to
boarding school it’s difficult to sustain friendships at home cos you’re only home for
a weekend when most of time you’re doing things with your family. But I did have an
odd friend or two where I stayed with me grandmother. You know, I used to be
friendly with [a] couple of children that lived in same street at Armley, and obviously
I had me brother all the time, so when I were at home and he were there... He rarely
stayed, if ever, with me grandparents – he didn’t like staying with anybody, he had to
be at home all the time. Obviously having a brother at home, you’re not reliant on
extra friends for entertainment; you’ve got ready-made friends there.

Mm. What about going out to the shops?

Yeah, I’ve always gone out to the shops, always. You know in them days you p’raps
used to shop regularly for food: you know there weren’t the supermarkets that there is
today. I would go out to shops with me mother: she’d have a trip up to the shops and
I’d go with her, and same when I was staying with me grandparents.

Mm hmm.

Me grandmother would go out shops and I’d go with her, and it’s hard to describe, but
shopping were a different experience in them days. You’d walk down a street and
different shops for everything. It’s nothing that you can compare to today.

Interviewer: And what -

Definitely.

No.
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No supermarkets: the supermarket warn’t invented then. [Interviewer laughs.] Also
we used to go to town shopping occasionally, so you’d go to Leeds and there’d be big
shops like Schofields, and Lewis’s, Matthias Robinson’s, and what-have-you, and
we’d probably go to town and make an event of it by having our dinner out while we
were down there, and go to one of these places, probably either Schofield’s or
Matthias Robinson’s for our dinner. While we were in town, we’d have a proper meal,
and this were part of the ritual of going shopping.

Facilitator: OK?

What early memories do you have of travel?

Once again we went to all these [voices in background] destinations around... We
went to Ilkley, Knaresborough, and our annual holiday. In fact very early on in life,
we didn’t get booked anywhere on east coast so we got Rail Rover tickets and for a
fortnight we stayed at Crossgates wi’ me father’s parents, and there were a station
there and every day we went somewhere different – caught a train out of Crossgates,
probably to east coast, [sound of door banging] but we went to different places. One
day we went to Scarborough and another day we went to Bridlington, another day we
went to Filey: we just went to different rail destinations on a daily basis. That were in
the days of steam trains. So I had a few journeys by steam train and often when we
went on our holidays we went on a coach, a bus, a special like holiday coach that just
took yer away and just took people on holiday and then presumably brought those
coming back, back home.

Mm.

Facilitator: OK?

It were about 1958 when the first member of our family got a car. [Sound of horn in
background.]
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What about family, or other trips out, including day trips?

Well we just regularly had day trips out throughout the summer. It were just a regular
thing.

Interviewer: What about winter?

Well I played games in winter, and gone out in summer.

What are your memories of weekends or times when your family were together?

Well we obviously visited me grandparents every Saturday, and as I say in summer I
either went out on a Sunday or played games at home. Got visited by me father’s
brother or [interviewer laughs] one of me mother’s sisters, or something like that.

And what do you remember about festivals or customs, locally?

Well when we lived at Moortown,

Yeah.

we went on annual bus trips. We had a couple, maybe once or twice a year, we had
trips to the coast from a housing tenants’ association or something like that, and we’d
p’raps have a trip to Blackpool illuminations in autumn, and maybe a trip to Skegness
or, not Skegness, Cleethorpes, or somewhere through summer. We used to have these
bus trips from our estate at Moortown, to the coast: that were a tradition. Several
coaches probably, you know,

Mm.

there’d be a lot of people went on these trips, and we probably had several coachfuls
of us.
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Did you ever move house early on?

Yeah, we moved house. Well, when we moved from me grandparents we moved from
one set of grandparents to another’s, and then when we got our own house, when we
moved there, and then we moved again in 1956 to Farnley, where me father still lives,
same house. I don’t live there any more, and I’ve had a few moves, but that’s a lateron thing.

Facilitator: OK.

Yeah.

[End of Track 3]
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[Track 4]
OK, it’s Tuesday 1st March. I’m going to interview John Hawkridge today. Hiya,
John.

Hi.

Are you ready to start?

I’m ready.

Now I’d like to go on to leisure, and we’ll start with number one if, Leona, I can read
number one? How did you spend your spare time? Reading activities, outings,
entertainment?

I used to read a bit, but I didn’t used to read much comic or fiction stuff, I used to read
factual books: all things of interest. I used to do jigsaws, I used to have a model
railway, and occasionally we sort of went to pictures or theatre, or did things like that.
In them early days it were just beginning of television, and although we got our first
television when I were about nine year old, television warn’t like it was today, you
didn’t watch it very much: you know there weren’t a continual... There were only one
channel, BBC 1,

Yeah.

and it came on about four or five o’clock for children,

Facilitator: Mm.

maybe five o’clock,

Yes.
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and then it shut down at night and there were no daytime programmes or

Facilitator: Oh.

anything like that. They’re a really recent thing, are daytime programmes. So you
watched some television but people warn’t addicted to television like they are now,
and of course it were in black and white: just one of them things that were there. We
used to play a lot o’ games, board games or cards and things like that. We used to play
Monopoly and similar sorts of games, and we used to play card games, we used to
play a lot of card games.

Mm. Can you remember your first TV programme?

Not exactly, I remember programmes like I think there were a programme called
Tonight that were on at seven o’clock, with Cliff Michelmore. I remember that well.
And then later at evening, there were another programme called In Town Tonight, and
I remember that. Then of course besides TV, obviously we had radio and what-haveyou, and I do remember quite a few programmes from radio. Programmes like, Jimmy
Clitheroe, and

Yeah.

Brian Johnston and Down Your Way, and [talking together: inaudible] programmes,
Mrs Dale’s Diary and things like that, and The Archers: I remember hem well.

I used to listen to Jimmy Clitheroe.

Facilitator: You used to listen to Jimmy - ? To who?

He was on a Sunday afternoon.
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Facilitator: Sunday afternoon? Jimmy Goodall?

No.

Jimmy Clitheroe.

Clitheroe.

Yeah.

Yes.

What memories do you have of holidays away, or school holidays?

Well I have some very happy memories of holidays. We always went to east coast for
two weeks, in end of July. Basically we went to Primrose Valley at Filey for many
years, and then we had a flat in Filey for a couple o’ years, and once had a flat in
Bridlington: so it were an exciting time. We looked forward to our annual holiday –
probably, the absolute best time of the year – and of course, that were the time when
we were all away, and all together as a family,

Yeah.

24 hours a day, and we’d probably saved up in advance for it, so we had spending
money when we were on holiday. Although we went away on holiday for this two
weeks, we did used to have a lot of day trips out during summer when we went to
such places as Ilkley, and Knaresborough, Harrogate. I once remember, when I were
quite young, going on a mystery tour. And we went on this evening mystery tour, and
it were a bus tour, where we went up to Ripon for the evening, and then back again.
It’s one of me early memories that, really sticks in me mind:

Yeah.
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a mystery tour.

Facilitator: Mm.

I s’pose we kept asking where we were going and all these adults just kept saying,
‘We don’t know it’s a mystery.’ [All laugh.]

Facilitator: I bet that were exciting.

Yeah.

Yeah.

What sort of hobbies did you have as a child?

Well I had me model railway, and then when I got to be about 10, 11, I had a fretsaw,
and I used to do a bit o’ fretsaw woodwork, which were quite a common thing for
people to do in them days.

Yeah.

So, you know, you did a bit of this small, fine woodwork.

Facilitator: Mm.

We used to make weapons, bows and arrows, crossbows, stuff like this, which
obviously we didn’t use, but [interviewer laughs] we used to take great delight in
making weapons, and I suppose, we had friends that we played with who p’raps had
similar hobbies. I mean my main ambition, as from an early age, is that I wanted to go
fishing but, me parents didn’t encourage it so I never actually got to go fishing, except
once I managed to go sea fishing when I were on holiday, when we went off a boat at
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Bridlington. But I never managed to go fishing till I left school at 15, and then, when I
were old enough to do what I wanted to do,

Mm.

then I went fishing. But until I were old enough to be able to make me own decisions
that was something that I always wanted to do, but never did.

What non-school clubs, groups or societies did you belong to?

I didn’t belong to any really non-school groups or societies. When I changed school at
10, or nine, and I moved school, I became a member of cubs, but we used to do that
one afternoon a week when, you know, we missed a lesson to go to have cubs. And
then later, when I were 11, I moved into scouts, and we didn’t miss a lesson for that, it
were a extra curriculum activity on a Friday evening, so we finished school and then,
about an hour or two after finishing school, we hung around school and went to
scouts. And then scouts started about six o’clock, something like that, so although it
were connected with school, probably you could say that it were an extra activity
because it weren’t actually run by the school, it were something completely separate,
you know, we were a proper, bona fide scout group.

[Both laugh.]

But it just happened to be connected with the school, being a school for the
handicapped, you know, we were all scouts from this school.

Mm. Were there any able-bodied people there?

No we had no able-bodied people, other than that when you went to this school for
children that were handicapped,

Interviewer: Yes.
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some of these handicapped children might have appeared not to have a disability cos
some of them had heart problems, so they could actually maybe run around and do
things, and some of them had had things like rheumatoid arthritis

Yes.

and polio, which they’d actually recovered from, but in them days, if you warn’t fit,

Facilitator: Mm.

they wouldn’t have sent you to a ‘normal’ school cos they wouldn’t have want
[wanted] yer, it would have been quite difficult to compete.

Facilitator: Mm.

So they sent yer to this sort of sheltered school.

Facilitator: Mm.

So although we didn’t have what you might term ‘able-bodied children’ in our scouts,
or cubs, we did have people who you might have viewed as able-bodied if you’d just
seen hem.

Both: Mm.

How would you summarise your early childhood?

Well me early childhood’s really dominated by two things: it’s dominated by the fact
that I went to boarding school which I never enjoyed.

OK.
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I learnt to live with it and I wouldn’t say it were the end of the world to me, but I
never enjoyed going to boarding school, and obviously it didn’t help with all the
things that I had medically done to me, you know, when I had callipers and night
splints and then surgery. So I’ve got that side of me life what I lived on edge, so I had
a pretty uneasy life regarding school and that side, but I had quite an happy home life,
in respect that I got on well with me parents and we had our annual holidays which we
really looked forward to. So I’d describe it that most of the time that I warn’t at
school, I were extremely happy, and obviously some of the time I were at school I
were happy but some of the time I were at school were very hard times because in
those days how they could treat children, you wouldn’t be able to treat children like
that now because they could stick food in front o’ you, and if you didn’t eat it, you
could sit there forever till you did.

Yeah.

And if you didn’t eat it, and they took yer away, they might take yer away and send
yer to bed, and then when you got up, you’d still have the same meal put in front of
you.

Both: Mm.

And even if you went for days and this food went rotten,

Interviewer: Yes

you’d still have it put in front of you. And I do actually remember one of my friends
at school, we actually used to hate certain meals, we used to get fish cakes on a
Saturday morning I think, and we used to hate these fish cakes. [Interviewer laughs.]
Nobody really liked hem, but you used to get tomato sauce which made it slightly
more palatable, [other two laugh] and if you were eating these things nowadays, I
probably wouldn’t think anything bad about them, but in them days I hated them. And
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one of my friends had a bit more trouble with eating a lot of his meals than what I did,
and one particular day he were eating his dinner or whatever, and he was sick, and
they were still making him eat it when he were bringing [it] back. They were making
him eat it for hours and hours on end.

Facilitator: Yeah.

And eventually [interviewer laughs] [they] said, ‘Well if you can’t eat this, we’re
going to get a doctor, to say that you can eat this food,’ and they got a doctor and
rushed him to hospital – he had an appendicitis and that’s why he were being sick,

Facilitator: Ooh!

and they were force-feeding him,

[Both.] Mm.

while he had an appendicitis that were making him sick. [Laughs.]

Facilitator: Bit mean in those days, weren’t they? Interviewer: Yes.

And that sort of summarises how hard this regime was.

[Both.] Mm.

You either you behaved yourself or you lived in fear.

Facilitator: Mm.

You either ate everything in front of you or you lived in fear of what would ’happen.

Facilitator: It’s not nice, is it?
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That’s for anybody going to school today, you know, you’d never have to face that
sort of situation, it’d be unacceptable.

Both: Mm.

But it’s one of the things that’s hard to understand that this happened in 1950s.

And did you ever tell your mum and dad about this?

Well yeah, you told your mother and dad most things. Your mother and father sort of
chivvied you along and said, ‘Well, you know, everybody Has [laughing] to go to
school. This is your school, you’ve got to go.’

Yeah, but it’s not nice being force-fed.

No, it’s not nice, but you see the thing is that in a way it probably upset your mother
and father, but their options of what they could were very little. I mean they couldn’t
come with yer and ’old your hand,

[Talking together.] Mm.

decide what happened to yer.

[Both.] Mm.

So they had to let go on yer on a Monday morning – you came back on a Saturday
morning [laughing] apparently no worse for the experience. You know, you may be
mentally traumatised, but you were there, presented back

Facilitator: Yeah.
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as you went to school, and they just thought, ‘Well I suppose whatever they’re doing
to you you’ll get over,’ and, I mean, to be honest, in retrospect, though it were an hard
regime, and they did a lot of things that you wouldn’t be allowed to do today, I can’t
honestly say that it did people any harm.

Both: Mm.

You think, ‘Oh well this is terrible, and this is terrible, you shouldn’t do this, and you
shouldn’t do that, and you shouldn’t beat children, and you shouldn’t do various
things,’ but you had to ask yourself at the end of it, ‘Did it do everybody any harm?’

Facilitator: Mm.

And I don’t think it [did]. I mean even this lad that got force-fed with his appendix, he
went on to run his own shop in Leeds, he had a newsagent shop, so it didn’t wreck his
life,

Facilitator: Mm.

it just gave him a hard time, at the time.

Facilitator. It’s a kind of discipline.

Yeah, it didn’t wreck his future life; it’s not like saying,

Mm.

‘Oh I’m abused, and therefore I’m abused forever, and it’s wrecked me life.’

Facilitator: Yeah.

He just, sort of, [laughing] had his appendix out and got on with it.
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Facilitator: Yeah, you’re right. Now I’d like to go onto later school. What school did
you go to when you were aged 11 or older?

Yeah, when I left Larchfield School at late nine, I went to Potternewton Mansion
School in Leeds, which is now known as, well it’s moved and got a new school but
it’s what used to be John Jamieson [School], and this were an old mansion house
(Potternewton Mansion) in Potternewton Park at Harehills in Leeds, and this we
attended on a daily basis. It had a full age range of children, from about four and
definitely five, right through to 16. So as a nine year old, I s’pose it came as a shock
in some ways that it were a bit more impersonal than being 20 number of children at a
boarding school. Suddenly, you know, you’re at a school where there might be,

Mm.

I don’t know, probably, an hundred children,

Facilitator: Mm.

and suddenly, you’ve got no personal hands-on from people that are looking after you,
whereas when I went to boarding school, you would be assigned a carer.

Mm.

W hen you were at boarding school you might have a carer, and each carer might have
had four or five children, who were specifically their responsibility if they were at
work,

Mm hm.

so you always had like, in effect, a substitute mother there.
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Mm.

You had this carer,

Facilitator: Mm.

who warn’t a teacher, were just a carer,

Mm.

that basically looked after you. Whereas when you went to this school, everything
suddenly became impersonal and you’re thrown in a class, and whereas when you
went to boarding school every child, after a certain length of time, behaved, cos it was
such a hard regime as I’ve already said, that really there weren’t a lot of scope for any
bad behaviour – I mean you could do things that didn’t necessarily conform [voices in
background] but you wouldn’t have got away with bad behaviour, whereas when you
went to this open school, suddenly you’re confronted with some kids that didn’t
behave.

Facilitator: Mm.

So, you’ve got a teacher taking a class o’ maybe 15 children, and there’s so many of
hem that don’t behave,

Both: Mm.

and there’s so many of them

Yes.

that are not going to be educated
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Yes.

because they’re not interested in education.

Interviewer: Yes, right

And the problem that I had is that I’d been to a school where, basically, the majority
of children just did their best, and I’m going to a school now where suddenly some are
doing their best and some are rebelling, and some of hem are not trying at all, or

Both: Mm.

some are a total different range of children. So I’m sat in a class where there’s an
element of trouble causers, and teachers having to deal with this, and I’d never seen
that before,

Both: Yes.

cos my other school didn’t have trouble causers, cos if you caused [laughing] any
trouble, they caused you more trouble. It warn’t worth causing trouble.

Facilitator: That’s the way it is, i’n’t it?

But at this school [Interviewer: Yes] we had an element of kids that caused trouble,

Both: Mm.

and an element of kids that were thieves,

Facilitator: You do everywhere.

and rogues.
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Yeah.

So you had to watch everything that you owned,

Both: Mm.

whereas [in the] previous school, theft were unheard of.

Facilitator: Yes.

Suddenly, you got to hang on to everything that you own, otherwise you’ll get it
stolen, you know?

Facilitator: Mm. Yes. How were lessons organised at school?

Well we had a normal sort of calendar o’ lessons: in other words, we had Arithmetic
at fixed times and English at fixed times, and Woodwork at fixed times, and Art at
fixed times, and the only way that this got interrupted were if you got called away for
your session of physio. Well generally-speaking [rustling noise] you’d have your
physiotherapy on a fixed-session basis, so you missed the same points in this
curriculum every week, you know, such as meself, I might have had two or three
sessions of physiotherapy a week on average,

Facilitator: Mm.

which probably went on till I left. So you knew where you were with your lessons,
that everything were fixed: you went into school, you went in the classroom, when it
got to a certain time, teacher came in, lessons started, you had a playtime break in the
morning, you had a lunchtime break, and then you had, I can’t remember whether you
had afternoon break, you probably got five minutes in afternoon, but the thing is that
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everything had a fixed term. Lessons didn’t generally get changed. You were there to
educate you on a regimented basis, just as it would have been in a normal school.

Mm. What did you like about school?

What did I like about school? Not a right lot really, but as I got older I got used to this
school, and I grew up a bit so that I warn’t the youngest any more, and then eventually
I became Head Boy, so I can’t have disliked it that much otherwise I wouldn’t have
risen to be head Boy. But I enjoyed the opportunity to do lessons like woodwork,

Mm.

where p’raps we went for woodwork, you went for half a day on a Friday. At first we
had a woodwork department in the school, but later this got closed, and we travelled
to another school, a school for deaf children, and we used their state-of-the-art
woodworking facilities there, where we got to do new things like wood turning and
things like that. I never had a problem with any particular subject and, you know, I
have to confess that I quite enjoyed arithmetic. I didn’t particularly enjoy English but
at the same I didn’t not enjoy it.

Mm hmm.

But I always felt that when you did anything and it went for marking, it were a bit of a
subjective thing, you know. If a teacher liked what you put, or liked what you wrote
about, [laughing] you got a good mark, and if they didn’t then they could have
[marked] you mediocre or not very good, whereas with subjects like arithmetic,
[laughing] you’re either right or you’re wrong,

Yes.

and there’s not much chance for them to say, ‘Well, you haven’t done very well here,’
[laughing] if you’re right.
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Both: Mm. What did you dislike about school?

Well I disliked some of these, what you might term ‘thick, disruptive children’ that
wanted to go round beating everybody up and should have been in a normal school
playing rugby, rather than in a school like I were in, you know, the sort of behaviour.
You know, I always had a philosophy about school – you go to school to learn, and if
you’re not learning, you’re wasting your time,

Yes.

and if you’re wasting your time, why are you going? So I went to school, always, with
the intentions of doing me best to learn. I may not particularly have enjoyed all the
time going to school but I can’t see much point in going anywhere and not doing your
best because that’s what, you know... And I also, even at an early age, realised that
one day you’d be grown up and you only get [laughing] one chance at this and that for
somebody in my position, I needed to take advantage of what opportunities I had, and
that if opportunities came your way, and if you didn’t take hem, they might not come
your way again. So education to me were an opportunity, and although we did all
these subjects, we did hem on a limited basis because, you know, you could be quite
good at a subject, but they were never gonna to let you get miles in front of what the
general class were,

Facilitator: Mm.

so that you could really be brilliant at arithmetic. You’d be kept back

Yes.

to a certain degree,

Facilitator: Yeah.
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by where the rest of the class were, so you’d have these people that were never gonna
be able to add three and two together, even when they were 15, or

Both: Mm.

messing around with subjects that they had a serious problem with. All I can say
about school for me in that respect is that I learnt how to read and write to a high
standard, and I learnt all the things that gave me a good platform when I left to go on
to further education, so I can’t really say that I learnt a right lot when I went to school
from 11 onwards, but I did get a really good platform for moving on. I mean we had a
teacher whose favourite subjects were writing so you had to be able to write neat, and
we’d enter handwriting competitions for Leeds every year, and we’d all be doing our
very best handwriting to enter this,

Mm. Yes.

Leeds national handwriting competition or what-have-you, that coincided with
Children’s Day. [Interviewer: Yes.] And so you learnt to write properly, neatly,
worked on it, worked on calligraphy and things like that, so as I say, you learnt to
write to quite a high standard, and learnt the basics of arithmetic to quite a high
standard, but you never really progressed in any subject. To quote Arithmetic; we did
arithmetic to quite a reasonable standard, but we never expanded onto Maths, we
stayed on arithmetic, whereas had you gone to a normal school you’d have done
Maths and not Arithmetic. But the thing is that having a really good understanding of
Arithmetic, did allow me to progress when I left.

Mm. So, I can’t see a difference between Arithmetic and Maths.

Pardon?

I can’t see the difference between Arithmetic and Maths.
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Arithmetic’s a part of Maths. Maths includes Algebra, Trigonometry, various other
disciplines. Arithmetic is just numerical: I mean there’s no Algebra. Algebra’s Maths,
Algebra’s not Arithmetic. You may use Arithmetic when you do Trigonometry:

Facilitator: Right.

Algebra, Calculus, and various other things, but they’re not Arithmetic, they’re
Maths.

Facilitator: Right.

What are your memories of friends who were not at school with you?

Well I had various friends when we moved to this other house at that age. I always
had one friend, one or two really good friends, as a child. I wouldn’t say I were the
sort of person that, you know, as a young teenager, I would have had a lot of people
now who I would have described as sort a friendly acquaintances, but not close
friends, but as a child I always used to have about at least, always one, maybe two,
close friends, so I never was short of friends, despite these friends would always be
able-bodied, who had no real problem with the fact that I wasn’t. But I’d always have
one or two really good friends, and we’d do various things together especially in
school holidays when we’d p’raps disappear for a day or half a day, [interviewer
laughs] and get up to no good in our local vicinity – not getting up to no good like
kids today get up to no good [other two laugh] but, you know, we’d disappear and go
on an expedition or,

Facilitator: or an adventure.

walk to somewhere, [laughing] go on a building site, or go visit a demolition site, or
walk to where there was some local pond or lake or something like that, [interviewer
laughs] or go to a local park,
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[Both.] Mm.

you know. We wouldn’t be doing vandalism or wrecking anything up

Interviewer: Well, no.

or smashing bus shelters or owt

No, mm.

like that. We’d just be doing something that today would be considered extremely
innocent: but in them days it were probably quite adventurous to us.

[End of Track 4]
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[Track 5]

Now I’d like to go on to the end of school. Number one: what options did you have,
towards the end of school?

I s’pose not very many really, but I did have some options, and as we neared the end
of school life as we got to be about 14 year old, we did occasionally go on school
visits to firms that would be prospective employers. So, we visited one place in Leeds
that made fur coats and fur clothing, and obviously they [interviewer clears throat]
would be looking for somebody with a disability that could do that sort o’ job, and it
were interesting, as a more elderly child, to see how these firms worked and operated.
And then, gradually, as I got to be just 14, there were a college in Leeds called The
Branch College of Commerce, in Park Lane, and the possibility of going from this
special school onto a course there had only just arisen, but in order to get on this
course you still had to pass the normal entrance exam.

Both: Mm.

So in effect you could go on to further education, but you wouldn’t get any special
treatment, other than the fact that they’d ignore the fact that you had a disability,
which wasn’t always the case in early 1960s,

Mm.

so many colleges wouldn’t entertain you cos you were disabled.

Facilitator: Mm.

But the principal of Park Lane College had a daughter who suffered from cerebral
palsy. Now, how badly she suffered from this I don’t know, because I never actually
met her, but I know that it influenced this man’s decision to allow people with a
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handicap to attend the school if they could compete on an equal basis. So I decided. In
them days, if you were a normal child, once you were fifteen, you could leave school.

Both: Mm.

You could stay on to 16, if you were studying for O-levels, but if you were a child
that went to a special school you could only leave at 15, if you were going on to any
further education, you still had to go to school till you were 16, so you did an extra
year because of your disability: instead of doing a year to go to O-levels, you did a
year while you waited cos they warn’t going to let you start work with a disability till
you were 16:

Facilitator: Right.

although, if you were able-bodied, you started work when you were 15. So I quickly
realised that if I could get into this Park Lane College, I wouldn’t be wasting a further
year waiting till I left to get a job.

Both: Mm.

So with that in mind, I did extra activities to gear me up to this entrance exam, and in
this respect we had a particular teacher – a woman called Mrs Hill – and I had never
been in her class, but obviously I knew her, she took younger children and she came
from an educational background, her sister were also one of these teachers at this
school who I had been in her class, and her husband were headmaster at Gotts Park
School in Leeds, and generally my contact with her is that she was the school
librarian, and realising that this is what I wanted to do, she took me under her wing to
help me, start working at home on an evening to work towards passing this entrance
exam.

Both: Mm hmm.
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So for about 12 months, she sort o’ motivated and mentored me, and possibly she did
this with other children as well, to work towards this exam, but she definitely helped
me.

Facilitator: Mm.

She were a very pleasant person, and she motivated yer, and she knew what she were
talking about and she got me towards this exam. I went and sat this entrance exam and
passed, which were good news to me because I did feel at that stage that another
year’d just be totally wasted, cos there warn’t much more that,

Mm.

that I had in stock to learn at this particular school. Now my birthday’s in August, so I
left school in July, when I were 14 in effect, and then started at Park Lane College in
September, when I were 15.

Both: Mm.

And that’s sort of the end of my school days and going into further education, and
that’s what stands out to me, around the end, that one thing. We were shown what
jobs we would possibly be able to get into, so, you know, you’d have some people
that maybe wanted to get into woodworking and that’d be a difficult subject unless
you were,

Mm hmm.

fairly fit, cos you’d be very limited in what you could do. Now the problem, another
thing in them days [was] that there were no disability employment rights whatsoever,
so maybe you were disabled and you went for a job, and they may offer you half the
pay that they would offer everybody else,
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Both: Mm.

and you maybe had to do same job, so you really had to, if you wanted to go
anywhere,

Yeah.

have a strategy for where you were going and what you were gonna do,

Both: Mm.

if you wanted to be successful. It didn’t mean you wouldn’t get a job, it just meant
you wouldn’t get a good job.

Both: Mm.

So I went to Park Lane College and that were my next move at that stage, going to
Park Lane.

Facilitator: Yes. What about further education?

Well that’s the further education that I went into at Park Lane, and when I went to
Park Lane, it obviously were an exciting time of me life because all of a sudden,
instead of life being dictated to me, I were in control. And when I went to Park Lane,
you know, you were p’raps in a class that I think every class had about 20 youths in,
and these were mixed:

Both: Mm.

and so you’d have 10 girls say, and 10 boys,

Facilitator: Yes. Interviewer: Yes.
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or roughly that sort of mix, and we were in these classes at Park Lane. Now, I were 15
year old, and I’d never had an opportunity in life, so this were my first opportunity.

Both: Mm.

Now most of these other children, if you can call them ‘children’ at that age, have had
an opportunity, they’ve gone to normal schools,

Yes.

they could be doing O-levels, but they’re not because they’ve messed about
somewhere, and they’ve either not been good enough or, generally-speaking, they’ve
messed about, and they’ve missed the opportunity. So you’ve got a class-full o’ 20
people, and 18 or 19 of hem, well, p’raps about 15 of hem have missed the
opportunity, four of them are late arrivals that are just progressing later towards the
end of their schooling period, and meself, I’ve never had an opportunity, this is my
first opportunity. So, I’m going into a class of the able-bodied people, with my
disability, that had never been, you know, I’d been to schools where everybody else
were disabled,

Facilitator: Mm.

so I’m moving into a class where everybody else think that I’m odd cos I’m disabled,

Yes.

you know, and in some ways it gave yer a lot of problems – you’d be victimised
because of it.

Yes.
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But I realised, when I went into this situation, that the situation weren’t going to be
easy, and that I’m going to have to stay in there and keep working at it. But I realised
that if I did work at it and I was successful, I’d come out of it with something that I
desperately wanted, and that [I] were to get up to a same stage as anybody that had
been to a normal school and done well.

Facilitator: Mm.

So I went to Park Lane College at 15 and studied for 12 months. Now at the end of 12
months, I probably passed five Stage One exams, so I came out with five RSA
certificates: something like that, at the end of one year. Now, the thing is that there
were several of these groups of 20, different classes that did things, and at the end of
the first year,

Yes.

those that had done really well

Yes.

got invited to do a second year, so this sort of weeded things out a bit, so that I were
fortunate that I got invited to do a second year. Now if you were successful at this
second year, you’d probably come out with five O-levels, so this were my opportunity
at this stage, you know. I desperately wanted to come out with five O-levels, so I went
on at Park Lane for a second year, and ultimately came out with five O-levels. Now,
for the first year, I also came out with other subjects as well as O-levels, cos when we
went on this second year we did some RSA Stage Two’s.

Yes.

Because Maths warn’t a subject that we did, we did Commercial Arithmetic, so I
would get up to RSA Stage Two Commercial Arithmetic, which believe-you-me is a
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lot harder arithmetic than you get in O-level Maths. It’s really advanced arithmetic, so
you’d get questions that are unbelievable when you read hem, but it’s an arithmetic
problem, and you deal with it.

Facilitator: Yeah.

It’s not Maths: it’s a part of Maths but it’s not Maths. And then also I studied typing,
because this were a college of commerce and one of the subjects that everybody did
were typing. Now I passed Stage One, probably with a struggle at the end of the first
year, and I were never going to pass Stage Two, which is typing at probably 40 words
a minute. Now I managed to type at 20 words a minute to pass Stage One but, and I
attended every class, but that were just one subject where, yeah, I’m gonna get better
at typing, I were gonna understand more about the machine, and be more fluent on it,
but I were never gonna achieve 35 or 40 words a minute, cos I just did not have the
manual dexterity,

Facilitator: Mm hmm.

to achieve that. Now at the time, you know, it were one of these subjects – typing –
that I kept thinking, ‘Well, am I wasting me time doing it? Am I wasting me time
[with] this?’ and it ultimately proved to be a brilliant thing because it were one of
them subjects like riding a bike that you never forget, and in later years, when I did
have to type, and I got me own typewriter just before computers came out, you just
could do it, you just went on your typewriter and you could type. And the day that
computers were invented, you were just born to be on it, cos you were a typist

Both: Mm.

as well, so in retrospect, it’s probably one of the best things that I ever learnt: because
having learnt this typing, they made you do everything to the book, so you’d have a
teacher there what’d be screaming and shouting at people, like a really nice person
and I got on with her fantastic, but an absolute... demanded and really hard at running
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a lesson. You’d catch somebody, say, somebody’d be rubbing something out that
they’d made a mistake, and you know, she’d suddenly scream at hem, ‘What on earth
are you doing?’ You know. ‘I haven’t taught you to rub out, you don’t do this and you
don’t do that. [Interviewer laughs.] And by time we get on to rubbing out, which
won’t be for about another six weeks, you won’t need to rub out, cos you’ll be able to
type right in first place.’

Faciliator: Yeah.

And that sort of mentality of teaching, you know,

Facilitator: Strict.

where basically you got screamed at, if you were doing something that

Yeah.

she hadn’t told you to do.

Facilitator: You didn’t do it again then? [Laughs.]

No. I’ve met her in later life since, you know, and a nicer person you couldn’t wish to
meet but I got on with her excellent with my typing because she obviously
appreciated that I did me best. But certain people of hem that tried to pull fast ones on
her, she knew every trick in the book, and did not tolerate any of hem.

[Laughs.]

Facilitator: Yes.

So, I came out of Park Lane, basically, with a situation that when I went into it, it
would have been my wildest dream that I would have come out of it. I mean, I would
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say at certain stages I would be bullied or victim of a bully, but that sort o’ treatment,
you know, I weathered it, and mentally I fought back. I mean, you’ve got to when you
hit something like that – you’re either gonna deal with it,

Yes.

you’re gonna come to terms with it, or you’re gonna pack in.

Facilitator: Mm.

And the point is, if I’d have packed in then I’d have been the loser,

Facilitator: Yeah.

and you can’t get to a situation where you’re gonna accept being a loser.

Both: Yeah.

And even with a disability, I managed to attend the first year, and I don’t think in the
whole of the year, that I ever missed a day.

Facilitator: Mm hmm

I think that I have, I know that if I did miss a day it might have been one, but in the
first year at college, I don’t think I missed a day.

Facilitator: That’s brilliant.

And it were exciting, you know, you went on a couple of buses to get there, a couple
of buses to get home. You p’raps went out on a lunchtime to fish and chip shop or
sandwich shop or wherever. You know we weren’t old enough to go to pub and
[Facilitator laughs] I never looked me age, so I never went to the pub, [Facilitator
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laughs] you know, but you went to sandwich shop or you went to fish and chip shop
and this were a whole new world to me, suddenly. You weren’t having to put up with
school dinners any more; you know, a different type a life altogether,

Both: Mm.

and it were a new-found freedom that I enjoyed, and it coincided with a period when I
started to go fishing. I went fishing one day a week, usually on a Saturday, and that
gave me a fulfilment, together with doing all me college work that I needed in life at
that time. So I would say, looking back, that I thoroughly enjoyed going to Park Lane,
and I met one or two good teachers as well. You know we had a chap who taught
book keeping and accounting and commerce, who were another brilliant chap that had
a lasting influence in my life as well.

Both: Mm. [Voices in background.]

Very interesting. When you were growing up, how would you describe your contact
with members of the opposite sex?

Well I always went to mixed schools, so when I went to boarding school, I suppose it
used to be one of these joke subjects, where you used to get paired off with other
people whether you liked it or not. [Interviewer laughs.] But when I went to a day
school, once again it were a mixed school, but

Yes.

there were no encouragement in that direction really. When I went to Potternewton
School, I did play a leading role in a play which was slightly romantic, so I played a
leading role opposite [laughing] a leading girl, you know, so I had to say things which
one might have found embarrassing, but you learnt to cope with it.

Facilitator: Mm.
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Now also [at] Potternewton School, we used to get invited to a Christmas party at
Allerton Girls’ High School once a year, so these girls at Allerton put on a special
Christmas party just for the senior classes,

Both: Mm.

at Porter Newton. Now when I became Head Boy, I had to get up and make the
speech to thank hem and everything, and this were another case of having contact, as
it were, doing things with members of the opposite sex, and it just got you used to the
idea o’ not feeling so uncomfortable really. So I wouldn’t say that I hadn’t had a lot of
contact with members of the opposite sex, but, equally, if you’re gonna meet the
opposite sex on

Facilitator: Yes. Interviewer: Yes.

equal terms, it’s a difficult area. But, in growing up, I always did have contact with
members of the opposite sex, and I do have a sister, so I lived with the opposite sex at
home.

Facilitator: Mm. Did you ever have a girlfriend?

No.

If you attended college or university, how would describe the experience?

I attended college – I would say, in general, it were a brilliant experience, quite a lot
of it, and overall it were a very good experience. But me problem with attending
college were that when I left Park Lane with me five O-levels, I then wanted to go to
another college in Leeds to do another five O-levels, and to do this I had to go for an
interview, not an entrance exam. I had to go for an interview with the principal o’ this
college, and when I got there and I sat down, he just says, ‘Before you start I won’t
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accept you.’ He says, ‘You didn’t go to a normal school, you don’t have a normal
background: I don’t want you here.’

Facilitator: Blimey.

So,

Yeah.

that’s my experience of further education that I had. Brilliant. Now my argument was
that in two years I’d brought myself up from being educationally-subnormal –
although having an high IQ – I’d gone from educationally-subnormal to having five
O-levels, so I’d proved my ability to learn. Now, when I sat my five only exams that
I’ve ever done in my life, I sat hem all on equal terms, so if you went in there and this
exam were 45 minutes, or an hour, or an hour-and-a-half, I had exactly the same, I sat
at a desk with the same facilities as every other person in that room had,

Both: Mm.

and when the marker got my paper, he didn’t know that I had a disability.

Facilitator: Mm. Interviewer: Yes.

So, to go from being educationally-subnormal, to five O-levels in two years, I felt that
I’d proved my ability to learn.

Facilitator: Definitely.

And not only that, I’d done well in some of my... You know, I had like Bs in my Olevels, in them days there were numerical passes at O-level, and alphabetical ones at
A-level, so like I’d have some Bs, I maybe didn’t have any As, but I’d have Bs and
Cs. I didn’t have fives and sixes down the bottom end of the scale, and O-levels in
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them days were much more clearly-defined as they are today. A certain percentage of
people passed, so when they marked an exam paper and they said, ‘Right, this year we
want 40 percent to pass or 50 percent to pass,’ so they drew a line across the results at
50 percent, and all those above passed and all those below failed. Now today, you
know, if you were a good failure, if you’d failed well, they’d say, ‘Oh well we don’t
like to fail these people cos they’re really just a little bit below what the mark should
be,’ but in them days, these exams were clearly-defined as I understand it,

Facilitator: Mm.

and when we went to sit hem we were told that x number of people will pass, and x
number of people may fail, and if you want to be a pass [laughing] make sure you’re
in that top,

Facilitator: Yeah.

or top so many percentage, so you always aimed very high. And so I sat in this
principal’s room without further ado, being dismissed out of education,

Yes.

and, you know, I felt pretty bad about this,

Yes.

Because I got on well with me father, and me father had always said to me that he
would always happily pay for me to carry on in education, as long as I kept passing
exams, and as long as I kept learning. He warn’t bothered if I didn’t start work till I
were 20, over 25 or 30, as long as I were passing exams or getting a degree or
something. As long as I went to college or university and I passed exams, he’d keep
paying, and that were his philosophy, and if I messed around or I didn’t pass and I
warn’t up to it, then I suppose he’d have wanted me to get a job. But the thing is that
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his philosophy is that while ever I were learning, while ever I were passing exams, he
wanted me to stay at school, so this came as a shock, and it left me with very limited
options, because at this point I had hoped that I’d go to university. It began to dawn
on me then that I had a friend when I went to Larchfield School as a young child, and
his father were a serious educational, I should say ‘a senior educational officer’, and
we always wondered why they moved to a remote part of Scotland, and in retrospect
you began to realise that he did it so that they couldn’t send his son to a special
school, so that once he got to be at school leaving age, if he were good enough he
could go to university, cos he hadn’t been to a special school, and in 1965, you know,
I had my education terminated purely on the strength that I’d gone to a special school.
[Facilitator: Inaudible. Interviewer: Yes.] Me two years at Park Lane counted for
nothing, so I got a job, and decided that I’d continue my education at night school. So
I got a job, went to night school, broadened me O-levels by doing Maths and other
subjects, and then went to night school to get A-level Accounting, at which I did
exceptionally well, wi’ with things like Grade A. Then I went beyond that for RSA
Stage Three Accounting, and went beyond that and started studying for Associate
Certified and Corporate Accountant, at which point I used to have to go to night
school five nights a week.

Facilitator: Whew!

So I carried on with my studies when I left, but whereas it should have been easy cos I
should have done it in full-time education, I had that door blocked to me,

Facilitator: Mm.

but I opened another door by not accepting defeat, and saying, ‘Well right, my night
school education continues.’ But I mean it’s much harder to go to work and go to
night school,

Facilitator: Yeah.
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especially when you reach a point where you’re going five nights a week.

Both: Yeah.

I mean, generally-speaking, if you go five nights a week you only actually go four
nights a week, cos every so often you miss a subject – you just have to make sure it
isn’t the same night every time that you miss,

Both: Mm.

and I mean obviously you still have to do the work, and you do a lot of the work of
these sort of subjects at home, but

Mm.

I went. That’s how I progressed my education, through having full-time education
door shut in me face.

Both: Mm.

Can I just ask, didn’t you or your mum or dad do anything to challenge that decision?

No because in them days, you know, you fought your own battles, your mother and
father were there, but you didn’t go running home to Mammy and Daddy and say,
‘Hey look, they won’t accept me here.’ I mean you told hem but it warn’t something
that could be easily challenged. People don’t realise that what happens today is
universities throw their doors open to handicapped young adults, for the simple reason
that you get handicapped student and you get a grant to go with them, to improve your
facilities. You know, it’s like saying, ‘Well, we want yer cos we want the money that
comes wi’ you.’ But in them days no money went with yer, and they would have just
thought, ‘Well whatever your problems, we’ve got enough problems dealing with
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adolescents here, without having a disabled one putting a spanner in the works as
well.’

Both: Mm.

And I just think they saw you as some sort of problem: you know they just thought
‘Well,

Facilitator: All money isn’t it?

you won’t come without any problems,’

Facilitator: Mm.

and whatever problems you were gonna come with, they didn’t want hem. Now I’d
proved by going to Park Lane that I warn’t a problem, and I’d proved that I could deal
with whatever problems came up, cos I’d never ever had any special concessions:
ever.

Both: Mm.

You know, I got [laughing] homework to do like the rest of people, and I sat exams on
the normal terms like the rest of people, and everything happened on an equal basis,
as if I didn’t have a disability.

Both: Mm.

Facilitator: You proved to them then really, didn’t you?

Yeah.

Facilitator: Mm.
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But as I say, in them days, I mean when I left there I was 17. I was 16 when I got
refused, and I was obviously 17 at the end of the summer when I left, so I left special
school at 15, and I left there when I was 17. Well when I was 17, the unfortunate thing
is that you viewed yourself as an adult, and you did not turn round to your mother and
father and say, ‘Mam and Dad, I’ve got a problem,’ unless you had the sort of
problem that, you know, if you were having a nervous breakdown you might say,
‘God, I’m having a nervous breakdown.’ You might, [laughing] turn to your parents
with that sort of problem.

[End of Track 5]
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[Track 6]

Yeah, in them days, you didn’t go running to your mother and father over these
subjects. At late 16, 17, you know, you were a young adult and you dealt wi’ your
own problems. You know you got on with life. So, I mean certain things like, you
know, you were at college and I suppose if you needed more spending money, you
might pester your parents for more spending money or what-have-you, but you ran
your own life, yer parents had lost their grip on you

Mm hmm.

in terms of dictating what you were gonna do and what you warn’t gonna do, and
freedom works both ways: your parents have given you some freedom in life, and you
get on and use it, and you don’t run to hem every time you’ve got a minor problem
like being told you’ll leave school. You think, ‘Well, weigh up your options and deal
with it yourself.’ It warn’t the sort of situation where you’d go home and say, ‘Well
Mam and Dad, they won’t let me go to university,’ and they’d go, ‘Oh that’s bad, and
we’ll appeal about this and we’ll appeal about that.’ If there were gonna be any
appeals, they’d have had to come from me, and I quickly accepted that whatever I did,
me next steps in life were gonna be problems and that, at the end of it, it were only
gonna be me that got me through hem.

Facilitator: Mm. What memories do you have of people who may have influenced you
when you were at school age, or around that time?

Well when I went to school, I were influenced by various people. When I were in the
senior class at school, I were influenced by a teacher that were a vegetarian, [voices in
background] and I did become a vegetarian for 12 months, while I came to terms with
eating meat. I finally concluded that if we didn’t eat sheep there wouldn’t be any,
[interviewer laughs] and [voices in background] you know, but I’m glad that I thought
about why I eat meat, and didn’t just take it for granted that something dies so that
you can eat.
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Facilitator: Mm.

So being a vegetarian for a year gave me plenty of time to think about why I ate meat,
and I finally came to the conclusion that I were a meat eater and I eat meat, but
[voices in background] no way would I ever waste any or throw any away. I had
various friends; I had this school friend who’d had his appendix removed and were a
big influence, and he were a few months older than me (about eight months older than
me), and I would say he were a more dynamic thinker than me at that time of life and
maybe it were just because he were eight months older than me but he always seemed
to be that bit in front of me with ideas, and he were an influence on me.

Facilitator: Mm.

And I had this teacher that helped me. Mrs Hill that helped me get through this
entrance exam – she were an influence on me. And also when I went to school, me
first cub mistress who were a teacher at the school called Betty Clark who ran,
especially cubs, for children that had problems really, whether it were disabilities or
whatever it were. In them days it were called, Extension Scouting: in other words,
scouting taken to people that wouldn’t fall into normal categories.

Mm.

She ran a scout troupe in a hospital, well a cub group in a hospital, and things like
that. I were never in her class as a boy: I mean I have had her taking me for lessons,
but I were never actually in her class. And she had an enormous influence on me
[voices in background] because through being a cub, she took us on camps
[interviewer laughs] together with other leaders at her instigation, and so I went on
cub camps and scout camps, and these things had an enormous influence on me in
later life. So lots of things that p’raps seemed not really over-significant at the time,
but later in life had a massive influence on what I wanted out of life and what
directions I took, and I suppose the fact that I had a disciplined sort of life in early
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school meant that I disciplined my life when I had to attend college every day, and
were disciplined when I realised that I had to start work, and things like that. So I sort
of ran a disciplined life and even at an early age like that I did realise that you only
got one shot at life and that if you sat around wasting it, then you’d wasted it for good,

Facilitator: Mm.

and that [voices in background] it were always something that were on my mind: that
you had to live, because if you warn’t living, you were wasting it,

Facilitator: Mm.

you know, you had to keep events happening. And I also realised in life, at that sort of
period, that you could do anything you wanted in this world, as long as it didn’t
involve another person.

Facilitator: Mm.

Because once you start thinking, ‘Well, I want to do this,’ and then another person’s
involved, well you may not be able to do it, because there’s another person that ’as as
equal free will as what you have. But anything in life that you can do, that you are
able to do, you can do, and it’s good, it’s the thing that I always found really worth
remembering that you can do anything you want in life. Anything’s possible,

Facilitator: If you set you mind to it.

as long as it don’t involve another person.

Yes, but in that situation, people that have got more severe disabilities -

The thing is that (to put the other side of it) there are lots more things that are
achievable with another person,
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Oh yes.

but, the basic underlining thing is that anything is achievable,

Facilitator: Mm.

Yes.

that you can do

Yes.

if it don’t involve another person.

Facilitator: Mm.

Now obviously I’ve achieved a lot of things in my life that

[Talking together.] Yeah, yeah.

have involved another person, and the fact that I’ve had another person ’as helped me
to do better things. But the underlying principle to remind yourself if you’re feeling
really low [voices in background] or bad is that, you know, I have certain principles
that have sort of dictated from me since the end of me school days, and when I got
bullied at college I realised that whatever anybody calls yer, it can never ’arm yer, and
that every time you get upset about, ‘Well so-and-so called me this, or so-and-so
called me that,’ you’re really upsetting yourself over nothing, because no names can
ever ’arm yer, so you can be called anything.

Mm.
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Yeah, it may not be nice, it may not be acceptable, but it don’t harm you. And if you
want to do anything at your lowest moment, when you’re laid there in bed and you’re
feeling totally helpless, you can do anything [laughing] you want as long as it don’t
involve another person.

Facilitator: Mm hmm.

And so you can get up and you can cook yourself a meal or you can do whatever
you’re able to do, and it’s understanding what you can do and what you can’t do.
This, to me, ’as been a very fine line that it’s the hardest lesson in life to sort a learn –
what you can do, and what you can’t do, and do what you can do, and all right,
sometimes do what you can’t do with help, but as long as you keep doing what you
can do it keeps your life sane and going forward, cos you’re never sat there dependent
on anybody. Like say you can read and you don’t need help to read,

Facilitator: Mm.

then if you’ve nothing else to do: read. If you can watch TV and you don’t need help
to watch TV, then you watch TV, and you don’t start thinking, ‘Well, I ought to be on
top of Mount Everest, but I know I need about 50 people to help me get me up there.’
[Other two laugh.] Do you know what I mean? And that’s two extremes, if you know
what I mean.

Facilitator: Yeah.

Like you don’t need help to watch TV, therefore you can watch TV, but say to get
yourself on top of a mountain you need another 50 people – you know that’s two
extremes you see, but life usually falls somewhere in between that. There are things
that you can do and there are things that you can’t do, and, you know, even today you
know I get help with loads of things that I do, but I always remind meself that I can do
anything [laughing] if it don’t involve anybody else.
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Facilitator: Yeah.

Right this is the third interview with John, and I’m just going to let John speak, to say
what’s important about his life, and what he’d like people to hear. Is that OK, John?

Yeah.

Ready?

Ready, yeah. I suppose, as a young teenager probably around the age of about 14, you
become aware of the opposite sex, and you start to become aware of problems that
your disability creates in, as it were, meeting the opposite sex. It’s not something that
I would say initially bothers yer, you probably, in my case I would say that you lived
a pretty naïve life, and it warn’t something that at that age you were particularly
worried about, but it was something that you became aware of, and also you became
more aware that your disability were affecting the things that you wanted out of life,
and that you warn’t able to do. Quite often, you know, ‘not able to do’ is not quite the
correct description: you warn’t able to do it cos you couldn’t get permission to do it.
You know, things were put out of bounds to you because of your disability.

Yes, yes.

[Voices in background] In my life in particular, I kicked a ball around a lot and
wanted to play football, but obviously I were never gonna be able to play football
seriously. Well that sort of thing I could come to terms with, cos nobody were ever
gonna stop me from kicking a football. But around the age 13 to 14, I also desperately
wanted to go fishing and my parents said, ‘No you can’t go,’ and to some extent at
that age, you know, that were the end of the matter. If they said, ‘No you weren’t
gonna do it,’ then you pretty obviously weren’t gonna do it. Now when I got to 15, the
anguish of having operations which had taken away me ability to walk and run easily,
and having me education sort of held back, and then eventually at the age of 16
curtailed, did cause me a lot of mental anguish and problems. And when I were 15,
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me parents actually relented and let me start to go fishing. Now, if it had just been up
to me mother, I don’t think this would have happened, but me father had a strong idea
of what he wanted and expected for me, and really this proved to be very good for me
because at the end of the day he wanted what I wanted for meself, as long as he
thought that I could reasonably do it, and that I were responsible to accept the
consequences. So the fact that I might get drowned if I went fishing or have serious
problems did bother him, but once I got to be 15 he felt that I could accept and take on
board these problems, [banging noise in background] and deal with them meself. And
I suppose his philosophy were that I’d be better of if I drowned fishing [interviewer
laughs] than live to be 80 and were miserable –

Yeah.

not that in any way he wished me to drown fishing, but the point is that he accepted
that basically I had to do what I wanted to do, otherwise what were the point in
living? And up till then he hadn’t always shown that side of himself. You did as he
said you did as your parents said and that were the end of the matter. But he did
accept that I became a young adult,

Mm.

and could accept responsibility, and deal with it accordingly. Now, because of the
operations that I’ve had and the ability to run around were taken away from me, it left
me with an awful lot of bad feelings, and it were only through the fact that I went
fishing and did other things that I actually worked me way through all these problems,
and came out of the other side as it were, with them being pretty irrelevant. You know
problems are only a problem because you’re making hem a problem, and sometimes
in life there are certain things, like your disability or other things, and there ain’t
really any questions about why, or why me? or why this? or why that? cos the simple
answer is, ‘Because that’s the way it is,’ and sometimes this is hard to accept cos
people expect an explanation for everything. And,
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Mm.

eventually I worked my way through all these problems and got to a stage where,
basically, I could accept life because that’s the way it was; and from that point
forward, things began to improve an awful lot more. Also through going fishing and
particularly travelling to places which I used to do by bus and train, I actually
conquered boredom, so I’d arrive at a railway station maybe a bus that I’d caught to
this railway station, I’d just missed a train, and I probably had two hours to wait for
next train,

Yes.

and up to that point in time, you know, I could have sat on Ripon Railway Station and
I would have been bored out of my mind, sat with nothing to do for two hours.

Mm.

But, you know all of a sudden it were like a penny dropped, and I realised that there
were no such thing as boredom, that it were actually something that you [laughing]
created in your own mind: it were just like a frustration that created a boredom,

Yes.

and in fact the reality is there isn’t any such thing as boredom. Other people may be
boring, [laughing] but there’s no such thing as boredom. [Voices in background.] You
know, if you sit down and you say you’re bored, what you’re really saying is you’re
bored with yourself: [laughs] and once you’ve got something to offer yourself, then
you’ll never suffer from boredom. And other problems at this period is, you know, all
your peer group of people, all your friends are beginning to go out wi’ girls, and you
might say to yourself, ‘Oh well’ you know, your feelings might be normal and you
might say, ‘Oh well, this is what I might like to do,’ and you may have very deep
feelings
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Yes.

and at that sort of age, any sort of [voices in background] enquiries that you might
make could be quite abruptly rejected, so you’re suddenly faced with this situation
where you’re living a fairly normal life – you’re going to college or you’re going to
work, you’re mixing with people of the opposite sex,

Mm hm.

and you have normal feelings for hem – but no one ever is ready to respond to your
feelings. Or, if you make any advance, which I personally would have been very
careful about doing, although, you know, I definitely did, and you just reach a point
where you have to accept rejection, because what lots of people can’t accept about the
feelings of love is that it ’as to be two ways. It’s no good you saying, Well I like this
person,’ [laughing] cos life don’t work like that, you know, it’s totally meaningless
unless the other person reciprocates the feeling, and sometimes this is a hard lesson to
learn. But the experience of life, and especially at that time, one of the major things is
that most of the girls that you went to school with,

Mm.

were getting married,

Yes.

and they didn’t have a problem with the opposite sex.

Yes.

But most of the males that you went to school with, did have a problem: so this
brought this problem more immediately home to yer, that, you know, you began to
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wonder why. You know, it became obvious that young females rejected disabled
males, but for some reason [laughing] young males didn’t reject disabled females.
[Interviewer laughs.] And after a while, as time went on, this became more and more
frustrating, and you began to wonder whether this were actually gonna go on forever:
and it warn’t while I got to be about 25 or older,

Yeah.

that I first actually went out with a female,

Yes, yes.

and one realises that, [voices in background] in retrospect,

Yes.

age makes a difference, and that for males, you know, dealing with 16 year old and 18
year old and 20 year old females is a problem. But generally speaking as you get
older, provided you keep faith and carry on being yourself and behaving in a normal
manner,

Yeah.

this problem does have a chance of resolving itself. [Voices in background.] By [the]
time I got to be about 29, then I began to have serious relationships, and the older I
got the less important, in that respect, that my disability became. [Someone laughs in
background.] And sometimes for young disabled people, this is something that’s very
difficult to accept, and it’s very difficult to understand, and people sort of can have the
attitude that the world owes them love, you know, in a true sense of the word and not
a family sense of the word, and the problem is that it doesn’t. The only way
[laughing] that you can hope to get this is by having a normal attitude to life, cos if
you’ve got a disability then you’re not going to be physically normal but by having a
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normal outlook on life, and normal other things, and eventually, hope that it works
out. As I say that with age, these problems do tend to sort theirself out, if you keep
faith in yourself and mix with the right sort of people and behave in the right sort of
way, and respect yourself, then eventually your chances of finding somebody else
that’ll have feelings about yer do happen. When I say that I had difficulty wi’ females,
I did go through periods when females, who had massive problems, used to seem to
throw theirself at me. The problem being that quite often somebody who’s got a
serious problem sees somebody else who they think has a serious problem, and thinks,
‘Oh yeah, we’d get on so well. He’s got a serious problem and I’ve got a serious
problem,’ and what they didn’t understand is that I didn’t have a serious problem: I
[laughing] just appeared to have a serious problem. And the problem is that if
somebody’s got psychiatric problems, then they do have a serious problem

[Talking together.] Mm, yes.

that you just can’t say, ‘Well he’s got a problem and I’ve got a problem there,
therefore we’ll work together.’ You know, ‘Our relationship’ll work,’ cos the chances
are that people that have got sort of psychiatric-type problems, relationships won’t
work with anybody,

Yeah.

[laughing] whether you’ve got a disability or a problem or not. But for some reason

Yes.

you’ve often got people with problems that want to attach theirself to somebody else,
who they think has a problem. [Voices in background.] Anyway, I worked my way
through this. Eventually had, as it were, meaningful relationships, but as a teenager
this caused me massive problems that took an awful lot of coming to terms with, and
as I say, eventually it’s something that I did come to terms with. I mean, you know, I
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won’t say point-blank that I didn’t have contact with females, cos I may have had
contact with females.

Mm.

I just didn’t have females that wanted to go out wi’ me; you know. It didn’t mean to
say that some female didn’t grab ’old of me, and I didn’t necessarily not have contact
with females, I just didn’t have females who wanted a long-term relationship,
[laughing] or for that matter, even a short-term relationship.

Yes.

It warn’t as if I didn’t live a reasonably successful life in other departments, [voices in
background] it’s just that that side of life was a problem. But as time went on, as I’ve
previously said, it’s a problem that does eventually sort itself out provided that you
can see what you have to offer to other people, and offer it, and keep offering it, and
keep faith that eventually you’ll meet somebody who needs what you have to offer.
Right, do you want to stop the tape there for a short while?

[End of Track 6]
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[Track 7]

[Laughs.]

[Voices in background.] When I were 14, and I went to the Branch College of
Commerce in Leeds, immediately after me 15th birthday, I thought that this were
opening up a whole new chapter in life of education. And having missed out on
having a proper education, as it were, (although I warn’t illiterate or you know, I were
good with figures, and quite literate) I felt that me serious education had just began,
and after 12 months, I came away with five RSA Stage One exams, and after another
12 months, I came away with five O-levels, two RSA Stage Twos,

Mm.

and felt that I now had a footing to go further forward, and possibly come out with
other four or five O-levels, before I started on A-levels. Well this came to an abrupt
end when colleges that dealt with other subjects flatly refused to accept me as a
student, so this left me with little alternative really than to start work. Now I didn’t
object to starting work, you know, I did actually look forward to starting work, but I
merely looked forward to starting work because I’d be earning money, and become
independent, and I did feel that I wasn’t educated to my potential and I did thoroughly
enjoy education, and felt a bit short-changed by the fact that I didn’t get a bit more
full-time education and probably go to university. Anyway, I started work and got
day-release, and went to day-release and night school [voices in background] for
various subjects.

Yeah.

Now I studied for another odd O-level at day school and one at night school, and
eventually went on to study at A-level standard. And in one particular A-level, I was
deemed to have come first in the whole of the country, and this left me feeling really
bad about what could have been, if I could have stayed in full-time education, because
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you know, I felt that to be deemed to be the top of the country when you’re studying
something at night school – you know, two nights a week for two years –

Yeah.

I could have done well in a lot more subjects and gone to university. But once you got
to work and then, you know, basically you’re at work and it’s a very difficult decision
after that to go back into full-time education, especially in a case like for me, because
at a certain level of work I were able to buy a car, and that gave me complete
freedom, whereas had I gone back to study on anything,

Mm.

no way could I have afforded to run a car. So not only would I have been having me
education cramped at that point: me whole life would have been collapsing around
me. So full-time education, reverting to it, it were really out of the question, but I
carried on at night school, and did a large part of the ACCA [Association of Chartered
Certified Accountants], it’s the Certified and Corporate Accountancy, for which I
went to night school five nights a week for several years. And at the time I suppose I
felt pretty bad about not being allowed to continue in full-time education, especially
when I had a father quite happy, who wanted me to continue in full-time education,
and who felt that I had an ability to learn and that I should use it, and get educated as
well as possible. Well, as things happened, you know in later life, the attitude to
disabled people throughout my lifetime has changed enormously, and then we had the
advent of the Open University and various other aspects of education, and I suddenly
found myself about 40 year old and having various institutions pleading wi’ me to do
a degree. Well I’ve always taken an hard attitude on this – I needed a degree when I
were 20, and in me early twenties, not when I were 40, or 50, or 60,

Mm.
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and I’ve never been prepared to do a degree, just to prove that I can do it, and for
somebody else’s benefit. I wanted to do a degree when it were for my benefit, and I
had barriers put in the way, and throughout my lifetime if I’ve had barriers put in the
way for me, I’ve never taken second-best, and years and years later when they’ve
said, ‘Oh well things have changed and mistakes were made and we’ll let you do it
now,’ you know, I’d be an idiot if I wanted to devote myself to something that were
[laughing] no use to me. You know it’s like offering somebody a million pound when
they’re a hundred. They [laughing] needed it when they were younger and still had a
house, a life to live, you know, and not when you’ve reached a situation in life where
that’s not a priority to you and you don’t need it any more. I’ve had several aspects of
my life that have evolved this way. In my early twenties I were a scout leader in
Leeds, and a sea cadet leader, and in particular one of my specialities was leading
mountain walks, and as a qualified scout leader [voices in background] I applied, with
some encouragement I might add, to do a Mountain Leadership course and once again
I expected, since I’d been encouraged to apply for this, it just meant that I would have
been fully trained,

Yes.

when I took children on mountains, and something which I would never have done
would have taken children on mountains outside my capabilities. It’s not a case of
what mountains you take children on, it’s a case that if they’re within your
capabilities, and they’re within their capabilities, then you’re there and fit to lead hem,
and if you take hem on a mountain and it’s outside your capabilities, then you’re not
fit to be there with hem. But anyway [I] once again, for some reason, got flatly
refused, and once again 20 years later, maybe even only 15 years later, I got asked,
pleaded, if I’d be the first disabled person to go on a Mountain Leadership course, and
I had to turn round and say, ‘Why?’ you know? ‘I’m not fit to lead people on
mountains any more.’ My fitness levels as it were, I’m over the hill, and it’s not
something that I’d

Yes.
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do or accept any more. So, you know, this is a case of loads of doors were shut in
your face and then later on somebody’s opening hem and pleading for you to go
through. And I’m probably classed as an extremely awkward person, because I don’t
do things just to keep everybody else happy, I do things normally because I feel
they’re right, and secondly, if they’re right for me – not that I don’t do things that are
not right for me but they have to be right for somebody else and sufficiently right that
I think they’re worth me doing. But if I’m doing something that’s supposed to be for
me, then I definitely don’t do it [laughing] unless I think it’s right for me, and I
definitely don’t go around living my life trying to please everybody because you
can’t. Equally, I don’t just go around life trying to please meself because otherwise
you’d be a selfish, miserable old sod and nobody’d want to know yer. So somewhere
in the middle there’s a balance where you try to do what’s right,

Yes.

and try to spread the right sort of feeling amongst people that you deal with. But, I
definitely don’t do things just for the sake of it, or to be the first person that did this,
or the first person that did that, and I suppose at the time, to a degree, every time you
got these refusals in life based on your disability, they were very difficult to accept
and probably aggrieved you for a short while, and then you move on, file them away
in your life history, never to be seriously thought about again.

Mm.

I mean as life went on, I managed to fulfil all my footballing ambitions, when I
became manager of the works football team, and I used to manage both, you know. At
one time in my working life I were in charge of a particular sport for women, in an
office where p’raps 2,000 people worked, so you know all my sporting ambitions in
life have probably been fulfilled.

Mm.
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And when I were a scout leader I had a scouts football team, and obviously took hem
for training and played about, and although I largely never actually played, it satisfied
my footballing and sporting ambitions in life. I have actually only ever played in one
full competitive football match and I had a brother who were slightly younger than me
that got killed in a car crash, and he used to play at Number Six in my football team,
and when he got killed, I played at Number Six for one game. In other words, I had 10
good people around me who made sure I didn’t have to do too much, who kept me out
of trouble. Anyway, I did find it so hard as manager – I substituted meself at half
time. But I have actually fulfilled me ambition of playing a full football match.

Mm.

The question of social class; most people where I worked were either engineers, bus
drivers, worked in the clothing industry, or generally just artisan-type workers. I were
brought up in council houses, you know, my parents always lived in a council house,
and me father still does. The area where I lived, it says, you know, nobody were
particularly more important than anybody else, and I came from a very middle-class
background. As a young child, my parents wasn’t particularly religious. I had a
mother who occasionally attended church, and a father who only went to matches and
despatches: christenings, marriages and funerals. We rarely spent Sundays going to
church but as young children we did go to Sunday School so going to church warn’t
alien to us. We were brought up to go to Sunday School if we wanted to go, but
warn’t made to go. Now religion ’as played a part in my life because when I went
away to boarding school, we had prayers every evening and were brought up in a
mildly religious climate which being taken away from home did give you some
emotional support, and [voices in background] religions and belief has always been a
vein through my life. I am not a fanatical religious person, but I have my own devout
beliefs and at moments in life when I’ve been desperately trying to achieve
something, especially where there’s been a large element of danger involved,
[interviewer laughs] I’ve definitely sat down and prayed for strength to face it.
[Voices in background.] Praying, to me, is not about praying for something, you
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know, I’d not sit down and pray for 50 pound or sit down and pray that I’d win a
football match, or sit down and pray for something, but I would sit down and pray for
help to get through something, and there’s definitely been major times on my life,
especially on mountains, when I’ve sat down and prayed down for the strength to face
what were about to come: and I suppose especially if that included death. Because it’s
no good sitting down praying saying you know, ‘God save me, God this, God do this,
God do the other,’ cos what’s gonna happen is gonna happen, and what’s more
important is that you have the strength to face it and, you know, the will to do your
best,

Mm.

and the strength to face whatever that brings. So I can declare myself as a devout
believer, and I‘ve a very strong faith, but exactly what I believe in and exactly what
me faith is, would be very difficult to define. Politically, [interviewer laughs] I were
brought up with a labour background, and up to a certain age really just accepted this
without question. But when I became a house owner, then at that moment I suppose
when interest rates are shooting up and down, and all your bills are based on political
decisions, you start to take a much more serious interest, and a major interest in life to
me is politics. Although I’d never stand for anything, and I’d never want to be a
politician, but I have a very great interest in it, and what parties say and what’s
deliverable, and what [laughing] underlying reasons for what they say is and, you
know, it’s a case of you become not so naïve when you have to foot the bill, and I
think that to me what’s life’s about. You know you start off quite naïve, and as soon
as you become interested in things and pursue things, and if you’ve got a mind that
wants to be educated, then you’ll ultimately become [laughing] not so naïve, and I
suppose, once again, being disabled or handicapped, people can automatically assume
that you’re not necessarily as intelligent as what you might be, and it’s another
problem that people have wi’ yer – you go somewhere and people might deal wi’ you
as if you’re not quite all there. I might go in a shop and somebody might give me soand-so, whereas I would be brilliant at maths and therefore it were very difficult for
somebody to make a mistake on me: and you find yourself always putting people
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right, which, you know, you wonder whether it’s normal, and that’s the way of life
[laughing] these days, or whether it’s because you’re disabled and they think they can
take liberties with you. But I don’t allow people to take liberties like that wi’ me.
Anyway I hope that the things that I’ve said, interest somebody, [interviewer laughs]
and that just about wraps up what I’ve got to say for today. Thank you.

OK thanks, John. It’s been a very nice interview, and if you have any more
information you’d like to pass on, just send me a letter or email or give me a phone
call, and I will pass it on. OK, thank you.

Right thanks.

[End of Track 7]
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[Track 8]

OK, I’m about to interview John Hawkridge. John, are you ready to begin?

Yeah.

Thank you for coming back again. You know last time, John, we talked about school.
Do you mind if we go further into your school life? Is that OK?

Yeah.

Can you tell us a bit more about Larchfield School?

Yeah.

What was it like? What did you do? What did you like and what was the routines?
And what you didn’t like, that sort of thing.

Yeah. Well Larchfield School, although it were situated on the outskirts of Harrogate,
were ran by Leeds Education Authority, partly as an experiment in its early days, and
the actual building itself had been a residence of the Rowntree family, the chocolate
makers from York. It basically were a mansion-type building, in fairly spacious
grounds, about a third of which would be woodland: well maybe not quite a third
woodland, but a large area of woodland, and an area on the edge of this which had
been a pond, but which by the time we got there had silted up and were basically a
bog area.

Mm.

What would be termed ‘the front’ of this house, although actually it were the side,
there were two large lawns and a terrace: so you had a terrace in front of the house,
and then steps down to a path, two large lawns – one large lawn and then a little drop

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 91
C1134/20 Track 8

and then, another large lawn – and then, [interviewer coughs] just beyond, to the side
of these there were what had been a rose garden with a summer house in the corner,
and then, as if level with the back of this house there were this great wall: you know
probably about six, eight foot high, and behind this, this house had its own walled
vegetable garden; so this took up quite a large area. So this house had obviously been
self-sufficient with regards to most of the growing crops for food and what have you,
and in this area there were a couple of greenhouses, and these gardens were to such
an extent [voices in background] that the premises employed two full-time gardeners
to maintain this lot.

Mm.

So, if you can imagine this, you know, the fact that it took two people to maintain it,
gives you an idea of what size it actually was.

Mm.

We had a head gardener called Mr Wilkinson and his assistant Mr Bell. Now, you
might think, ‘Well, you know, what significance did these gardeners have to us?’
Well, in this world of strict discipline and various things, these gardeners might be
your only friend at times, so these gardeners were quite friendly with us, you know.
So if they were working nearby and we’d be speaking to ’em, occasionally we’d get
to go behind this big wall to this garden area, and p’raps have a little chat with them
about different things, so these gardeners took on a bit more significance in our lives
than simply gardeners. Now Leeds Education opened this school, and it basically took
about 10 boys and 10 girls, give or take one on either side I would think, maybe there
might be an odd more boy than a girl, but basically it took 20 children and no more
than 20. And we were housed, or slept in three upstairs bedrooms: so we had a boys’
bedroom, a girls’ bedroom, being the two big bedrooms at the front of this house, and
then there were another bedroom which I never actually slept in so I don’t know
whether that were a mixed bedroom or whether it were all boys or whatever, but
anyway it had three bedrooms: basically a boys’ bedroom and a girls’ bedroom and
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another bedroom. Now I would imagine that this other bedroom housed the more
difficult cases. You know, people that might have problems in middle of night or
people that might be disruptive or something out of the ordinary even within the
bounds of disability, would probably be housed in this third bedroom. Now in 1953
when this school opened at Easter, and I was four year old, so suddenly at four year
old you’re taken away from home. Now I mean I were used to my disability because,
even as a baby, in them days you used to go to what were known as a ‘babies’
welcome’, and these things are obsolete these days but probably replaced by nurse
visits and child welfare things, but you used to, after the war or I think just before it,
these babies’ welcomes opened up everywhere. So like once a week or twice a week
at different periods you’d be taken to this babies’ welcome where well I suppose your
progressed be assessed, and as soon as they found out that you had a disability... Cos
nobody knew about my disability until I were about a year old or just even a bit older
than that, so I lived the first year of my life with people thinking that I were just a
normal child without any disabilities.

Yes.

Having said that, I did spend me first Christmas in hospital having a hernia repaired,
not that I remember anything about that, but I do know that it happened. And then as
a young child they did send me for what were known as ‘exercises’ or today’d be
known as ‘physiotherapy’. And on various times, I can’t remember how often; maybe
once a week or maybe even twice a week, you know, I used to go to Leeds Education
Authority Building in the centre of Leeds, adjoining the Leeds Library and behind the
Art Gallery, [voices in background] and go to this place and sort of have exercises
which were intended to develop you, or stretch muscles that were wanted to be tight
or short, and just generally keep an eye on your progress.

Mm hmm.

Now I were quite friendly with these physiotherapists and people that worked there,
and this were no big deal to me going to this place, you know I just went and had me
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physiotherapy and whatever were necessary, and that were the end of it, but it did
come as rather a shock when I went away to boarding school. Now, as a young child,
up to that age, I don’t suppose I ever thought what school were gonna to be like, or
even which school I were gonna go to or anything cos, you know, I am the eldest in
my family so I’d no elder brothers or sisters that were already going to school, so I
didn’t have any impression about what school might be like. Now, I suppose if I’d
had elder brothers and sisters and they’d already been at school, you know, I’d have
developed some impression of what school meant, so the fact that I got taken away,
and in effect put in captivity for a week, didn’t seem to be so abnormal – which didn’t
affect the fact that I didn’t like it, you know, I didn’t like being taken away from
home, collected on a Monday morning at about eight or nine o’clock in the morning,
and brought home at Saturday lunchtime at about 12 [o’clock]. It seemed bit drastic,
especially at age four. The whole point about this school were that institutions o’ this
type, I don’t suppose, had been ran before. You know, previous to this, people with
disabilities were probably largely isolated or all bundled in at one school for every
disability, but at this school only cerebral palsied children went, and obviously when
you arrived there you were put into a lonely situation, suddenly I mean – although I
had a disability, you know, I won’t say I viewed it meself – and suddenly I’m [I’ve]
probably never seen anybody else (or not many other people) that had a disability
before and suddenly I’m bundled together with another 19 of ’em, which I suppose
came as a shock. Now, [interviewer clears throat] the majority o’ these other 19
people (so in other words, all 20 of us) were sent to this particular school because we
all would have been assessed to have a certain potential. In other words, you know, if
they hounded you and forced you to walk and forced you to do this and forced you to
do the other, they believed that you’d be able to respond to it, so I would say that
there were probably only one or two children at this school that were never going to
be able to walk, and in particular why they were sent I don’t know, but there must
have been some reason. But it did seem odd that you’ve got a school of 20, and
although some were quite severely disabled, 19 of ’em would be able to walk and one
might never be able to walk. Anyway, from day one, a great importance were put on
discipline and self-reliance – a fantastic amount o’ pressure put on you in these areas,
and no mercy was spared whatsoever on any of these children that went to this
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school. You know maybe there might have been the odd child whose parent had some
influence and they might have got treated a little bit better, you know: maybe
somebody’s parent worked for Education Authority, and that child might have just
got a fraction more respect that the rest of the children or a little bit easier, but
nothing much, and from day one if you did anything wrong, you were in trouble. If
you dragged your foot on the floor and left a black mark wi’ your shoe, you got down
on the floor and polished it off.

Mm hmm.

And, you know, people might be in a wheelchair and they found a set of crutch
arrangements, got you out o’ that wheelchair and made you walk; and even if you
were totally against this, had no intentions [laughing] o’ walking, whatever,
[interviewer laughs] they got 19 out of these 20 children walking through brute force
in effect. They made ’em. Saying, ‘I can’t do summat’ warn’t an excuse. And when
you looked at what happened at this school: [voices in background] you know you,
you got up on a morning and you got dressed, normally some children’d be able to
completely dress theirselves and others’d need some help, and then you all went for
breakfast, and then you went to school and started education. Now when you went to
school, I obviously started in the lower – this school was split into two classes in
effect: an infants and a juniors – so when you went into this infant section, these
teachers were extremely bossy, a teacher’s assistant even, and no mercy was spared
on you. You know, you warn’t allowed to, in effect, enjoy your own personal
possessions. If you had something it could be taken off yer and given to somebody
else, and this caused a lot of personal distress until you got used to it.

Mm mm.

The point is that getting used to it means that you give up on personal possessions and
say, ‘Well what the hell? I can’t have this cos I’ll lose it,’ so you don’t bother, and in
my view, instead of encouraging people you bring everybody down to the lowest
common denominator. But, this is the way that they wanted it to work: and you
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resented it, you hated it, you didn’t want to go to school on the Monday morning, you
couldn’t get home quick enough on a Saturday, but you had to go and you went. So
anyway, you went and you did some sort of lesson on a morning, and you might have
two or sometimes three people taking a class of, say, 10 or 11 of this infant end of the
school, and then there’d be one person teaching the juniors at the other end. So, in the
infants’ we’d have a teaching assistant called Mrs Holdsworth who were extremely
bossy, [interviewer laughs] and we’d have a teacher called Miss Gott, who were sort
of all right, but once you got thrown to this teaching assistant, God did you know you
were there, you know. The sort of classes that we did might involve playing musical
instruments, so you got a triangle or bells to shake, or tambourines to bang together or
something like cymbals should I say, to bang together, or tambourines to tap and
shake. Now, whether they were trying to give us some musical influence or not, or
whether this were just another form of physiotherapy I don’t know, but we used to
have this [voices in background] sort of music lessons which is something that had no
appeal to me whatsoever. And then we used to have painting which [is] probably
called ‘Art’ today. So we’d have an easel-type board and you’d be expected to get in
there and paint something and get some paint on this paper, and do something. Well,
you were never completely left to your own devices cos you had this blooming
teacher or this teacher’s assistant

Yes.

telling you [that] you warn’t doing it good enough. So, you know, painting [laughing]
didn’t appeal to me either. So that was two lessons that sort o’ could be a bit
traumatic for me: and then we obviously learnt to read and write. Now this aspect
didn’t particularly bother me, I were quite happy to learn to read and write, although,
[voices in background] initially learning to read might not have been so easy, but
having said that it, you know, I don’t remember it taking me long to master it. It
warn’t something that I got stuck on, it were something that although I found
difficult, I probably stuck at it and mastered it in a short time. So I learnt to read and
write without any serious traumas. Although I did have a brilliant memory and we’d
learn to read a book, say, and then you’d be sent to the head of the whole school who
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warn’t a teacher but a woman called Miss Hogarth, that ran the school, who ran this
iron regime; and you’d be sent to her office to demonstrate that you could read.

Mm.

And I’d learnt to read me first book, and got sent to her to read and the teacher called
me back and says, ‘John, you’ve forgotten your book,’ [interviewer laughs] and I
supposedly replied, ‘It’s all right, [laughing] I don’t need that,’ which would indicate
that I’d remembered this book from start to finish by that point. [Voices in
background.] By the time I’d learnt to read it I knew it word for word what this book
contained. Anyway from that point forward, you know, I wouldn’t say I ever had a
problem reading and writing, and working wi’ numbers were not something else that I
had a problem with. Now, at lunchtime we’d all march off to this dining room again
and we’d all be sat on these little chairs and tables, [interviewer laughs] and we’d be
served up with our school dinner or what-have-you, and some of the food we were
given would perhaps seem rather exotic to me, you know. I came from a basic,
normal background, and a lot of these foods that we were given I warn’t used to being
given ’em at home. We’d get marrow and pumpkin and something called ‘rock cress’
on salads that I’d never seen before and don’t ever see it these days but [interviewer
laughs] we got it in them days, and you’d look at these things and you’d think, ‘I
don’t eat these sorts of things,’ and you’d try ’em and you’d think, ‘and [laughing] I
don’t like ’em either,’ But, when you sat down to eat at this school, you had to eat
whether you liked it or not because they didn’t take this plate away from you till
you’d eaten everything, and you could cause yourself a lot of trauma, if you didn’t eat
your food because they p’raps wouldn’t let you leave after dinner. You’d be still sat at
this table till you ate it, so dinner time’d be over and then there’d be one or two
children still sat there and they might have to sit there [laughing] all afternoon or
however long, and they wouldn’t be just sat there in silence, they’d be sat there with
some bossy, determined person telling ’em they would eat this food if it were the last
thing they did. [Laughing.] They were gonna eat it. I mean in 2005 you can’t imagine
that happening anywhere, but believe you me, it happened in 1953 and [laughing] ’54
and ’55. I mean the thing is as well, you know, that immediately after end of Second
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World War, food had been in short supply, and these people were not used to wasting
food. The sort of food that you see wasted today would never have been wasted at
any level o’ society in them days, and we were not allowed either to waste it. We
were brought up at this school that whatever were put in front of you were good food,
and you would eat it whether you liked it or not, so you’d better learn to like it quick,
cos you’re gonna eat it. Now if you declared that you didn’t like something, you
might be fortunate enough just to get a small helping, but you’d get a small helping
and they’d make sure that you ate it. You know, you’d not get away with not eating
none,

Mm.

so in a way this school mealtimes could be rather traumatic. And then we’d go back
to class [voices in background] in the afternoon, and especially, I can’t quite
remember what happened at older age but at younger age we had these fold-up beds,
so we all had an afternoon sleep on these fold-up beds. So immediately after dinner
we’d be back down to this classroom, these beds’d be out, we’d have to have a lay
down, and obviously most of us didn’t sleep every day, we just had to lay down. But,
I mean, the option were there for you to have a sleep, and I suppose we were
supposed to have a sleep, but for a normal five, six or seven year old, you know, sleep
might not be on the agenda at 1:30, but whether you liked it or not, anyway, we were
all in rows and all there to sleep. And then after this we resumed our afternoon
classes, which probably went on till about half three (could have been longer but I
can’t remember, but definitely till about half three). And then, after that time, we had
a small amount of leisure activity until teatime; so if it were summer and it weren’t
raining, we were either out on this terrace riding round on tricycles, or down on either
of these two bottom lawns, mainly the top lawn which we were out on to, and once
again, you know, you were forced as it were to play games, or drafted into playing
games, so you’d be forced to play cricket or forced to do things what normal people
did in those days. I do remember that the big deal about riding a tricycle was that you
go a long way on it, and one of the things you could do were drive round this rose
garden, which had all this like stone crazy-type paving, and it were quite a bumpy
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ride and it had zigzagging paths through it, and so it were all patterned to where these
rose beds were. But you definitely had to be careful that you didn’t come off this path
and end up in a rose bed. And I remember this summer house sort of being in a state
of dilapidation and gradually it disappeared – we’d probably been at school a few
years when this rose garden completely disappeared, and also, bordering on to this
rose garden we had like a stone-type pergola archways which were entrance onto this
rose garden, all covered in ivy and stuff and we found it a big deal that birds
sometimes used to nest in this, and come spring we’d be following activity of these
nesting birds and see how the families were coming along. So gradually, as you’d
been at this school a while, although you still disliked going to it, you did develop
interests, you did get used to the strict regime, you did get used to the staff and
probably learnt how to handle them to your own advantage so that you warn’t in
trouble all the time, and you learnt how to get on wi’ life without making your own
life a misery, basically. But it still didn’t detract from the fact that it were strict and it
were hard, you know. Having said that, we thought it were hard but in that period a
lot o’ people had just come home from prisoners o’ war camp and they’d have
probably thought it were a life of luxury getting fed three or four meals a day. So
nobody had any sympathy for the fact that you were away from home, although I do
know that it distressed me mother when I used to have to leave on a Monday
morning, and most weeks at school I used to get a postcard from me grandmother so,
you know, people used to write to you. People used to send a lot more postcards in
them days than what they do now anyway, cos telephoning warn’t really an option,
and the world used to keep in communication by sending postcards here there and
everywhere. And I used to get...

[End of Track 8]
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[Track 9]

Yeah. At this school, one of the things that we used to get is we used to get postcards
sent from grandparents, aunties, or cousins or different things like that, and I were
lucky in respect that I used to get one or two postcards a week, which in retrospect,
you know, probably reinforced the fact that you had family at home and that
somebody else thought about yer, even though you were away at this boarding
school. Each child had certain sessions of physiotherapy every week, so there might
be a timetable for people in physiotherapy, and although you were in your classes
you’d probably be waiting for the call for your turn to go to physiotherapy. And this
physiotherapy could be quite rigorous, you know. You’d have your legs and arms and
everything bent and twisted [interviewer laughs] in all directions and you’d have to
do certain things yourself and probably at one stage you might have to do certain
things to music, so they had this wind-up gramophone and these 78 records, which
would have been par for the course in them days, you know, not necessarily an
antique as you would imagine it today but, you know, they’d wind up this
gramophone player and put on this record and then you’d have to do exercises. And
then obviously I didn’t stay at infants for very long before, to some extent, you
moved up to this junior class on your ability rather than age – although I suppose you
wouldn’t have stayed in infants after a certain age however bad you were, you’d have
had to go up to this class – but if you made reasonable development in this infant
class, you’d probably go up to this junior class fairly quickly. I seem to remember
that I went up to this junior class reasonably quickly and we had a teacher called Miss
Morrisby, and later replaced by another teacher called Miss Donnelly. I seemed to
have a much better relationship with these junior teachers, because these teachers
were more there concerned about teaching yer, and less concerned about your
disability. I mean they were concerned about your teaching discipline and everything
but, you know, they were more a teacher as we would know ’em in the general sense
of the word today. They’d not be judging you too much on your physical
performance; they’d be more judging you on your learning capabilities of what they
were trying to teach yer. So I wouldn’t say that I ever had any sort of problem with
these senior teachers because I quite enjoyed schoolwork, and were always prepared

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 100
C1134/20 Track 9

to apply meself to learn. Not that I imagine we learnt anything stunning or revealing
but,

Mm.

you know, we probably would be quite backward on a par with our counterparts in
normal schools but, nevertheless, we were learning and we had a learning regime, a
curriculum that we followed, and made progress, and we dwelled rather a lot on
reading and writing. So they taught yer how to write neatly and various things and, in
that respect, you were learning a discipline that would stand you in good stead for the
rest o’ your life, because at least when you put pen to paper somebody else can read
it, and it’s a big step forward. Life went on at this school till I were about nine year
old. Now, when I first started this school, I didn’t have a, from a physical side, you
know, I went to this school with all these disabled children and I didn’t imagine
myself as having any serious disability. You know, I used to be able to run around
and do various things, and probably there might have only been another three or four
lads that were actually as fit as what I were, that could equally run around, and then
there’d be some that were struggling but could walk. And I suppose among the girls
there were definitely some that could walk around and run, so we probably had about
four boys and maybe four girls that were quite mobile, but then when I’d been at this
school not very long, in fact, probably a year or a bit longer, maybe two years at the
most, I got singled out to be fitted with iron callipers, in effect to straighten your legs
out with force. I found meself fitted with these iron callipers and forced, you know,
they used to fix ’em on your leg with your leg bent and then force ’em straight, and
put you through hell.

Mm.

So although I didn’t have a problem with learning and I didn’t have a problem with,
you know, I’d got over most of me problems with any food, I did have a problem
with this, and this warn’t a problem that I were easy gonna get over because torture’s
not a problem that you can quickly come to terms with. So I’m in these callipers, so
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it’s meant that I didn’t go anywhere quick. Everything were laboured, me legs were in
a lot o’ pain and then you were forced into ’em. Now when I got home on a weekend
I took these off and started running around again, you know, I never wore them at
home like that. I don’t think me parents could have forced me through this, and then,
after I’d been on, you know, I did used to arrange for accidents to happen with these
callipers now and again –I’d break a piece of ’em so that they had to be sent away to
be repaired and a new piece made, and [banging noise in background] it gave me a bit
of respite so I really, really resented and hated these callipers to the point where I
were prepared to personally break them. [Interviewer laughs.] And there were a
certain piece near what fitted to your boot – you had to have special boots with a hole
at the heel that these callipers clipped into – and I used to break this piece off at the
bottom, you know, I used to cause a stress fracture in the metal, not quite break it, and
then fall over in ’em and it used to break. And they wouldn’t think it had a stress
fracture before it broke, but it did have cos I’d put it there. And, you know, I used to
break these callipers and then it might take ’em four or five weeks to get repaired, so
you’d have four or five weeks with no callipers, which were brilliant. Now whether
the authorities ever knew about what I did to ’em I don’t know, but after a certain
length of time, they then decided to fit me with metal ankle splints on a night, so not
only did I wear these blooming callipers on me legs through the day, I had to be
fastened in, and me ankles forced at 90 degrees, to sleep. Now how on earth they
think you’re going to sleep in pain I don’t know, but I suppose in a good way it’s
fairly good because, like when you get to my age now and you suddenly start having
pains and you’re having to sleep through pain, you can think to yourself, [laughing]
‘Well I’ve done this before. I’ve been ’ere before and it’s not being forced on me
now,’ so I suppose in one way they’re getting you used to something, but in another
way they’re just really torturing you. So I had these ankle splints and I did
occasionally used to wear them to sleep in at home, when the authorities insisted, but
this calliper lark was summat that I found really desperate to cope with. I suppose,
you know, I could have had a reasonably happy life at that age, even at boarding
school, if I hadn’t have had these blooming callipers that were horrendous. Then we
used to get an annual visit from the school dentist who used to pull about four teeth
out of every child, whether they needed to come out or not, [interviewer laughs] so
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this were another traumatic experience. You know in them days everything were done
with gas, he used to set up a room as his dentist’s department and, usually it were one
of the bathrooms – cos one of the things at this school that we all did, we all had a
bath every evening. They started off with youngest and then worked up to oldest, so
[it] sort of like were two baths, a male bathroom and a female bathroom, and although
they were interjoined with just a curtain that pulled across, you know, I mean at that
age it’s not particularly something that bothered either sex. But the point is that we
did have this bath and everybody had a bath every day before you went to bed. Bath
then bed. And every Monday morning when you got to school, everybody’s hair had
to be checked for nits, so you got your hair dragged wi’ one of these special fine
combs to make sure that nobody had returned to school with any nits. Don’t suppose
they wanted ’em passing right around the school. Occasionally someone would fall ill
at school. I mean, obviously, even though you went to boarding school people caught
measles, chicken pox, mumps or generally were just unwell as children sometimes
unexplainably are. And if this happened, you’d be just kept in bed throughout the day,
so you’d be in bed and not attending any classes and basically exempt from
everything except discipline. If you had a serious disorder, say for example they had
to get a doctor in and he said, ‘Yeah, you’ve got chicken pox,’ or measles or whathave- you, you might be sent home. Partly because they wouldn’t want you passing it
on to everybody else, and probably partly cos they felt that you’d be better off at
home in yer home surroundings with a more serious ailment. And in them days there
were none of this immunisation, so nearly every child at some stage got mumps,
measles, chicken pox, and whatever, it were just a phase you went through;
everybody caught ’em once and then became immune. Also at this school, as I say,
we had this visit from this dentist who used gas. Now very rarely did anybody escape
any sort of treatment, so nearly every child he saw, he’d be saying, ‘Aww there’s four
teeth there that are gonna fall out in the next three months. Let’s pull ’em out.’ So
you’d have this gas, and four teeth or so pulled out, and this actually were quite
traumatic. I mean the large trauma wasn’t so much getting the teeth pulled out as
getting this blooming gas administered. You know, you’d feel as if you were whirling
through space and horrendous feeling: not like these modern anaesthetics where you
get an injection and there’s just x amount of time missing out of your life when you
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wake up. There’s nothing you know about it, you wake, they put you in this thing and
gave you this gas and, although it knocked yer out, it didn’t leave you dream-free or
anything – horrendous things happened to you while you were under this gas. As you
became older you became more aware and maybe more friendly with many of the
staff at the school, so by time you left you knew the cook fairly well, and perhaps her
assistant, which might change from time to time, and this woman who ran the place,
Miss Hogarth, I mean you knew her quite well. As you became older she became
more friendly with you; so things improved in that respect a lot, and then obviously I
became quite friendly with these gardeners. The biggest thing that, as I say, I had this
problem wi’ were being fitted wi’ callipers. Periodically, probably about twice a
year, you’d have the specialist, the [voices in background] surgeon that dealt with
people arrive at the school and see each person individually, and do an assessment,
and then maybe one child or two children’d be prescribed to have operations, and
over next few months they’d disappear and be in hospital and that, have surgery, and
then you’d see ‘em come out probably in a wheelchair (although most of the people
that had surgery at this school were in a wheelchair before they ever went in). On a
couple of occasions, films were made of yer and, while in front of this surgeon, so
you’d be stripped down to your underpants and you’d have to walk in front of this
camera, barefoot, so that they could get a film of how you walked and they could take
it away and analyse it and, presumably, imagine that they learnt more about you. Out
of the 20 children at this school, even though some were wheelchair-bound, they
actually got 19 of ’em walking by fair means or foul. Enormous amount of pressure
were put on people to walk and to walk to the best of their ability, and such as me, it
warn’t so much a case of making you walk, cos you could already run around, it were
changing the way that you walked and things like that, which, you know, causes a lot
o’ resentment really because if you can run around, from your own point of view you
don’t really care how you do it. All you’re bothered about is that you can get from A
to B; you’re not really bothered how you do it. Now how these people in wheelchairs
felt I don’t know, but all of ’em except one, they got walking – some of ’em they got
walking on arm crutches, where a crutch fit on to the forearm and they held onto
something, and an handle at the top of this, and could walk. You know, might have
one useless arm and one arm that could just manage to hold a crutch and they’d get
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’em walking on it, and, you know, all this school they got mobile. Now, in my view,
this school were just like a forerunner of the Peto Institute in Hungary, and by the
time they’d opened this institute in Hungary these methods were no longer acceptable
over ’ere, so it were just a way of getting away with ’em somewhere else. And
anyway they developed these children at this school, and in a way it were sad to see a
lot of ’em as they left because many of these children that they’d got walking, the
very first thing that they did when they left were get back in their wheelchair, and
never, ever walk again. I met up with some of these when I moved on to me next
school, and I’m seeing ’em every day, sat in their wheelchair, and I knew that at the
previous school they’d had ’em walking. Obviously it had been too much for them
and obviously, from their own point of view, they didn’t want to walk. It’s difficult
for me to say why they didn’t want to walk because that’s something that only them
would know. I mean maybe like for me having callipers on were a step too far for me,
and I’d fought against it, and maybe getting’ them walking were a step too far for
them. But for whatever reasons, they chose not to walk again, and they only needed to
be not walking for a short while before they ever would walk again anyway, cos
they’d lose their ability and the mobility had gone. Twice a year your parents got
chance to visit the school; once in the summer term, probably about June or very
early July, the school’d have an open day and they’d get a chance to come and see the
school and what work you’d done. And my mother always attended, and me father
probably been at work. And also we did a nativity play at Christmas, and they had a
performance in front of parents, so your parents got a chance to come and see you
perform in the school nativity play. Towards the end of my stay at this school I sort o’
looked forward to leaving, and when they finally said, ‘Right, you’re moving to
another school,’ where I knew that I’d be only attending on a daily basis, I really
looked forward to this, and I left this school wi’ no bad feelings about leaving. I don’t
think I were desperate to leave, but I’d had enough and I looked forward to the next
step forward in life. You know, this school had served its purpose to me and I
suppose in a way it were just holding me back on the learning front: so you’re
getting’ educated but not at the right sort of level that you need to be educated at to
progress into normal society. Anyway the day came, and I left, aged nine, and an
awful lot more worldly-wise about the things that could happen to me and did happen
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to me. The one thing that I had been sheltered from at this school were going to
school wi’ badly-behaved children and people with idiotic behaviour, and people with
a criminal tendency and everything, because, you know, the discipline and everything
were so strict, and children were hand-picked for this school. Children didn’t have a
right to go, they were sent because the authorities thought they’d benefit from it, and
you didn’t realise at the time but you’d been surrounded by people that, although ran
a strict regime, really did care about yer, and most of this strictness were not personal,
it were a job that they’d decided that they had to do and try out on people. So, you
know, you didn’t leave with any severe resentment; you were glad to leave but the
school held a place in your life and you’d always be happy to go back and visit, that’d
never be a problem. It’s just that you’d had enough of this boarding all the time and
being away from your family: so, whereas when you first went there you would have
left at five minutes’ notice given the chance, by time you got to eight or nine year old,
you understood to a large extent what this school were trying to do, and although you
didn’t like to be away from home, you didn’t actually resent and hate these people
around yer any more. You’d learnt, you’d come to terms with all that, and in respect
it’s a bit like people when they go in Army – they go through a strict regime o’
discipline and then once they’ve mastered that discipline, it’s not a problem any
more, they just get on with everything. The only difference was that this were
happening to us aged four-year-old, and they did mould us into what they wanted I
suppose. Some people encouraged your own personality to come out, and some
people [voices in background] didn’t like you to have a personality. I mean, I had the
ability to keep a low enough profile to not be at the front of everything, but to be
good enough at things to never have a problem’, so I could always do what I had to
do and not be singled out as being inadequate. But I didn’t actually want to be the
shining light that everybody praised all the time. You know, certain people sort of
sought this position, where they wanted to be considered as being super-pupils but I
just were well thought of without actually being openly seeking to be the best of
everything. I just lived and learned as it were and went through life trying to get out
of this school what I wanted to get out of it, as well as fitting in and just being a part
of this school. Anyway the day came, and I quite happily left and said, ‘Bye bye,’ to
this place. Now when you left, your parents were allowed to come and collect you on
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a Friday, so you didn’t have to go home by the normal means on a Saturday, and my
parents, well, at least me mother, came and collected me on the Friday, and you said
goodbye to the school and departed, and life moved on. As an afterthought there are a
couple of things that I ought to have mentioned at this school – one of them is that we
were encouraged to behave like normal children in many ways, so although discipline
were strict, fighting were allowed, so a reasonable amount of friendly and sometimes
unfriendly fighting went on, so people’s frustrations… I mean I would imagine we
warn’t encouraged to fight in an unruly manner, but we were encouraged to fight
[laughing] in an organised manner, so that if anybody had any, you know... A lot of
rolling around and fighting went on a this school, and I suppose that this were
considered normal behaviour, and therefore, to some degree, may well have been
encouraged, to teach you that it’s what kids at normal schools do. A fair amount o’
shoving and pushing and fighting. So a fair amount o’ this went on at this school. And
the other thing which were an early influence in my life that at one stage we were
each given our own plot o’ garden; unfortunately in an area where not much grew cos
it didn’t get enough sun, but we each had our own plot of garden and grew things, and
this were really my first influence in the world o’ gardening, which is something that
I’m still massively interested in up to today. So, you know, it’s easy for me to just
assume well everybody’s interested in gardening, and I know that they’re not, and it’s
an interest that’s served me life long.

[End of Track 9]
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[Track 10]

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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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 Track 10]
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[Track 11]

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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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 Track 11]
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[Track 12]

Park Lane provided me with a serious education, and after two years I left with five
O-levels, and then later went to night school and obtained O-level Maths, an extension
on the commercial arithmetic, and then subsequently at night school, I still continued
at Park Lane, and went on to A-level and above standard. At Park Lane I suppose the
most influential tutor that I had were a chap that took us for Commerce and
Accounting, a Mr T D Kilburn, and I would say that at that period he had an
enormous bearing [voices in background] on the future of my life and what I actually
ended up working at. He made accounting so exciting and commerce interesting that
if you actually got involved, you really couldn’t help but be good if you followed
what he said and rode along on his enthusiasm. Now during my period at school,
altogether there were several people that I really kept in touch with for many years,
and at Larchfield I’d been in touch with the head – Miss Hogarth – until the day she
died, and she’d been a good friend in later years, and we had a very friendly
relationship. [Someone laughing in background.] When I’d started at the school the
teachers’ assistant, Mrs Holdsworth, you know I’d found her very difficult to deal
with as a child, and although she warn’t exactly the person that I’d have the utmost
respect for, I did get on quite well with her throughout her life, and one of me big
moments that I remember is with her when they opened a new child assessment
centre, mainly for handicapped children, at Leeds Infirmary. I actually got to open it
and me name on a brass plaque, and amongst the dignitaries that were there, there was
Mrs Holdsworth. Anyway I opened this centre and did my speech and everything,
and no sooner had I finished than there were Mrs Holdsworth crying [laughing] away,
telling people, ‘Used to be one of my pupils, did John. Used to be one of my pupils.
It’s just fantastic that here he is opening this centre.’ So obviously I created a bigger
impression with her than what she did with me, but having said that, I didn’t agree
with her methods when I were young, [someone laughs in background] but we had a
sort of a mutual respect as we grew older. Now when I went to Potternewton we did
used to have reunions after we left, maybe once a year for a few years afterwards,
before Potternewton eventually moved to another purpose-built school. We’d have
reunions but during my period at Potternewton I developed a lifelong friendship with
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Miss Clark, the teacher who’d taken us for nature studies and our cub mistress, and I
s’pose it were to her great pleasure when, in 1973, I became a scout leader in me own
right with [an] able-bodied troop in Leeds. And then, well I suppose I had a friendship
with the headmaster – Mr Pagdin – as well, but unfortunately he died shortly after I
left, so it warn’t a friendship that continued for over-long. And then when I went to
Park Lane, some years after I’d left, I got a chance to meet Mr Kilburn again, and we
once again had an enduring friendship, and unto this day I regularly phone Betty
Clark and she sometimes pops over to see me or maybe once a year, and I pop over to
see her, and we’re defiantly in contact. So these people can have a lasting influence
and though you’re going to school with these people and they’re in charge and you
don’t always agree with hem and you don’t always like their methods, sometimes it’s
your best interests they have at heart, and it’s only in later years that you realise
you’ve got common values, common views, and p’raps able to develop some sort of
greater friendship. At Potternewton I eventually became Head Boy and prefect, and as
a result of being head boy, on our Christmas visit to Allerton High School, I had to
give the vote of thanks on behalf of Potternewton, which I would say was my first
[laughing] major engagement in public speaking. In later years at school, I must say
that I enjoyed the pressure of sitting exams and when I left standard education and
went on to further education, [voices in background] you know, I mean, it i’n’t that
you don’t suffer from nerves, but that’s what life’s about. You get in an exam room,
and you’re all on equal terms, and you’re there to perform to the best o’ your ability,
and I had no special conditions. Once I sat down at that desk and put pen to paper, my
disability were irrelevant, and although I felt under enormous pressure doing exams, it
warn’t something that I didn’t enjoy, but p’raps 'enjoy’ might be the wrong word but I
definitely enjoyed them retrospectively. You had a nervous tension as you came into
these exams. I warn’t a person that did very much revision; I worked on the principal
that if you learnt something in the first place, then you knew it, understood it and
didn’t have a problem resurrecting it out of your memory and mind, and no amount of
last-minute revision’s ever going to make up for a lack of learning an understanding.
And my secret were always to try and not just learn but to understand and although it
don’t make you perfect, you know, you go into an exam having confidence that you
know the subject to the best of your ability, and you’re going to sit down and perform.
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That exam paper is a platform to perform. The person that’s marking at the other
end’s got no awareness o’ your disability, he doesn’t know who you are or anything
about you, and you can be sat in a class with a teacher and you can do an exam and he
marks your papers or you do a test and he marks your papers or she marks your
papers, but to some degree they’re influenced by the fact that they know yer, and they
may not like what you do and you’re doing and what-have-you, but when you sit an
open exam [sound of door closing] the fact that it’s completely anonymous, and
you’re just another paper, were brilliant to me. It’s a stage to perform on, it is total
equality, and you know, I just loved to get on total equality. So although you hear lots
of people going on about 'exams this and exams that,’ and, ‘put unfair pressure here
and unfair pressure there,’ [laughing] unfortunately that’s what life’s about: unfair
pressure, and one way or another you’ve got to learn to live with it, and the one thing
about sitting down at an exam is that everybody’s equal, and I thrived on that.
Eventually I went on to night school to study the ACCA [Association of Chartered
Certified Accountants], Associate Certified and Corporate Accountancy exams, and
after doing the first few stages… I used to have to attend night school four or five
nights a week, and after I’d done a couple of years at this I suffered a very serious
illness where I suppose I came close to dying, and I had problems at work by the fact
that in order to do this accountancy exam, you had to do work of an accountancy
nature at work, and I were a collector of taxes for the Inland Revenue and they warn’t
exactly prepared to call it ‘work of an accountancy nature’ although, in fact, it was
work of an accountancy nature to a degree. And the authorities that be at the Inland
Revenue said the only way that they’d certify that I did work of an accountancy
nature, would be if I transferred to a job in London. Well I went to night school to
study in Leeds and I lived at home with my parents in Leeds, and although I didn’t
mind working in London on a temporary basis, I had no intentions or wish to move to
London on a permanent basis, and live on me own and what-have-you, and I suppose
the Inland Revenue authorities knew that, and I just decided that these exams warn’t
taking me where I wanted to go. I did have offers of jobs to work for accountants, but
it would have been at less money (well until I got qualified) than what I earned at the
Inland Revenue, and the problem was that I ran a car, you know, I were mobile, and
had I gone to work for an accountant, I might have had to get rid of me car and be
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back on foot again, which were not a good thing. So I ultimately made the decision
that I’d learnt as much as I needed to learn to do the jobs that [voices in background] I
were probably going to be doing for the rest of me working life, and decided that any
night school thereafter’d be for pleasure only, and at that point me further education,
in any serious way, ceased. I did originally, when I got me A-levels, want to got to
university, but because of me disability I couldn’t find anybody that were prepared to
accept me doing the subjects that I wanted to do, which would have been accountancy
and business. So wi’ doors after doors closing in front of me, I really decided that I
warn’t going to fight hem: it didn’t make sense because I’d have been fighting hem
for everybody and not fighting hem for me, and sometime in life you’ve to do what’s
right for you. And eventually the Open University came along and then I started
getting offers: ‘Well you should be doing this Open University degree and you should
be doing this and you should be doing that,’ and often my philosophy in life is [voices
in background] that there’s a right time to do something, when it’s for your benefit,
and once that time is passed you can still do it, but it’s not for your benefit, and the
whole thing’s become rather pointless. I mean in later life, you know, I travelled
extensively around the world, I went America a couple of times, but when I applied
for a visa to go to Australia I got refused. Now sometime later, I’m getting’ people
from Australia saying, ‘Well I don’t know why you got refused’ and this, that and the
other and, you know, ‘We can pull some strings and never mind your disability, you’ll
get a visa,’ and you’re thinking, ‘Well I’ve been refused. What is the point?’ you
know? That door shut and other doors open, and to some people it’s unfortunate that I
take this black and white attitude to life but life moves on and, to me, most things that
you do in life there’s a right time to do it and unless it’s the right time for you, what’s
the point? Eventually, like my schooling life turned full circles. At the age of 25 I
became a school governor of a group of Leeds special schools which embraced
Larchfield and Potternewton Mansion School, and after many years of being a
governor for them, I also became a governor of another special school, a private
school, and then after that became a governor of a normal primary school. So the
experiences that I had went full circle when you go back to being a governor and,
ironically, when I were a governor, Mr Arthur Tempest as he were, were one of the
headmasters that I had to deal with, and, you know, I s’pose to some degree he didn’t
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find it all that easy dealing with me, although I would say that as a governor I’ve
never had an axe to grind, it’s about doing a completely non-biased, you know,
you’ve got a job to do. It’s got its limitations and the whole secret of it is to
understand precisely what your job is, and stick just to that, and not try and have any
other agendas and not try and do what you shouldn’t be doing, and to do what you
should be doing. And then I were a school governor for over 20 years, so my
education, in effect, went full circle. At one time when I did leave Park Lane, if I’d
gone to university, another option that I had is I would have liked to have been a
school teacher, or at least a senior school teacher or a further education teacher,
[voices in background] but I never got the opportunity. But, as I say, I became a
governor, so my involvement with education, apart from a short gap, never actually
ended. As a governor, some of the heads I’ve worked with have been really good and
given you complete open access to everything about the school, and other heads have
[laughing] really worried about what you should see and what you shouldn’t see. You
know, I would say that these latter types just are the ones that basically create
problems for theirselves cos being a good governor’s not about causing trouble or
anything or spotting anything, it’s about having an open and honest relationship with
the head and being able to speak to each other, say what you think, knowing at the end
of the day they have to run the school, [laughs] and not you. [Voices in background.]
So even being a governor can be fraught with problems if you’re too honest and up
front, and then you get lots of school governors that have a vested interest, which I
never had, and you’ll be sat there with some governor who’s got a son at the school or
a daughter at the school and heads are trying to relate to these cos they know that it
goes further than the fact that this person’s just a governor. But I never had any reason
for being a governor other than the fact that I felt it were the right thing to do; to take
back to education any expertise that I’d learnt through education and life.

[End of Track 12]
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[Track 13]

Over the period of two years that I had been at Park Lane College I had, as it were,
become sexually aware. Not that I were over-bothered about the female sex, but I had
become aware of the differences and emotional feelings towards the opposite sex.
Many of the other students had boyfriends or girlfriends: occasionally this even
happened within our classes. In fact, during one class when a certain amount of
agitation were occurring, a senior lecturer humorously explained to us that in fact it
were perfectly normal for males to think about sex x amount of times per hour, and in
fact if you didn’t think about it that many times per hour you probably warn’t normal,
and that we’d have to learn to live with it. And this came as a relief to me cos I
definitely thought about it that many times per hour. My first direct physical contact
with the opposite sex occurred at one of the college students’ Christmas parties when
some very good-looking female grabbed hold of me and kissed me under a piece of
mistletoe. Quite an exciting prospect at the time. Although I was interested in the
opposite sex, at this young age it wasn’t like I was seeking a relationship or wanted a
relationship at that time. I had enough sense to realise that at 15, 16, sort of 17, 18
years of age, it probably wasn’t going very far; it’d purely be more of a plaything than
anything serious. In the summer of 1965 I left Park Lane College, and on the sixth of
September started working for British Rail, in the District Engineer’s office. I didn’t
really know what to expect when I started work, I just hoped that I’d probably enjoy it
as much as I had done college, or there’d be a job that I’d be able to go to work and
do, and get paid and come home an enjoy meself, but it seemed rather odd, you know,
I stared work in an antiquated office with rather an odd bunch of people. In fact one
chap, you know, a nice enough chap but he could easily become extremely animated
and excited, and in fact had to be constantly medicated with Phenobarbitone to keep
him calmed down. Another chap, who were a scout leader, [banging sound in
distance] later I understand were prosecuted as a paedophile, so they were actually an
odd bunch of folks, and I suppose when people saw me with my disability they just
thought [laughing] I were another one of hem: part of the odd bunch. Working for
British Rail meant that I got a certain amount of free travel, and any amount of cheap
travel by British Rail, and this did open up new prospects to me. In fact, in the first
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Christmas that I were there I decided that I’d have a mini trip to Edinburgh (a long
day trip to Edinburgh), and then later on, a short while afterwards, I had a trip to
Birmingham for a weekend where I stayed with relatives. So I did get about a bit
when I worked for British Rail. Now when I first started work for them, I got paid five
pounds 12 shillings per week, and if I obtained GCE O-level Mathematics, I would
get a rise of a further three pound a week, so with this in mind I applied for day
release and every Wednesday afternoon went to college to study O-level Maths. Now
this came as a bit of an eye-opener because the lecturer were absolutely brilliant at
lecturing maths, but he were extremely hard on people, and he did warn us on the first
day that many would fall by the wayside, and in fact by the very last lesson of the
year, I were the only student still attending this class: so our numbers had fallen from
about 24 down to one over a period of about nine or 10 months. Anyway, fortunately
for me, I sat the exam and passed, so at least this put me wage up on to eight pounds
12 shillings a week and shortly afterwards another rise also for me next birthday, so I
went from five pounds 12 shillings to about nine pound four shillings, all in one
stroke. Now my job at British Rail involved collating loads of forms and figures, and
man-hour type papers for a lot of manual workers that worked on maintaining bridges,
tunnels, station buildings; painting these things and maintenance and the like, [voice
in background] and at the same time working in an office with, as it were, real
managers who probably managed what work were done and finance of it. After about
12 months it became more and more apparent that I got on absolutely brilliant with
these people that controlled the manual side of the work but especially the sort of
office manager seemed to have a serious problem with my disability, and whatever
way he could find to cause problems, he did this, until life became extremely
uncomfortable for me. You know, I’d be summoned to his office and lectured about
how miserable I looked and how I never smiled, and how he thought this were a
serious problem and he wanted to see me laughing a lot more. And then a few days
later he’d see me laughing and I’d be summoned to his office and [him] saying,
‘What’s the joke?’ you know, ‘I can’t have you laughing like this, I want to know
what the joke is.’ And at that point I realised he were the joke, and just resigned on
the spot and said that I didn’t have any answer to his problems and that he warn’t
going to make my life a misery any more, and gave him a month’s notice: which
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rather shook him actually. Obviously when I resigned I believed in me ability that I
would get another job reasonably quickly and, with this in mind, I applied for an
advertised position in the newspaper at the Inland Revenue, where they were needing
assistant collectors of taxes, and I duly went for an interview. Unfortunately, it took
hem some considerable time to decide who they wanted and exactly how many people
they wanted and when they wanted them, so after some time I also applied for a job at
Exide Batteries, which I immediately got, and started work the following Monday.
But I only worked for Exide Batteries for about three months before I eventually I
were offered a job as an assistant collector at the Inland Revenue, in the London
Accounts Office in Leeds. I’d got on reasonably well at Exide Batteries and didn’t
have any enemies and, in fact, they were sad to see me leave really, but unfortunately,
you know, the office were positioned in a place that warn’t easy for me to get to and it
involved more travelling difficulties in getting to work, and the job didn’t seem to
have very good prospects for someone like meself who hoped to make some progress
in the business world, and go forward. And even though we were office staff, when
you arrived at work on a morning you’d to clock in and on a dinner time you’d to
clock out and, clock in again and clock out on an evening and, you know, there were
none of this, you know, you were just treated like a manual worker even though what
you did were an office work. But certain aspects of this job, for the first time, I really
did enjoy. So when I moved to the Inland Revenue I sort of left that job wondering
exactly what decision I were making, but I felt that it were something that I had to do,
you know, I had to move to a job with some prospects. So at 19 years of age I was
now working for the Inland Revenue. Things had started in some ways becoming
quite tough physically and I went through a period when I were having a lot of
problems with backache, and enormous problems with this sort of extending down my
legs; and I were asking to see the surgeon that had operated on me when I were 10
and 12 year old. I mean the thing is that you went into hospital at that age and you had
these operations, and you were at school, and they could do what they wanted with
you till the day you left school. They could whip you in here and do an operation or
this, that and the other, and your day you left school you never ever saw anybody
again. So you’d all these problems mounting up as a result of these operations, and
nobody wanted to see you. They’d done operations on you and nobody wanted to
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check on the results. It were like, well, ‘We’ve done this, toss that aside and start on
somebody new.’ None of these results were monitored in any way whatsoever.
Anyway, eventually I got to see this surgeon by this time, who had great difficulty in
talking to me face to face and looking me in the eye, and the only good thing that
came out of it were he suggested that I probably did a bit less walking and
had an invalid carriage. Now he probably even got that wrong cos as everything later
transpired not walking warn’t gonna help me, but getting an invalid carriage definitely
did, because at that time I’d thought that I probably would never be able to drive and
didn’t feel inclined to drive. But he sort of insisted that I have an invalid carriage and
that if, after three or four months, I didn’t want it then I should send it back: but he
probably knew that once I got to be able to drive that this would never happen.
Anyway I passed me test in an invalid carriage so I’m now working for the Inland
Revenue and I had an invalid carriage, but no sooner did I sort of get driving this
invalid carriage than I felt I ought to be having driving lessons to drive a normal
vehicle with [voices in background] hand controls. Now the only hand control that I
really needed were a hand control clutch, because my left foot didn’t function on the
clutch. In the late summer of 1968, complete with invalid carriage, I decided to have
me first holiday alone, and for this I chose to go to Keswick in the Lake District,
Cumbria: Cumberland as it was then. I went with the intention of appreciating the
scenery and visiting most of the tourist spots and, in fact, just largely getting familiar
with the Lake District. I took a pair of boots with the intention that I might do an odd
walk along the edge of a lake, or maybe along the edge of some rivers or what-haveyou. It was while I was at Keswick that I came quite attached to these large
mountains, and I had done a walk along the side of Buttermere and Cromack Water
and, in fact, I’d done a smell ascent of a steepish hillside, and not got very far before
the situation became impossible. Anyway, back in Keswick, I’d seen lots of tourists
setting off to ascend Skiddaw and thought, ‘Well there must be something to this.
Hundreds of people wouldn’t want to go up there everyday if it didn’t have certain
good aspects about it.’ And also I were in the Lake District taking a lot of photographs
and thought, ‘Well one must get fantastic views from up here, and that for the views
alone, it’d be worth me attempting to climb Skiddaw.’ Anyway, with this in mind, I
decided that I’d pick the shortest route to the summit cos although I were getting a lot
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fitter and could walk much greater distances, I didn’t really like ever walking further
than what I had to. Anyway I parked me invalid carriage discretely at the foot of this
steep path that went up over white stones and on to a place called Cowside and
thereon up to the summit of Skiddaw. Parked reasonably early in the morning,
probably about nine o’clock-ish, and made steady progress. I had been staying bed
and breakfast in Keswick and I had, in fact, told the landlady where I intended to go,
so at least somebody knew whereabouts I was supposed to be. Anyway I set off from
Mill Beck, and I started to ascend this steep hillside and things went far better than
what me wildest expectations could have been, and gradually I made me way up this
very steep hillside and over white stones and eventually out onto Cowside Col. And
by this stage I’d realised that although many people ascended Skiddaw, and bearing in
mind this were a Sunday, should have been at the thickest, I warn’t actually seeing
anybody. In fact all day, I only ever passed two other people, one of whom I actually
gave my camera to and asked him to take my photograph on Cowside Col. Anyway,
after this short rest on Cowside Col, I started the main task of ascending this steep
dome of Skiddaw. Now this path went across at an angle, and presumably up to the
summit of Skiddaw, but as I started making progress, the scree became steeper and
steeper until eventually it got so bad that I couldn’t maintain a grip on this scree and,
in fact, slipped down about 20 feet or so, at which point I decided that in the interests
of safety I didn’t have much chance of getting up this scree. I’d given it the best that I
could and it were now getting later on in the day, and that really me best course of
action would be to turn back and come back down, and this I did. Now I got back
down to Mill Beck about mid-evening and although I had a pair of boots, I’d
discovered at this stage that I needed a much more walking-friendly pair of boots if I
intended doing any serious walking. Now I hadn’t made it to the top of Skiddaw and
when I set off I didn’t know whether I could make it, but I’d known that if I didn’t try
I’d never know, and now I knew that I hadn’t made it but that if I did pick routes more
carefully, that I probably would be able to make it to the summit of one of these big
mountains. It were just a question of getting a combination of distance and [voice in
background] sort of ease of route; getting that combination right, and I would make it
to a summit. The following Easter, equipped with a much better pair of boots, I were
back in Keswick to try another walk, this time up Great Gable. This involved a long
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ascent up the Sty Head before making what I hoped would be some sort of bid for the
summit of Great Gable. This were still Easter and as I started to climb higher there
were still a certain amount of snow about on the surrounding peaks, and having got as
far as Sty Head, I realised that even on a timescale it warn’t possible, it didn’t make
sense for me to go any further, and I descended back down to Derwent Water level.
Once again I’d had a complete failure but I had enjoyed meself again, and I decided
that, come summer, I’d be back in the Lake District again for another holiday, this
time accompanied by me brother and four friends. As I had started walking, this had
gradually taken over from the fact that I went fishing. From the age of 15, when I
started going fishing, this had been a most important aspect of my life, and gradually
the fishing part became less important, and the fact that I were out in the open and
doing something out of doors became more important. Now the thing about fishing
were that it had given me plenty of time to think, and many things in life that might
have been a problem, I’d managed to get in perspective by being sat on some river
bank or lakeside and having had plenty of time to think. Now climbing mountains
added a new dimension to this – being able to think – because I found that when you
are walking on a mountain, you could think the same as what you could if you were
sat on some river bank fishing, but towards the end of the day, or from maybe just
after midday onwards, you had the added dimension of becoming extremely tired, and
searching for every ounce of energy within yourself, and the thing is that the more
tired you became, the more easily it became to think more clearly. You don’t realise
but under normal circumstances your mind is clouded by a load of issues, and it’s
only when you push yourself to the absolute limit, and when the main part is to keep
going and to stay alive, that suddenly you realise that you’re able to focus on one
thing alone and have no distractions. You’re so tired that you can only do one thing:
so if you think about something, that is all that you’re doing: you’ve not got any
distractions whatsoever. Now another important aspect to me were that the first three
major walks that I’d done in the Lake District had all been alone, and this gave the
added dimension of total responsibility for yourself. You know, there I was on a
mountain, just me and the mountain, and the absolute reality of it is that if you have
bad judgement, or you make a serious mistake, you will probably die, and this became
a really important aspect cos it gave a whole new dimension to what you were doing.
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The fact that every time you went out, you didn’t have to make it to a summit, but you
had to get the life and death aspect to what you were doing right, because if you over
estimated your capabilities, or over estimated your staying power, one of two things
would happen: you’d either have to be rescued, or you’d die. And it may not sound
too bad having to be rescued, but the point is that if you been sensible about it, if you
once got rescued, then that were going to put an end to your walking and climbing cos
nobody’s gonna want to keep rescuing you, and equally, you’re only going to die once
or get seriously hurt or injured and not be able to do it again. And so, although I had
no objection to walking with friends or climbing with friends, the fact that I did some
of it on my own became extremely important. I looked at people around me and to be
honest, you know, there are hundreds of people out there that can do all sorts of things
with somebody, as it were, holding their hand, and there are so many fewer that are
able to do something on their own. You get couples that have travelled the world
together, ‘We’ve been everywhere,’ and one of them deceases and the remaining
party goes nowhere on their own because it’s something that they’re only able to do
with somebody holding their hand. I realised in my life, and it were becoming more
and more apparent to me, that I may never have anybody holding my hand, and that I
needed to learn to do things alone if I wanted to do hem. In July 1969, during the
same week that the Americans put a first man on the moon, I managed to put meself
on top of Helvellyn, the third highest mountain in England. On the way up I were
accompanied by me brother and four friends, although we didn’t actually walk
together all the time, and on the descent, four of hem went ahead, and I walked with
one friend as we came down. Now at that stage I’d not realised how difficult this
descent’d be, and made what could have been a fatal mistake of descending by an
unknown route. The problem being that you climb a mountain, and you know what
you’ve had to do to get up, but when you come down by a different route, you don’t
know how difficult or how bad things can be at certain points, and at one particular
point on this way down, we ’it a really bad scree gully and I sort of slipped down it,
largely out of control, and the friend that I were with managed to bring me to a halt as
I reached the bottom, fortunately, and I learnt a great lesson at that moment that
thereafter I’d either have to come down well-researched routes, or the same route that
I’d taken to get to the top which I obviously knew exactly what it entailed. A few
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weeks later I went back to Keswick for a week accompanied by me brother, and
together we climbed Skiddaw early in the week, and on our last day Scafell Pike, the
highest mountain in England. The ascent and descent of Scafell Pike was horrendous
in terms of energy use and consumption. As we neared the summit we had boulder
fields to cross: very, very difficult underfoot, and how I kept going I don’t know, it
just probably the thought of being near the summit of the highest mountain in Britain,
in England. And coming back down I became more tired and more tired, and as
darkness began to fall it was only the fact that I had me brother urging me on, that
really kept me going, otherwise I’d have wanted to lie down and spend a night out o’
doors and carry on next day. Things became seriously difficult.

[End of Track 13]
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[Track 14]

His encouragement kept me going, and although I could hardly stand up when I’d
finished, we did manage to get to a lake road Vaults pub in Keswick, in time for a last
drink before closing time. And as I sat on a bar stool, with me legs and everything
seizing up on me, [voices in background] I actually began to wonder what Ben Nevis
looked like. Elated at climbing the highest mountain in England, and even though I’d
felt unable to carry on at times, I had carried on and I knew that climbing Ben Nevis
wouldn’t be an immediate prospect, that I’d have to do a lot more work before I’d be
up to that, I did feel that that had to be me next major step. I was now 21, and finding
a girlfriend seemed to be taking on added importance. I worked with lots of young
girls, were friendly with many young girls, but somehow this friendship could never
go any further. There were a limit, sort of like a barrier of acceptance: they could
accept you as a good friend but nothing more, and this were gradually becoming a
problem to me. I had an enormous amount of drive in life, and probably much of this
related to having enormous amount of sex drive, which largely were becoming
extremely frustrated inside me. I also had enormous depths of feeling of love, and no
outlet for this. I desperately wanted to be successful in life, and that also manifested
itself in wanting to be successful in a relationship. The drive for success is very, very
difficult to put into words but this were enormous: you know, nothing were going to
stand in the way of me living a normal life and eventually, hopefully, a normal
relationship. Since leaving special school, I’d had little and next to no contact with
other disabled and handicapped people. The only contact that I ever saw were at the
occasional school reunion, and one of the things that became apparent to me [was]
that most of the girls that I’d gone to school with were now getting married, or were
married, and many of hem even had children. But most of the males that I went to
school with were not married and only the very odd one had a girlfriend, and it
became apparent to me that, for some reason, women had great difficulty in accepting
disabled men, but men seemed to have a lot less difficulty in accepting disabled
women.

[End of Track 14]
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[Track 15]

It seemed like a theme was beginning to develop in my life, about those things which
gave me most satisfaction. I had really enjoyed studying for and sitting exams,
knowing that when you did your exam paper, the person at the other end marking it
had no idea that you were disabled or had any problems, or what your disability were
or anything; you were just another student having a paper marked. When I went
fishing, the fish didn’t know you were disabled, and the elements made no concession
for the fact that you were disabled, and this theme carried on, when I started walking
and then climbing mountains. The thing about mountain climbing is that your
disability became a total irrelevance: it were something that only concerned you, and
rather than being a disability it were really just a limitation and the main thing was
that you understood your limitations, and exploited hem to the full. There were no
question about it: if you didn’t exploit them to the full you were going nowhere.
Another pastime that gave me great pleasure was gardening and, once again, the
plants and everything, pests and whatever, had no respect for disability. You know,
weeds still grew. Things still had to be dealt with. These were things that everybody,
well everybody of a like mind, pursued and one just did hem. My current companions
in life, two Border Collie dogs, equally have no understanding of disability and make
no allowances. Life just carries on as normal for them and the fact that everything in
your life makes no allowances for disabilities, has no consideration for it whatsoever,
eventually, as it were, you come out a normal person, because instead of thinking
disability, you’re thinking ability. ‘What can I do?’ And you’re living a very positive
life, and instead of thinking ‘What can’t I do?’ and dwelling on it, you’ve moved on a
step, and you’re never thinking ‘What can’t I do?’ you’re always thinking, ‘What can
I do?’ and this positive approach means that it sort of rubs off on to the people that are
surrounding yer and the people that are mixing [with] yer. And, as it were, the greatest
compliment that people can give yer is that, you know, they’re your friends but they
don’t really see yer as disabled. You know, the point is that you create a sort of an
atmosphere where eventually people just see yer as a person, and not a disabled
person, and it’s probably the ultimate achievement, but at the [laughing] same time,
quite frightening to think that they see yer as somebody who’s not disabled. After
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climbing Scafell Pike, the highest mountain in England, in September 1969, I had
wondered what Ben Nevis looked like and I suppose from that moment forth me main
target were to climb Ben Nevis. But I realised that it maybe warn’t going to be a
straightforward progression. I warn’t just gonna go from Scafell Pike to Ben Nevis
and succeed. Ben Nevis being one and a half times higher than Scafell Pike posed a
lot o’ serious problem; the least of which were the extra distance that had to be
covered. The other problem is that most mountains in Britain are pretty similar at
certain altitudes: so you can maybe expect some greenery up to 2,000, 2,700 feet, and
then above that you reach a point where, definitely above 3,000 feet, you’d be lucky
to see any green. Now the problem is that Ben Nevis is no different, so be the time
you get to the 2,500, 3,000 foot mark, you’re onto stone and rock alone, and when you
reach that sort of point, the walking becomes extremely difficult underfoot, and for
somebody wi’ two walking sticks, you know, finding placements for your sticks and
your feet can be very difficult. It’s something that requires a lot of concentration and a
lot of hard work, and this may be not so bad if you’re just covering, say, a mile that’s
this sort o’ terrain, but I realised that on Ben Nevis, I could be covering several miles
with this terrain and really, you know, I had to make sure that I improved in me
staying power, and had the right attitude and approach when I went there (bearing in
mind that having come back from Scafell Pike I could hardly stand up and I’d
wondered how I were gonna make the last sort of mile, mile-and-half back down). I’d
been urged along by me brother and, you know, to just think that I could go from that
sort of situation, where you’d given everything and had nothing left and increase the
performance by another 50 percent, it didn’t really bear thinking about, without
putting in a lot more effort and working up to it. In 1970, I got rid of me invalid
carriage and passed me driving test and learnt how to [drive] and now owned a mini.
By 1971, I realised that I had certain sort of ambitions in life to go places and one of
me main ambitions at that time in life were that travelling abroad didn’t concern me
whatsoever. But I had the ambition that I wanted to see practically the whole of
Britain, as much as possible, and this included visiting as many islands as possible. So
in 1971 I set off on a tour, on me own, to go to Scotland and visit as many of the
Hebridean Islands as I could (this being the small isles: the Inner Hebrides and the
Outer Hebrides). I also thought that whilst I were in Scotland, around Fort William, I
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might take a look at Ben Nevis, and perhaps even have a go at climbing it. So with
this in mind I set off for Scotland in late August, and me tour first of all went up to
Oban, and began visiting the islands which were something that I found extremely
satisfying – visiting places like Staffa and Iona, and then to the outer Hebrides to
Barra and what-have-you, and Islay and Jura, and then also having the privilege to go
up to Harris and Lewis and see the standing stones of Callenish: Neolithic Britain
being another thing that greatly interested me. In due course I arrived in Fort William
and proceeded down Glen Nevis to take a look at the Ben. As it happened it was the
day of the annual Ben Nevis race and there were hundreds of people running up and
down this mountain, competing against each other. But in all honesty, I took one look
at this mountain and it brought fear to me: [voices in background] the sheer
magnitude of the scale of it compared to what I’d been used to in the Lake District. I
could see the extra 1,500 feet were gonna cause me some problems, and I decided
that, at that stage, I definitely warn’t up to climbing Ben Nevis alone, so I gave up on
that idea for the time being. At least me trip round the west of Scotland and the
Hebrides went very well and, I suppose, from that moment on I were hooked on
islands. Travelling alone had also gone extremely well. I’d taken the passenger seat
out of me mini and inserted a wooden board on which to sleep, so most nights I slept
on this board, but occasionally, like in the Outer Hebrides on Barra, I stayed at the
odd place; bed and breakfast. The thing about sleeping in the car and living this sort o’
lifestyle were that you used to have to look for public swimming baths to go get a
bath, and you’d maybe go to Inverness or somewhere and get a bath and then go to
Fort William and find some baths there and have a bath. Travelling alone also gave a
great sense of freedom, and in order to achieve what you’d set out to achieve you
needed a great sense o’ personal self-discipline: time tables and schedules had to be
met, and maybe boats only went to certain places on certain days, and you couldn’t
afford to be messing around and miss one. Having had such a good time, I decided the
following year that I’d go back to Scotland again, once again for three weeks, and
visit Orkney and Shetland and the other part of Scotland that I’d not already visited.
Once again I thought that I’d go to Fort William and have another look at Ben Nevis.
On the drive up I went through the Cairngorms and decided that I might try and climb
Cairngorm, there being a restaurant near the summit and a chair lift for a considerable
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distance up. I were thinking that if I did have any problems I’d have some degree of
safety at hand. The minimally-constructed [voices in background] chair lifts, which
don’t actually stop for you to get on, didn’t seem like a very good option for me, but
at least they were there and in the event of an emergency I probably would be able to
at least try and use hem. I managed to climb over 4,000 feet of Cairngorm, to some
extent enjoyed it, especially with the luxury of the Ptarmigan Restaurant, you know,
maybe a few hundred feet from the summit, and I had a really good day. But, in the
interest of not wearing meself out too much, I did come back down by the chair lift,
which turned out to be as extremely precarious as what I’d imagined, and quite a
frightening experience, but at least I’d been up Cairngorm and I had managed
everything all right. The following week I spent on Orkney and I have to say I were
completely captivated by it, and to this day, I would say Orkney’s my favourite place
in Britain, and given a choice, it’s probably where I’d live. I also spent the following
week in Shetland and had a really good time there, and then spent another week
visiting the parts of Scotland that I’d not visited the previous year: and places like
Bute, and Isle of Bute, and Arran, as I worked me way home. But I have to say that
when I went to Fort William to have another look at Ben Nevis, I was rather pleased
that the cloud were down on it, and only about the bottom thousand feet of it were
showing, or just over. This meant that I never had to make a decision about climbing
it or not, and I suppose at that stage I warn’t really up to it, and seeing it for a second
time may well have frightened me. Now the fact that the cloud were down on Ben
Nevis this day: the previous year it had been absolutely brilliant, summit in perfect
view and everything, so I did know what it looked like, but by this stage research had
indicated that Ben Nevis only ’as about 50 days a year when the summit’s cloud-free,
so that were another consideration that had to be made, because I don’t particularly
like climbing mountains in cloud, not much pleasure in walking when you can’t see
anything, and with only 50 clear days a year, it could well require a lengthy visit to
get a clear day. Returning home I were feeling rather easy about the fact that I’d not
had to make a decision as to whether or not to make an attempt on Ben Nevis. In 1971
I had thought that I may take me brother or someone to climb Ben Nevis wi’ me:
p’raps it might be too much to do alone, but in February 1972 me brother got killed in
a car crash, and that changed a lot o’ things, least of all my approach to living life. I
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already lived a full life at a fairly hectic pace, but when I saw him die it brought home
the fragility (and lack of longevity in some cases) of life. My brother had been a
passenger in a car while at work and as a family we were devastated by his loss, and
especially for me mother and father, you know, this devastation were extreme. As a
result of this, I spent more time making sure that I got them away on holiday often. He
died in the February and by Easter we all went to the Lake District, an’ again at
Whitsuntide, and then down to North Wales for a fortnight in the summer. While in
North Wales we visited the Isle of Man, and I took the opportunity to climb Snowdon
with me father, and this gave me a better idea of what it were like to climb well over
3,000 feet. Also, once again near the summit, there were the café, and as we almost
followed a railway track up it warn’t so remote that if anything had gone wrong we
wouldn’t have been in extreme danger. As it turned out, the woman who ran the cafe
near the summit actually insisted that we take the train down, and obviously I didn’t
object to this too much and it did give me a chance to experience the Snowdon
Mountain Railway. However it didn’t really teach me what it were like to get meself
back down from well over 3,000 feet. My main holiday in 1973 involved visiting a
large part of the south of England and visiting the Scilly Isles and the Channel Islands.
I did have some previous experience of the south coast, having worked away from
home in late ’68 and early ’69. I worked at an Inland Revenue centre in Worthing, and
while I were down there took advantage of this and I’d visited Brighton and along the
coast as far as Portsmouth, Hayling Island and the Isle of Wight. [Voices in
background.] It was now four years since I’d climbed Scafell Pike and time seemed to
be moving on rapidly. I’d climbed more mountains in the Lake District and obviously
been up Cairngorm and Snowdon, but Ben Nevis, the whole idea of it, sort of haunted
me. I desperately wanted to climb Ben Nevis, but at the same time I knew that it
needed an awful lot of respect, and the whole idea of climbing it alone did actually
frighten me somewhat. Although I really enjoyed climbing mountains, much of this
enjoyment came in retrospect. Every time I did climb a mountain I were pushing
meself to me absolute limits, usually wore quite a bit of skin off me hands and often
had sore feet, and in some ways the best way to prepare for a big climb were not to
really do anything, and then after a certain time, you forget exactly how bad it was,
and just remember the good aspects of it, and are then ready to proceed forth again.
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By 1974 I were having some difficulties with a lot of back pains again and beginning
to wonder whether this might be the end of me walking. I had realised when I first
started climbing mountains that this were something that was probably not gonna last
for the rest of me life, it were one of those things where, you know, I’d have a
physical peak and be able to do these sort of things, operating at the absolute extreme,
and that by a certain age I’d have been even in a slight physical decline and not able
to do it anymore. [Voices in background] You know, a bit like the active life of a top
sports person, who are usually finished by the time they’re 35 or 40, and I were
performing at that sort of level where I would have expected not [to] be able to do it
beyond a certain age. Anyway these back problems persisted for a while and then
towards the early summer, well towards the beginning of June, I did manage to get rid
of hem and were feeling fit again – and being 25, I did feel that I were getting a bit old
and time were running out on me if I really wanted to do this big one. Towards the
middle of June I decided at very short notice that it really had to be now or never, and
I’d have to go to Ben Nevis and face the final decision: either climb it or forget the
dream. On the 21st of June I left work and drove straight up to Fort William and Glen
Nevis. Conditions were perfect. I had to make a decision, knowing that I’d just
travelled all that distance and wouldn’t particularly get a long night’s sleep: I either
had to get ready to climb Ben Nevis the following day, hoping that the weather would
be fine, or wait another day, rest, and hope that it still remained fine. I had taken a
week off work so, theoretically, [chair creaks] I did have the week in which to climb
it, but ideally I needed to get up while this good weather held out. Overnight I decided
to risk the weather staying fine and have a restful day on the Saturday, prepare for this
big climb, knowing that, as I say, I only really had one chance and I’d either have to
give it me best go, or decide that it wasn’t possible. On the Saturday I went for [a]
swim at the Swimming baths and generally relaxed and prepared meself mentally for
a very difficult and hard time ahead. I spoke to the youth hostel warden, and told him
about me intentions and also learned of the number of serious accidents and, in some
cases, fatalities that occurred on what’s known as ‘the tourist path’ up Ben Nevis.
Although termed ‘the tourist path’ this is a bit of an over-simplification of the actual
route itself. Anyway I got an early night and went to sleep with an enormous amount
of anticipation. I were up just after five in the morning and the weather seemed to be
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coming up fantastic again, and I carefully made me preparations: sandwiches, got me
boots on, got hem on perfect, [chair creaks] no points of any excess pressure, although
there would be pressure in places, but managed to get them on in a way that kept this
to a minimum, and by seven o’clock I were out and away, and heading up Ben Nevis.
Initially there was no one else about, and I had the route to meself, but as time
progressed it warn’t long before people started overtaking me. Throughout the day I
made really steady and positive progress, and up through a place know as ‘the Red
Burn’, and then the massive, steep zigzagging path that went to the sort o’ summit
ridge, or plateau, and then finally across this, where there were still snow and an ice
field to be crossed towards the summit, and I ended up, I arrived on the summit about
four o’clock. There were a few people there, and one that stood out were an American
chap who, when he saw me coming, started dancing up and down, shouting, ‘What
the Hell? I’ve flogged my so-and-so guts out getting to the top of this mountain, and
what do I find when I get here? A so-and-so cripple. You’ve ruined my day.’ At
which he screwed his stars and stripes up, shoved it back in his rucksack, and stormed
off muttering to himself; ‘And I don’t know how the hell I’m going to get back down
again,’ and I leant over and shouted to him, ‘That makes two of us!’ After a maximum
of about 30 minutes on the summit, I began me descent and things weren’t going too
badly to start with, and then gradually as I began descending these zigzagging paths, I
did see one or two people taking some short cuts and cutting out some of the zigzags
as they went, more or less down steep screes. And as time went by, I were beginning
to realise that maybe I warn’t going to get back down in the same day. It had taken me
from seven am till four pm to get to the summit, and downhill’s not (generally
speaking) a lot quicker than going uphill for me. Going uphill requires an enormous
amount of hard work and muscle power, but coming downhill requires an awful lot of
arm strength (as your sticks are lower than your body as you go forward), an awful lot
of concentration, and although not quite the same muscle power, and to add to that
you’re tired, and it does require an awful lot of concentration and an ability to keep
going. I began to see if there were any short cuts that might be suitable for me to
attempt, and I looked at one of hem and thought, ‘You know, maybe this is possible’,
and decided to go for it, and I cut a massive zigzag off and got back on the path again,
and decided that it had been a worthwhile exercise. Looking for more corners to cut,
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as it were, [chair creaks] I decided to take another short cut and this went extremely
well at first but just as I got near the path, disaster struck and I slipped down part of
this scree, and to me dismay I heard a loud crack, and as I hit the floor, I realised that
I’d broken one of me walking sticks. Fortunately it had broke off at a big splintered
angle and, with the help of a spare boot-lace, I managed to lash it back together again,
and although a bit wobbly, it did serve its purpose and I were able to carry on
walking. From this point I’d decided that further short cuts were out of the question.

[End of Track 15]
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[Track 16]

[Voices in background.] I managed to keep going and time went on, and gradually
people stopped passing me, and it suddenly occurred to me that I were probably the
last person on the mountain, and had I needed help there probably would have been
none available. The good thing were that I were still walking but at this stage I were
beginning to have more serious problems. I’d actually worn one of the soles off of one
of me boots, on the inside of me foot where I put more pressure, the sole had worn
away and unfortunately the sort o’ nails that were holding the sole on, were now gone
through the boot and were holding my foot into the boot, so I could feel that I had
some spike ends o’ nails into the bottom of me foot, which warn’t a very good
thought. In terms of effort, I were now in uncharted territory, and how I managed to
keep pushing meself along I don’t know. The thought of the encouragement I received
in [chair creaks] me life from me brother who had died over two years earlier, I
suppose weighed heavily on me mind and kept me going. At that stage, you know,
this were probably going to be me ultimate achievement in life: to get up and down
Ben Nevis alone, and I just had to find the strength to keep going. Then, an elderly
man appeared behind me who reckoned he’d just come out for an evening stroll and
hadn’t been to the summit but had just been for a walk up to possibly the point where
the zigzagging path starts, and began to walk with me and talking to me, and you
know, I never knew whether he’d (as a result of the youth hostel warden knowing
where I were) actually come out to make sure whether I got down all right or whether
he genuinely had just been out and stumbled across me, but instead of just passing me
he decided that he were gonna walk with me and although I were still making
reasonable progress it were now getting very late and dark. I could never understand
why he just didn’t carry on and go back but he didn’t; he stayed wi’ me. And by this
stage I’d no skin on me hands and a foot fastened in a boot by nails, and a broken
walking stick, but the good thing was that I was still walking and still keeping going,
and gradually it were becoming very, very difficult. Eventually I arrived back at me
car in Glen Nevis at half past 12, midnight, and were actually in a state of not able to
stand up when I actually made it back. It had been a miracle how I had made it. I’d
been walking for 17 and a half hours, were in a total state of disrepair, and had
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nothing left – by this stage now only able to lie down. [Voices in background.] At me
car I noticed that somebody had left some tins of McEwans Export ale, sort of
underneath the car just under the bumper, and I were beginning to wonder what this
were for. I mean obviously, you know, I just didn’t have a clue and me hands were so
sore that I wouldn’t have been able to touch hem or do anything about it anyway. As I
laid there helpless, three men arrived who apparently had been to a nearby pub,
probably in Fort William, and they said, ‘Oh, we’ve left you four tins of ale. How
come you haven’t drank hem yet?’ They said, ‘We passed yer earlier in the day, and
we thought we’d come back out to see that you’d made it back down, and we guessed
it’d take you about this length of time if you did make it back down.’ Anyway they
says, ‘Come on, get this beer drunk,’ at which point I had to tell them well, first of all
I warn’t in a fit state to be drinking four tins of beer, and secondly that me hands were
that sore that I wouldn’t be able to hold one and open it. So we decided that, being
four of us, they’d drink one each and I’d lay on me back and they’d pour one down
me throat, and this seemed a good arrangement. They helped me off with me boots,
managed to get these nails out of me foot, and I really went to sleep straight away in
me car, very happy and I suppose just wondering how bad things were gonna to be
next morning. The first thing that I noticed the following morning were the cloud
were back down on Ben Nevis, so that I had taken advantage of a window of
opportunity and I’d made it to the top and back, and nobody could ever take this
away. You know, it were something that I’d done for me. Not to prove anything, but
just for sheer enjoyment of going to your limits and beyond, and managing to perform
at the highest level. I also realised at this point that there were no way that I’d ever be
able to climb anything bigger than this. I had reached my absolute limits of endurance
and I were left with no question of doubt about this; there were no question of saying,
‘Well, I’d go to Europe or go anywhere and do anything greater than this,’ at least not
in a day. If I wanted to proceed, then [voices in background] really, it warn’t the case
of climbing mountains anymore, it were more a case of going on to long walks. I had
literally wore my body out, but with some difficulty I could still manage to stand, and
fortunately could still manage to drive. I suppose initially I’d thought I might slowly
go home after I’d climbed Ben Nevis, and although I’d taken a week off work, if all
had gone well and I’d been fit enough, this were a flexible week and I could have
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gone back to work and not taken it and had it off at a later date. But I realised that I
were in no fit condition, definitely to go back to work, and I warn’t really in a fit
condition for me parents to see me, so I decided that I’d go and have a week in
Shetland, or at least five or six days in Shetland, and then go home and hope to
recover. And this I did. I went up to Shetland and had a restful week while, at least to
some degree, I recuperated. On returning home, me sore hands were beginning to
recover and me feet were recovering and at least I didn’t look so bad, although I still
felt extremely strained and worn out. Eventually I did have to go to the doctor’s and
have anti-inflammatory drugs for these muscles that I’d strained to excess, and I
suppose it warn’t that they wouldn’t ever have got better, it were that it speeded up the
healing process, and a short course of these got me back to normal again. In 1975,
having now seen most of Britain, and really achieved what I wanted to do in terms of
mountain climbing, I began to think that I might travel abroad, and I started this with
the same sort of enthusiasm that I’d travelled round Britain with. I began by taking a
bus trip to Spain at Easter. At this stage I had no wish to fly, and this would be a fear
that I would eventually have to overcome. Anyway me trip to Spain went well, apart
from being fined for getting on a train without a ticket, on a day trip to Barcelona. I’d
arrived at the railway station early in the morning and unfortunately I must have been
a bit late and the train were waiting on the platform, and I asked the member of staff,
‘Where do I pay?’ and he says, ‘Oh, get on the train and pay: you can pay on the
train,’ and I hadn’t realised you can pay on the train but it’s a fine, and you pay
double the normal fare. Anyway apart from that little incident me trip to Spain went
well, and I then followed this with a trip to Switzerland around the end of July,
beginning of August. Now obviously a trip to Switzerland involved seeing as many of
Europe’s major mountains as possible, and I stayed in Interlaken under the Eiger,
north face, and the other big surrounding mountains, the Jungfrau and Wengen.
Generally speaking I had a brilliant trip to Switzerland, and this included a day trip
down to Chamonix in France to see Mont Blanc – the highest mountain in Europe. I
were under no illusions and had no intentions of attempting to climb it, however while
I were in Switzerland I did manage to go for bit of a solo effort on the Eiger north
face. Setting off, I’d just planned to go as far as reasonably possible and have the
experience of climbing on an icy gully. Towards the end of August I was back in
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Europe again, this time accompanied by me sister as we did a bus tour of Italy, largely
visiting the ancient monuments left by the Romans, the historic places of worship and
an absolute mass of works of art. By this time I had been promoted at work.
Originally, when I had done well in the exam and failed the interview I’d become
quite despondent about this and the following year, as I’ve previously said, I sat the
exam [and] with despondency, failed. I had one more chance to take the exam, and
due to what had previously happened I was very reluctant to take it, but I worked for
somebody who really appreciated what I did for him and really he went rather mad
with me when I refused to take the exam. He said, ‘what were the point in him giving
me better jobs to do and watching how I did and being prepared to give me a good
report if I weren’t prepared to take the exam?’ On the strength of this, and for him
alone, in appreciation of the effort that he’d put in, I did choose to sit the exam again,
and somehow managed to pass, although not with any great degree of enthusiasm or
not particularly placed well. Anyway once again I went down to London for the
interview, and several weeks later were much surprised when I actually got
promotion. One of the senior men from the Inland Revenue, who were on the
interviewing panel of three, had actually worked in our office and probably had some
firsthand experience of me and my general day-to-day performance, and some time
later I actually met this chap again and, without me asking, he did come forth and tell
me that the first time when I’d been for an interview, I mean it warn’t that he didn’t sit
on that panel but he must have had access to the papers before I had this second
interview, and he did tell me straight up front that the only reason I didn’t get
promoted first time was because of me disability. They warn’t prepared to take a
chance on somebody with a disability like cerebral palsy. Anyway fortunately by the
time he sat on the panel he must have persuaded them that I were worth taking a
chance on, and as a result I was promoted, and eventually some short while
afterwards, that actual grade were abolished and I received an automatic promotion to
the next grade above (everybody being on that grade either being downgraded or and
keeping the same pay, or upgraded) so this put me on a basic grade of collector of
taxes, and it were something that I were satisfied with and didn’t really have any
aspirations to go higher than this at that stage. I lived too much of a life outside work,
to devote meself to that sort of degree. I also felt that I knew me limitations and I
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knew that I warn’t capable of waffling and lying at work, and doing some of these
things that might have been necessary to achieve the next grade. After climbing Ben
Nevis I’d decided that I’d probably look towards long walks for personal satisfaction,
and rather than trying just to climb mountains, I’d look to string several days’ walking
together, which were a whole new challenge because it’s one thing giving your all for
one day and then coming back and saying, ‘Right that’s it,’ and you’ve a choice
whether you go out again, and it’s another thing when you’re gonna walk one day,
and whatever state you’re in you’re gonna get in your tent, get up next morning and
get out and walk again, and probably have to carry a certain amount of equipment wi’
you. And initially when I’d decided this, [I] decided that I’d do the three peaks of
Yorkshire. Now I had climbed them all individually, so I knew what each of these
mountains were like, but it were considered an achievement by able-bodied people to
do the three peaks walk within a 12-hour period. Now I were never gonna be able to
do it in 12 hours, it would probably taken me nine, 10 hours to climb one peak, but
given a certain amount of time I were probably able to do this three peak walk which
were a round circuit of about 25 miles, and the longest point being between 10 and 12
miles between two of the peaks, and initially when I set off on this, things didn’t go
too well. I decided that I’d try it in winter, early December, on the strength of the fact
that I’d not be walking in red-hot weather and there’d be enough hours of daylight for
the amount of time that I wished to walk every day. Well I set off from Horton in
Ribblesdale on the first morning and climbed Penyghent and then descending down
Penyghent towards this very long walk towards the next peak, I slipped and found
meself pinned to the floor by me rucksack: one of these rucksacks with a frame that
had an excess of metal sticking up above it. I were bent double and tucked under and
pegged to the floor by this rucksack. Now at this stage I were completely unable to
move, and it were December, it were beginning to snow, freezing cold (and when I
say ‘snow’, snow blowing about, freezing cold) and things looked pretty bleak. I’m
kicking and struggling and doing everything I could and I couldn’t work myself free
and I’m beginning to think, ‘God, this could be it’. Major disaster. Dying on a walk.
In quite an easy place as it happened. Now fortunately I could get me hand in one
pocket, and in this particular pocket I had a sailing knife that I had, which were
extremely sharp, and I don’t know why but last minute before this walk I’d been to
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watch Clint Eastwood in the film The Eiger Sanction, and late on in the film he’d had
to cut himself free from a dangling rope, and I’d decided I must take a knife in case
of, I didn’t know what I were going to do with it, I definitely didn’t expect to be
having to cut straps off me rucksack so that I could get meself free from under it, but
that’s what I had to do. I could get me hand in this pocket, and with some difficulty I
managed to get this blade open, and I could just manage to get it across the rucksack
strap, and I managed to cut myself free. Now I’d had a few falls while I were climbing
and I’d had a few slides down some bad screes, and I’d had a few sort of near things
coming down steep gullies or what-have-you, or on steep paths, but this were the
nearest that I’d been to death. Without the use of this knife, I just can’t see anything
else than the fact that I would have died. Now having cut myself free I realised that I
were bleeding above one eye, and that me head were bleeding and me eye were
beginning to swell, one eye were beginning to close a bit. I had a swelling round me
eye and some bleeding. Now the problem with this occurring out on some remote part
of the countryside is that you can’t really get a mirror and see what’s happening. You
know you’ve done something to yourself, but you don’t exactly know what. Anyway,
shook up by this experience of having to cut meself out of this rucksack, I then had to
take some other straps and work out how to make a makeshift strap in which to carry
on carrying this rucksack. Now I’d been doing this long walk on me own so I’m out
there on me own and feeling a bit shook up. I decided that the best thing to do, as it
was sort of mid-afternoon, would be to make camp at this point and reassess the
situation in the morning. Anyway, on a freezing cold afternoon I managed to put me
tent up and cooked a warm tea of sausages, and got me some sausages fried on me gas
stove, and got into me sleeping bag and enjoyed a good night’s rest, and the following
morning I realised that I couldn’t carry on with this walk. I mean, I warn’t necessarily
in a good state but I’d had to cut this strap on me rucksack, and it were no longer
comfortable carrying it, so that resulted in me first failure on the three peaks. Now
some time later in spring, sort of late spring early summer, I went back again to try the
three peaks, and I decided to employ a different tactic. I decided to climb each peak
by a recognised route, but come down the same way and then walk along the road to
the next peak, and then up the next peak and then back down again and along the
road. I set off the first day and climbed the first peak, and all went well, and the
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second day I walked down the road to the next peak, but as I got to the bottom of the
next peak it began raining, and it began raining fairly heavily, and time went by and
time went by and eventually I became soaked to a point where it didn’t make sense.
And together I’d pulled a muscle somewhere, and I felt that it didn’t make sense to
climb up this next peak. So with Whernside in sight, and Ingleborough to the other
side of me, I decided once again to abandon, and I were beginning to think by this
stage that maybe with this pulled muscle and one thing, that I’d not actually be able to
hold meself together, to walk continuously day after day after day, and I reluctantly
packed in and went home to rethink about the situation. After some thought I decided
that I didn’t really ought to be doing these long walks alone, and that really I needed
to find a good friend and walk with someone else. It’d make the situation a bit safer
and more enjoyable. I decided that an event like climbing a mountain, where you
ascend and descend in one day and then it’s over, is maybe not a bad thing to do
alone, but when you’re doing a long walk which may take several days or in some
cases several weeks, it warn’t such a good idea just to be alone all the time. So
bearing this in mind, I had a good friend at work, a lad called Philip Finch, who [had]
been to the Lake District with me and he really fancied doing a long walk wi’ me. So
we decided we’d have a go at this three peaks together and [voices in background]
over a period of about four days, things went really well, and we managed to complete
this three peaks together: 25 miles, three mountains, in four days, and we did it
without any serious mishap, although we had one or two hairy moments along the
way: needless to say a very steep ascent of Whernside from Ribblehead, and another
fairly steep ascent of Ingleborough. For those completing the three peaks within 12
hours, they have the option of becoming a member of the Three Peaks of Yorkshire
Club and they get a certificate and are able to buy a badge or whatever trimmings go
with this walk. I often saw people walking around with this Three Peaks badge on
their rucksack and what have you. Anyway when I arrived back in Horton in
Ribblesdale at the end of the fourth day, to my amazement, there were a school party
that were there that had done the walk, and they sort of lined up at either side of the
path as I finished me last hundred yards, and when I got back to the starting point I
were presented with a shield and made a honorary member of the Three Peaks Club,
having not done it in 12 hours but having done it in four days. They decided that my
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effort were worth being made an honorary member. But times that everything came
right and I summited, you know, that’s not a case of ‘Well, I did this and I did that.’
Now for an able-bodied person, unless they were pushing theirselves to the limit, they
might have an almost 100 percent success rate, and the fact is that when you’re
pushing yourself to your limit you’re always gonna have a failure rate, and the
important thing about failure is that you understood what you were doing, and to me, I
always had to understand why I’d failed. You know, if it started raining or weather
came in or bad clouds and you packed in, then you understood how you failed, and
the only thing that I would have found difficult to understand is if I’d lost me own
personal drive, motivation or anything, then I really would have started questioning
why I were doing it. I don’t think it’d be possible to go to your physical limits without
that drive and, as I say, if your drive went and you warn’t able to push yourself to the
limits, then you’d have to question why.

[End of Track 16]
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[Track 17]

When I started my foreign travels in 1975, I had been 26 and 27 year old, and really I
didn’t know how long that I’d be able to maintain the momentum that I had in doing
these travels. First of all, I still lived at home with me parents, which went a long way
to helping me finance these trips, because although I paid to live with me parents, I
warn’t buying an house and I warn’t paying water rates and electricity and gas bills
and everything and, you know, this helped an awful lot in financing so many
excursions abroad. So with this in mind, I didn’t intend living with me parents
forever; I realised that I if I wanted to travel a lot, I really had to get some sort of
move on, and with this in mind, in 1976, I went on two cruises. The first one around
Easter time or just after, I went on a cruise that started in Venice and went around the
Mediterranean, so I went to Greece, Egypt, Israel, Turkey, back to Greece and
Yugoslavia. And then in the middle of the summer in August, I did a cruise around
the Baltic which involved going to Holland, Poland, Russia, Finland, Sweden and
Denmark. As I had no desire to fly, taking cruises seemed a good way of travelling.
However, the first cruise departed from Venice and in actual fact you were supposed
to fly out to Venice, but I didn’t do this, I decided to travel to Venice and make me
own way there by train, travel by rail, cross channel ferry and then a train to Venice.
This turned out to be, as it happened, not quite such a good move as it seemed at the
time – arriving in the ferry port, only to find out that these boats were on strike, and
that no ferries were travelling at that time. I did manage to transfer to another port
where they warn’t on strike and managed to get to Venice, and actually arrived there
with about an hour to spare to catch this cruise liner which, in all honesty, were
cutting it a bit too fine really. I mean I had a fantastic time visiting all these countries
and seeing the pyramid and the sphinx and Jerusalem and Bethlehem and Galilee, and
going to Ephesus in Turkey and obviously, you know, some fantastic sights in Athens
and Rhodes, and Olympia, and Dubrovnik. But one of the other things that came out
of this trip were that I became quite friendly with an American family: an husband
and wife with two daughters (daughters aged probably about nine and 11), and what
really came out of it were that now I had at least one set of friends that lived in
America. They actually lived in a small place, just north of New York City. On the
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second trip around the Baltic, one of the good things about this trips were that I
became part of a group of people, male and female, in their late twenties, obviously
all there travelling for similar reasons; mainly to visit a lot of places and see the
world. During this trip I became quite good friends with a young woman called Hazel
Boughton, you know, we became good friends and nothing more, but it made for an
exceptionally good holiday. It were a friendship that lasted some time beyond this
holiday, with me having visits down to Ellesmere Port where she lived and her having
visits up to Leeds where I lived. Hazel had been a schoolteacher, but had decided that
she wanted to become an air hostess and this is what she eventually did, and I suppose
that’s the point at which we actually lost touch, when she became an air hostess.
However, meeting her and spending a lot of time with me, went a long way towards
encouraging me to overcome me fear of flying, and when I set off travelling I really
had no intentions of flying but by this time I realised that if I ever wanted to go to the
United States of America anything other than flying warn’t really an option. Between
these two cruises I also holidayed in Britain with me parents at the end of July. It were
quite important that I managed to get me parents away on holiday. By this stage me
mother had become quite ill with type two diabetes, and not having it diagnosed when
it first occurred, and after a certain point in time it became pretty obvious that she
were on a slow but downhill spiral and it were pretty important to me to make sure
that she got the most out of life and at least got away on holiday as much as possible.
Many of these trips around this time were holidays in North Wales when we stayed in
Llandudno and then visited surrounding areas: and we went to the Lake District and
stayed in Keswick and then, towards the very back end of her life, we went to the east
coat and stayed at Filey. Basically I suppose me mother and father were happy to go
wherever I wanted to go, you know, as long as I took hem and we stayed together and
we had a good holiday, it didn’t matter too much to them where they actually went, so
destination were either largely encouraged or determined by me. Although I hadn’t
been particularly happy going back to Spain by bus, in 1977 I decided that I’d endure
another long bus ride and do an extensive coach trip round Europe, which involved
travelling to Belgium, Holland, Germany (East and West), Czechoslovakia, Hungary,
Austria, and back through Germany to Belgium. Quite a lot of travelling over a twoweek period. Although this trip involved a lot of travelling by coach and spending a
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lot of time on the road, it actually went extremely well and we did see a lot, went to a
lot of places and saw a lot of different things. And also, going in to communist Europe
and seeing Czechoslovakia and East Germany, and Hungary, and how these people
lived, and to some extent, you know, we stayed in hotels especially in Czechoslovakia
where it were like a time warp; it were as if nothing had changed since about 1940.
Really enjoyable, but an experience on its own. I suppose the actual highlight of the
trip were a few days in Budapest and also some pretty impressive sights in Vienna.
The first week in July, I’d decided that I’d attempt to do the Dales Way, roughly an
hundred mile walk from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere, and left Leeds for Ilkley
on the Saturday morning in not very good weather, but outlook promising for the
week. Anyway, with a friend, I left Ilkley and set off walking, and gradually the sun
came out and never went in for the full week really. It had to be one of the hottest
weeks that I’d spent in the Dales, and walking day after day, finally in a massive state
of disrepair arriving in Windermere a week the following Sunday – so actually spent
nine days walking to get from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere; a hundred-milewalk. And I reckon, to me personally, that is one of the greatest achievements that I
had in me life. The hardest day that I’d ever experienced were when I climbed Ben
Nevis, and Ben Nevis were the sort of day where you’d pushed yourself to your
absolute limits; 17 and a half hours, overcome various minor disasters, and still
managed to keep going and achieve what I set out to achieve. So I suppose Ben Nevis
had become me greatest day out; but the Dales Way, to keep walking day after day
after day, when things became really tough and, you know, on certain occasions I
honestly don’t know how I managed to keep going, but I did. And the fact that you do
something like this arms you with a knowledge that yer have a belief in yourself and
you know what you’re able to do. So I’d now managed to achieve what I thought
would probably be me greatest walking achievement ever, and probably still is the
greatest walking achievement that I ever managed to do. In September 1977 I’d
planned what would be me biggest travelling expedition so far in the whole of me life.
I had planned to fly to America, and stay there for almost five weeks, and basically
just travel wherever I wanted to travel. This were no package holiday: I didn’t have
anything booked, planned or anything. The only part of the holiday that were prebooked were a return flight so I knew that I flew out to New York on such and such a
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date and I knew that I flew back to England on such and such a date, and what
happened in between, I determined as I went. Now this may seem nothing nowadays
but in 1977 you knew very few British people that had travelled [to] America, you
know, it warn’t regarded as a general holiday destination. I certainly only knew one
person that had been to America and it were a woman that I worked with, and her
husband were a country and western singer/manager and also did a programme on
Radio Leeds, and as a result of this they had actually travelled to Nashville; well
they’d been at least once but may have been several times to Nashville. So, it warn’t
the sort of trip where you could go round talking to people and glean very much
knowledge. The only thing that I knew is that I’d travelled Britain, and I’d been round
islands of Scotland and Scilly and Channel Islands, and been to Ireland without really
knowing what I’d do when I set off, but having some idea of what I intended to do, so
I had some experience of what it’s like, as it were, to be on the road and live from day
to day without having [knocking sound in background] too many plans. So the good
thing about going to America is that you didn’t have a language problem and the
cultural differences would probably be minimal, although obviously there would be
cultural differences, but the great thing is that you were on the same language so you
didn’t have any language barrier problem. Me main problem really, were overcoming
me fear of flying, and really I just knew that it were something that I had to do. I mean
I actually felt massive trepidation as I made me flight booking, and really did wonder
whether I could go through with this, but I knew that hundreds of people flew, and
that the vast majority of hem never had any problem and I just hoped that I wouldn’t
have any problems. I mean the main thing that actually worried me were the fact that I
don’t have any sense of balance since I had surgery on me legs, me sense of balance is
relative to what I can see, and therefore if things start whizzing round me I can very
quickly become disorientated and I just hoped that flying wouldn’t cause me any
problems in this area. The friends that I’d made in the previous year obviously wanted
me to travel to America and wanted me to visit them, and with this in mind I thought
it’d be a good idea if they met me at JFK Airport, New York, and if I flew over on the
Friday, they’d meet me there Friday evening and take me back to their house. On the
Saturday they’d give me a crash course on how to travel America: you know, in other
words how to deal with people and what were common American courtesies and, like,
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if you’re in a place where you get service generally speaking it’s polite to tip these
people since they probably hardly get paid and any tips that they get is considered to
be how they make their wages, and also sort of teach me what were safe things to do
and things that might not be so safe. And then I’d stay with them again Saturday
evening and then we’d go out again Sunday, and then on Sunday evening I’d leave
them and set off on my travels. It were actually quite funny on this cruise, how I
actually met this American family, but the young daughter (who would be about nine,
and being American and from New York, quite advanced for her age); and I were near
hem somewhere on this boat, around about, after we’d come back from Cairo, and this
girl sort of said, ‘I know your name’, and I said, ‘Oh yeah?’ just talking to her [in]
polite conversation, and she says, ‘Do you mind if I call you by your first name?’ And
me thinking, ‘God, she’s pretty good if she knows my name cos I’ve not told her it,’
and I said, ‘No,’ and then she started calling me Tommy. ‘I know that they call you
Tommy,’ and this lot, and every time she kept referring me to Tommy and I said to
her, ‘How did you learn that they called me Tommy?’ and she says, ‘I’ve seen your
luggage, and your name’s Thomas Cook and [laughing] I hope you don’t mind if I
call you Tommy’, at which, you know, I mean it’s quite funny really because she’d
got the name of the travel agent and not my name. And it were after I corrected this
and sort of burst out laughing about it, that I then became quite friendly with her
parents and as a complete family, and he’d worked in Europe and in fact were just
finishing a long stint of working in Holland, and hence the reason why they’d gone on
this cruise before they went back to the USA. Anyway the time arrived for me to go to
America, and I must say with quite a few of the travels that I’d done, I’d never really
been over-enthusiastic about actually getting started on these trips, and I know that
when I went to Egypt I were probably quite frightened really before I went, going so
far and although travelling with other people but nobody that you knew, and in reality
actually travelling on your own. And the point is that I often used to let this show by
not packing while last minute and really decline a lot of interest in what I were about
to do, and then suddenly realising last minute that I had to get me act together, get
packed and get out there. This trip to America, I tended not to do too much research in
advance because my idea of a good time is to learn as you go and, you know, if yer
[banging noise in background] got the sort of intellectual capacity, and you know a lot
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of places, once I got out there I could work out what would be viable and what
wouldn’t be. I had a list of places that I thought I might like to go to, and then when I
got out there I’d learn of other places and get it into some sort of format and timescale
of what were possible and what warn’t possible. Anyway the day came and, you
know, I went down to Heathrow and got in the departure lounge quite tensed up about
this. I must say that earlier in the year I’d been at a dinner with what were then the
Spastics Society literary awards. I’d received an award for an article that I’d written
about doing the three peaks of Yorkshire walk, and I’d been talking to Clare Rayner
and one of the things that I’d said to her, I says, [laughing] ‘Have you got any advice
for somebody who’s terrified of flying?’ And her answer had been, ‘Well, don’t really
worry about it cos quite honestly an awful lot of people that fly are quite worried
about it,’ and that in fact she flew to America on a regular basis, and she warn’t overenthralled by it either, and her response were to have some champagne and get on the
plane and not think too much about it. Anyway, although I didn’t particularly wish to
block the experience out or affect it by drinking, it did help me understand that I
wouldn’t be the only person that were quite worried about this. Anyway, I’m in the
departure lounge and just worked meself up to the fact that I’m about to go on
probably a seven and half, eight hour flight, and when it were announced that the
plane departure had been delayed by about two hours, this give me another two hours
to worry about the situation, or another two hours [laughing] to come to terms with it,
whichever way you look at it. I suppose it were one of them experiences where, you
didn’t really know what were about to come and it may not be anywhere as bad as
what it seemed, but it seemed that if you had any fear of heights, or problems like
that, you know, flying warn’t necessarily the thing to do. Having said that, once
you’ve flown, you begin to realise that you’re so high up that this fear of heights
doesn’t really come into it; it’s more a question of plane stability. And with this in
mind I had made sure that when I flew I flew on a big plane: a 747 jumbo, so that I’d
have at least maximum comfort and stability. The thing about flying that really got me
at first as well is that, you know, you’ve boarded this plane and you’re sort of sat
down with some trepidation and got ready for what’s about to come, but then you’re
locked in and the doors are all locked, and then you start taxiing down the runway and
yer end up in a queue. And one by one these planes in front of yer go onto the runway,
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shoot down it and take off, and then about a minute later [the] next plane’s on the
runway, [laughing] that’s taken off, and these planes were leaving Heathrow about
one every minute. It’s this point that you’re down on this runway and at the moment
we took off, we just shot down this runway, straight into a sunset, and I realised that I
wouldn’t say that I particularly enjoyed flying, but I realised that I could cope with it,
and I would say probably the worst part about it were the fact that you’re on your own
really, that you’ve no friends to talk to, you’ve nobody else to immerse yourself in;
it’s just you and the trip. As it happened it went well, landed in New York, and the
chap from this family were there to meet me straight away, and the next thing we
we’re driving up through the Bronx and out of New York and he’s saying to me,
‘Whatever happens, keep that door locked, and if for any reason we’re stopped don’t
get out, don’t do anything, you know, we’re in the Bronx and we’ll [laughing] soon be
out of it. Keep going but it’s a good experience for you to see this,’ and away we
went. I mean when we got back to this family’s house, you know, it were typically
American: wooden house, good facilities, you know, they enjoyed a high standard of
living, especially for 1977. Me trip had began. I had a really enjoyable two days with
them, and then it were time for them to take me to the transport authority building and
me leave on a Greyhound bus, and head south. Now what I’d decided to do were that
these facilities are not available to local Americans but as a visitor, you can buy a
period Rover Ticket on a bus, so I had a four-week Rover Ticket where I could go
anywhere on a Greyhound bus, just with this one ticket that I had to buy. It were quite
expensive but literally very little compared to what each trip would have cost that I
made if you’d added hem together. Now realising that America were a massive place,
and that I could spend a lot of time just travelling if I warn’t careful, [knocking noise
in distance] I’d decided in advance that what I needed to do were [voice in
background] do most of me travelling through the night, and actually sleep on a
Greyhound bus. Now the seats recline a minimum amount, a bit like an aeroplane
seat, and the buses, in case of emergency, do have a toilet at the rear. So I’d decided
that really what I needed to do were travel by night and sleep, and then as much as
possible, by day, visit somewhere, and then when things got really exhausting, p’raps
stay at a motel somewhere and have a full night’s sleep: just whenever necessary
really. So the first night on the Sunday evening, I left New York and headed overnight
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to Washington, arriving in Washington in the quite early hours the following morning,
probably about five o’clock in the morning. Without going into too much detail, I
went down the west coast, er, the east coast as far as...

[End of Track 17]
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[Track 18]

[Voices in background.] Without going into too much detail, I went down the east
coast, as far as Miami, and had the fortunate experience of actually seeing a rocket
launched as we were somewhere near passing Cape Canaveral. This rocket, as I
understand it, were launching a satellite for Europe: you know, it were an unmanned
space flight where they were just putting a satellite into orbit for Europe, and
unfortunately it climbed a long way into the sky and then exploded, but at least I
passed Cape Canaveral with a rocket launch in the late evening. And then, from
Miami, I basically went round the Gulf of Mexico, New Orleans, Baton Rouge and
Huston and through Texas, and down to the Rio Grande, and then made what would
be then a pretty risky trip down for a single person, especially with a serious
disability, down to Mexico City where I wanted to see the Aztec pyramids. So I had
been warned, when I left America, to leave as much luggage as possible locked up in
America (you know, you just put it in a locker and have a key) and just take exactly
what I needed to Mexico City and anything that I wished to eat or drink – as I could
well have chronic diarrhoea if I started eating or drinking down there. So, away I went
down to Mexico City, which is a very long bus ride from Laredo, down across the Rio
Grande and down to Mexico. Anyway I had a full day in Mexico City, got to see the
pyramids where I spent most of me time actually out at the Pyramids of the Sun and
Moon, and back to Mexico City, and I had hoped to go across to Acapulco, but I’d
been strongly advised that as a single tourist this warn’t a particularly good idea, and
that I’d be endangering meself to a point, which didn’t make sense. So I reluctantly
shelved that idea and travelled back to Laredo – which I obviously had to do to collect
me luggage – but travelled back up a completely different way, up through Monterey
and what-have-you, and got back to Laredo. So basically I left Laredo on a Friday
afternoon, and arrived back in Laredo on a Sunday afternoon, [rustling noise] having
been to the Aztec pyramids and what-have-you, and then I journeyed down the Rio
Grande, El Paso, and eventually went to the west coast, but I went through Arizona,
New Mexico, and I visited the Grand Canyon’s south rim, and then from California I
decided that I’d go to this place called Yosemite National Park, which were one of
those places that I’d never really heard of before I went, but having got there and got
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on the road and understanding that this was something for any self-respecting
mountaineer not to miss, the sight of El Capitan and South Dome and Half Dome, so
away I went to Yosemite, and I basically went as far south as Los Angeles on the west
coast, and went up to San Francisco. Then went to Salt Lake City, and wanted to go to
Yellowstone but unfortunately, well as it turned out not quite so unfortunately but, I
actually caught the last bus into Yellowstone, which meant that the only way to get
back out again were to hire a car and drive back out to a point where I could get back
on a Greyhound bus route. So I decided that I’d do this, so I went into Yellowstone on
the last bus of the year, which were late September about 20th or 23rd of September,
that sort of period, and obviously there’s a point when they’re expecting heavy snow
falls in some of these areas so that’s why they shut hem off. Anyway I drove back out
of Yellowstone, well I hired a car, but to actually go round Yellowstone, and then
back down through the Grand Tetons to Jackson and eventually caught a bus back
down to Salt Lake City. Went across to Virginia City, the old western town, see how
the old wild west (what was still left of it) and find out what it were really like, and
then eventually I were travelling around a bit via Las Vegas and other different places,
went up to Vancouver. Now on my bus trip round Eastern Europe, I had made other
friends, Canadian friends, and these all lived in Vancouver, so obviously the thing to
do were to visit these various people in Vancouver, and then I did a bus ride across
the full breadth of Canada, across to Niagara, before coming back down the eastern
side of America, back to New York, and returning home. The trip had been extremely
demanding, fantastically rewarding, and probably one of the greatest experiences
[voice in background] that I could have had in life, and although one or two things
had not gone quite right, things like I’d suddenly started with bad nose bleeds on the
Grand Canyon rim, which could have had something to do with the altitude, and these
had persisted later on into Los Angeles. Obviously, if you’re in a town in America and
you suddenly get a massive nose bleed, you know, this frightens everybody around
you and they’re all wanting to call paramedics and what-have-you, and if you allow
this, for a nose bleed or what-have-you, you could end up with an horrendous bill to
pay. So you’re sort of saying, ‘No, no, this is only a nose bleed and I’ll deal with it,’
but the sight of blood has everybody faffing around and worried, and they want to call
a paramedic. [Laughs.] I’d overcome me fear of flying, although it warn’t something
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that I would ever feel at home or very comfortable with, but at least I knew that I
could fly, and that I didn’t have a massive fear, and it were never something that
would be out of the question again. On returning home, I’d reckoned that me next
major trip would be the following year, probably in the winter, when I’d hope to go to
Australia and New Zealand, and do similar sort of trips to what I’d done to America,
where I’d just book a flight out there and travel as I pleased, visiting as many places
as possible and doing any long distance travelling, where possible, by night. So this
seemed a fantastic prospect ahead, that this is what I’d decided that I’d do the
following year; I’d save up all me leave for the following winter, go out to Australia,
New Zealand, and have another brilliant holiday. The following summer, however, a
relationship began between me and a woman, about six months younger than what I
were, and it were something that I’d never anticipated. I’d known this particular
woman were a twin sister of another woman that were married to one of my best
friends, and I’d known her for several years. In fact, I had previously asked her out
and been refused, so it rather came as a small shock to me, in the summer of 1978,
around my 30th birthday, when I realised that this woman actually had what one
might term ‘a romantic interest’ in me. And it was something that, you know, I’d
hoped for for all me life, and I’d worked towards, and really hoped it worked. So with
this in mind, I decided that to go to Australia and New Zealand wouldn’t exactly be
the best thing to do, and the problem is that being 30 year old, you know, if this
relationship were to go anywhere, the faster it went the better really, because if we
wanted a family we didn’t really have years and years to mess about humming and
ahing about it. And the sort of relationship were really exactly what I wanted, and at
the time seemed perfect for me and obviously, since it were instigated by her, must
have been what she wanted. The problem that I’d had is that I had been refused by so
many women that I’d reached a point in life where I were never gonna ask a woman
out again, unless, virtually, they were asking me out. I mean it warn’t that they were
actually had to ask me out but the situation had to be a known quantity to me because,
you know, I’d been refused so many times and never been accepted, that I’d reached
this stage where I warn’t gonna humiliated meself any more, by just thinking, ‘Oh,
this relationship could work, I’ll ask this person out.’ Now it warn’t that I didn’t have
a lot of women friends, I did have a lot, you know, I worked with women round about

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 162
C1134/20 Track 18

my same age and slightly younger, who I got on extremely well with, and we
probably went for days out, but we were just good friends, and nothing more. I were
never prepared to spoil this relationship unless I’d known that were what they wanted,
and since I never did know that were what they wanted, these relationships stayed just
as good friends. So it warn’t that I didn’t have women in me life, the point was that I
didn’t have love. I had some very fantastic women friends, but no love, just really,
really good friendship. However, I’d now reached this point where love were involved
and we sort of went out about six months and then realising that this were probably it,
you know, I proposed and we got engaged, and this came in October and we set a date
to get married round about the first of September the following year, and subsequently
decided that since she were desperate to go to America, that we’d go to America for
almost five weeks again, and this’d be a second trip for me, but knowing what to
expect, you know, I felt that I could handle it, being responsible for another person,
whereas the first time I went I only had to be responsible for meself. I did know
largely what were in store and felt that I could be responsible for somebody else, and
also, there were some places that I’d wanted to go to and never been to, and we’d visit
a few of the same places and then a lot more different places. Obviously my financial
position in life were gonna change drastically, and I were in the fortunate position that
I had an expensive book collection and various things that I were able to sell, and
raise the deposit to buy a house. So we got married, as it were, at least having our own
mid thirties semi-detached house in Leeds. I mean the house we got were exactly the
house that my wife wanted, and in the exact area where she wanted, and this were a
lot less important to me. The most important thing to me were that we had an house, a
reasonable-sized house, and something that if we never moved out of again at least
it’d be acceptable, and then take it from there. I mean I did hope that we’d move a bit
more rural, and that we’d move to p’raps something slighter bigger, but if that never
happened I wouldn’t necessarily have been dissatisfied with what we had. The first of
September duly arrived, and we got married as planned and went to London overnight
and the following day, flew to America. Obviously being on honeymoon, we didn’t
wish to spend every night on a Greyhound bus. However, if we were going to see a
lot, we did need to spend some nights on a Greyhound bus and then temper this with
nights in motels. After a night in a New York hotel, we set off south, down the east
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coast once again, but this time we went to Williamsburg, where the British were
thrown out of America, as opposed to Washington, and then cut across [knocking
sound] through the Blue Ridge Mountains, across to Nashville and Memphis, where
we particularly wanted to go to Graceland, the home of Elvis, who had died a couple
of weeks before me first trip to America, two years earlier. Another trip to Mexico
was out of the question with having the responsibility of a wife. Within moments of
actually getting married, [knocking sound] I had realised that we were going to have
certain problems, and that her whole attitude changed at the point of marriage, and
although this only gave me some cause for concern, it didn’t cause me a serious
problem. I mean I never expected to get married and things run absolutely smoothly,
you know, I didn’t visualise having the perfect life, I visualised having one or two
problems and having to work at hem, but I realised that certain things that I’d done on
me own – where if necessary I could suffer deprivation of various things to make
something ’happen – I realised that this warn’t gonna happen any more and that I’d
have to not just view something from my point of view, but view what were possible
with this other person, and what were acceptable to them. Whereas I could put myself
in a ditch, dangerous situation, and stay focussed and alert, you know, I realised that
somebody else might treat a similar situation not quite as seriously as p’raps I felt it
warranted and I had no desire to lead meself into a situations where we could end up
in serious trouble. As a result of this, we really had to play things a bit more carefully,
and whereas I could p’raps go somewhere, and for example have one drink, I’m with
somebody now who p’raps can’t say no to having more than one, or demands more
than one, and before you know where you are you’re in a situation where you’re not
in full control anymore. Now it wasn’t that I needed to be in control of her, I needed
to be in control of the situation that we were in, and when you’re halfway round the
world, my honest opinion is that if you’re not in control of the situation that you’re in,
you can very easily find yourself with serious problems. But this holiday, in most
respects, did go extremely well, and we managed to visit places like the Grand
Canyon south rim again and Yellowstone (this time before the last bus), and we also
went to Zion Canyon, Bryce Canyon, the Black Hills of Dakota, and spent more time
in San Francisco and went down to Disneyland on the west coast. Lots of different
places, travelled about an awful lot, and for meself it more or less completed a grand
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tour of America – the only main places that I’d not now been to being Chicago and
Detroit, which really held no appeal to me. We once again went to Vancouver, and
actually stayed with friends in Vancouver, and then did this full tour across Canada
again but this time stopping off at Lake Louise and going up to the Columbian ice
fields. And, after Niagara, travelling on to Montreal and Ottawa before coming down
through New England, Vermont and down to Boston, and back to New York. Some of
the things that she did, like getting paralytic drunk one night, did cause me problems,
but nothing really that were insurmountable, and I just really viewed these as
[laughing] teething troubles of marriage. I would say also that before we were married
she showed no propensity towards any excessive drinking, you know. This was
something that had come as a complete shock to me. I mean we did drink, I drink, but
it were never something that I had to do, and it were never something that really I
wanted to do much of or be out of control with. I must say that one of the highlights
of the trip for me had also been going to Central City near Denver – another one of
the famous western towns – and also seeing the presidents’ heads, up at Key Stone in
the Dakota Hills. Also in that area we’d been face to face with a wild buffalo: quite an
exhilarating experience, cos if they see you they’re likely to charge at yer. Anyway
after five weeks in America we arrived back in England, and basically began what
would be normal married life. Things, at times, became quite difficult, and she
became very, sort of, obsessed about things that obviously to me didn’t have any
importance, and various things. I suppose as each week went by I did begin to realise
that she didn’t exactly marry me because she loved me, she married me because she
loved what came with me. In other words I’d bought us a house, and I’d had the
ability, in effect, to make things happen. And I cared about her and she wanted a
family, desperately, and this was something that, although I didn’t want a family
desperately, I did want a family, and looked forward to the fact when this would
happen. But frustrations in her, week by week, when, you know, silly little things
became bigger and bigger in her mind, and I saw this situation getting more difficult
by the week. And it wasn’t particularly something where I thought maybe this were
normal for newly-married couples, maybe you went through this period of finding out
what were what, and having a rearrangement in the balance of power. I mean in effect
before you’re married the balance of power goes with the person who has the money,
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but once you’re married and everything’s equal then you may have a slightly different
balance of power. I were one of these persons where nobody is probably ever gonna
rule me, although I can be managed carefully, you know. I’m not the sort of person
that’s gonna be totally ruled, but at the same time I am not the sort of person that
wants to rule anybody else, and I believe that one person can’t really successfully rule
another person therefore there’s no point in trying. You might as well manage your
own self and also be a person that in effect behaves in believing properly, and doing
what’s right, and this is how I went on. Any way the situation, after four weeks of
returning from America, everything exploded in her when she discovered, you know,
to her amazement that she warn’t pregnant. Now, as much as we might have wanted
this and had been trying for it, nobody has a right in effect to expect to become
instantly pregnant, and nobody has a right to become pregnant – it’s something that,
you know... It’s like saying, ‘I have a right to be not disabled.’ One doesn’t have a
right, it’s something that you hope for and maybe pray for, and do your best to get
round, but she had this attitude that she warn’t pregnant and it were all my fault. In
effect I became a battered husband, when one evening she decided that, in a fit of
anger she basically pushed me down the stairs, and then began to wonder why I didn’t
retaliate. As I sort of explained to her, I didn’t get married to her to hit her, and really
had no intentions of getting meself into that level, because I had told her that if I did
hit her I’d hit her hard, and that’d be it. You know, that it wouldn’t be no game, and
that with my disability I’d not be able to hold her off at arms length and it’d be some
sort of serious game – it just wasn’t going to happen. I’d have walked away before I’d
have hit her.

[End of Track 18]
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[Track 19]

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
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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
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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 twoweeks’ 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
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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
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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,
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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
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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, 30odd 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 nonconsummation, 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 Track 19]
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[Track 20]

[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
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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
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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 Track 20]
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[Track 21]
In 1982, I’d been living on my own for almost three years, and me mother died.
Although this warn’t unexpected, it were a difficult time to cope with. I’d been
extremely close to me mother, although I were also close to me father, and the
problem were that he also had to deal with this problem. I carried on with the relandscaping of my garden in the house at Bingley, [voice in background] and
proceeding with renovations. Just over a year later, I’d got a new dog, Megan,
originally eight weeks old when I got her, and I were finding training her and dealing
with her quite hard work. My next door neighbours had a mentally handicapped son in
his mid-twenties and on occasions he’d do damage to my property like throw a brick
through a greenhouse window, and because I had a disability I was supposed to
understand this, I was supposed to say, ‘Oh yeah, great. Throw another brick through
me window; it’s all right,’ and this started to, along with other things, became hard
work for me. You know his parents didn’t have any control over him, he were a big fit
strong lad, and if his parents saw me with any problem they’d want to be sending him
round to help me. Well, with sort of disability, you know, the last thing I need is
anybody touching me, I’m quite precarious, and it didn’t go down very well when I
refused to have him helping me, and warn’t happy about him putting bricks through
me greenhouse window. [Sound of door closing in distance.] My view about his
disability were that if he warn’t responsible for his behaviour, then his parents were,
and you can’t have anybody, whatever their problems are, just wandering around with
nobody responsible for [voice in background] their behaviour and for whatever
actions they take. [Knocking sound in background] After two years and having relandscaped the garden, I realised that this warn’t something that I’d be able to keep up
to for the rest of me life, and with this in mind I decided to move (and I also wanted to
be nearer me father), so I moved to Bradford, three miles from where I worked and
about eight miles from me father. This was a three-bedroomed detached bungalow
with a medium-sized garden. I actually picked the largest garden, probably the biggest
bungalow on the site, the biggest garden of a bungalow on the site, with a view to the
fact that some day I might wish to build an extension on it. [Knocking sound.] My
relationship with Megan grew [voices in background] until we became absolute best
of friends, and virtually inseparable. I would describe the relationship as her being the
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cement that held the bricks of my life together. The point was that having a dog I had
to live a much more disciplined life. I had to get up on a morning to let this dog out,
be there at regular intervals to let her out and feed her at certain times, and generally
have a great responsibility towards her, which I actually took very seriously. It was in
effect like having a child that never bore any malice, but would never grow up, and
would only live a dog’s life span. In 1982, immediately after me mother’s death, I’d
walked the Likewake Walk – a 40 mile walk across the North Yorkshire Moors – and
then in 1983, I’d done a large part of the coast to coast walk, from St Bees across the
Lake District to Shap, crossing about four mountain ranges. This had been extremely
arduous and had resulted in me having to pack in because of severe pains and a
swelling in the back of me left ankle. By 1985 I had been persuaded to write a first
autobiography, and had decided that I didn’t wish to write about me childhood so
would start this at roughly age 15, 16, and write a very positive book about the walks
that I’d done and activities that I’d enjoyed and taken part in, and me life in general,
but nothing particularly that over-related to the disability aspect. In the mid 1970s I’d
bought a good quality Super Eight Cine Camera and had made films of [voices in
background] some of the walks that I’d done and rock climbs; the two walks which
I’d filmed being the Three Peaks of Yorkshire and the Dales Way – a hundred mile
walk from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere, and also I had some quite good shots of
me rock climbing at Ilkley, and Brimham Rocks. In the late seventies I had been
showing these films at various places, you know, if I had to entertain anywhere I’d
take along me Cine and compiled a film and showed these films. And the fact that I’d
been doing these activities had come to the attention of Yorkshire Television who sent
a producer/director out to see me, with a view to making a film, and I remember well
as he watched this Cine film, an half-hour film that I’d put together, and when it had
finished he says, ‘This is absolutely fantastic, this [is] absolutely brilliant,’ he said,
‘but unfortunately we could never show this or make a film about this, because the
public wouldn’t be able to take it. [Voices in background.] There’s you as a disabled
person, cerebral palsy, doing all these activities, doing these things, and you’re not
getting help: it’s not what people expect, and the public at large wouldn’t be able to
take this.’ And this all came as, you know, not that I were desperate to be on TV about
these things because such things bring as many problems as what they solve, but this
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came as a shock to me that the media, you know, I’d written articles for magazines
like The Dalesman and Cumbria and I’d become relatively well-known amongst the
circles around Yorkshire and the Lake District, and especially in Leeds where I lived,
and were known to television, and they had this problem that they couldn’t do
anything because they were frightened of the image of disabled people that you’d
portray. Anyway in 1985, on the 20th of August, the day after me birthday, I sat down
and commenced to write this book. At first I suppose it warn’t all that easy as to what
I were going to do and what I were gonna write about but I really applied meself, and
basically I spent nine hours a day away at work, and all me waking hours at home
spent writing this book, [voices in background] and this pattern continued for the next
10 weeks, and I actually wrote this book in 10 weeks, and it came as a big relief when
I actually finished it. Initially I’d started typing the manuscript meself as I went, you
know, I wrote it long-hand and then typed it up afterwards, but decided that this were
far too laborious and would be better off paying somebody to type it as I went, so I
wrote it long-hand, made alterations and then paid for it to be typed up. [Break in
recording.] The next job were to send it to prospective publishers, and I had quite a lot
of friends in fact, who were authors and had written books, so I weren’t short of
friendly advice and being pointed in the right directions, and one friend – Alfred
Wainwright – the legendary Lakeland walker, sent me to the Westmoreland Gazette.
Now they read this book and they thought it were really good, [knocking sound] but
unfortunately they’d just published a book by a woman writing about her arthritis and
it hadn’t sold very well, so they warn’t prepared to publish another book by somebody
with a disability, even though my book didn’t really relate to the disability as such.
Now, you know, you could be easily upset about this but the point is that these firms
are not here to just publish books for people, they’re ran on a commercial basis, and if
they don’t think they can make a profit out of it then there’s no reason why they
should publish your book. A second rejection came from another one of his publishers
– Michael Joseph – and at this point I realised that somebody could have your
manuscript for four to six months and then just turn around and say, ‘Yeah it’s a good
book but we’re not interested in publishing it,’ or whatever, you know, they could say
‘We didn’t like it,’ but they could say whatever, they didn’t really have to give a
reason, the only thing that you’re concerned with is were they going to publish it or
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not. So after these rejections I began to realise that if I warn’t careful, I could spend
the next several years getting rejections while this book went around with me trying to
get it published. In early 1985, I began to have to have serious problems with me
neck, diagnosed as ankylosing spondylitis and I were having to attend hospital several
times a week to get me neck manipulated and stretched. Now one of the problems is
that, being a manager at the Inland Revenue, it were often my job to tell people that
were off, who were not at their desk or away sick or whatever, that could be best
worker in the world but while they’re not doing their job they’re no good to anybody,
and I suddenly found myself in this similar position, in effect. On a visit to me doctor
in September 19, early September 1985, he suggested to me that I might consider
retiring and that at the age of 38, this were probably just the first thing of a series of
things that were gonna befall me, and that seriously I ought to consider looking after
meself, and keeping meself in good physical order [voice in background] rather than
sat at work deteriorating. Now this came as shock to me, you know, I had a good
well-paid job in the Inland Revenue, and suddenly, I mean I knew things were
beginning to go wrong but I didn’t really view it as the first of a series of difficult
events, but at least I decided that I’d think about it. I mean the main worry being that
would I still be able to afford to live in the house where I lived, or would I have to sell
and move to something smaller? I mean I had a mortgage to pay and, [knocking
sound] how would I cope and how would the Inland Revenue take to me retiring at
age 38/39. Anyway, he convinced me that what I should do is I should give this a test
by having a period on sick leave to see if I felt any better and whether I felt I could
cope with retirement, so this I decided to do. Now one of me lines of thought at this
time were that I felt I were probably still capable of maybe working a bit longer, but I
did understand what he were saying, and this ankylosing spondylitis had come out of
the blue, something permanently wrong which I were gonna have to deal with as well
as suffering from cerebral palsy and, giving it serious consideration, I did think that
although I might have been able to work for another year or so, that I could well have
a problem that I might desperately need to retire in another 12 months or so, and not
have a doctor that’d retire me, [voice in background: banging of door] so with this in
mind I decided that I ought to heed his warning and see how things went. So I spent
the next 12 months on sick leave and then were retired at the age of 39 on the grounds
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of ill health. I had a reasonable number of friends and a busy home life, so I didn’t see
boredom as being a problem; me main problem were that I wouldn’t have the income
to any degree that I had while I worked, but at the end of the day I had to consider the
fact that money warn’t everything. After the rejections on me book I’d also
considered it, and decided that the answer to all this were to publish it meself, so with
this in mind I prepared up a good copy of this book, and detailed information of what
I proposed to do, and got an appointment with me bank manager, and went to see him
to see if I could get a loan to finance the publication of this book, and do it all meself.
Now as soon as he saw the preparatory work that I’d done, and you know, he didn’t
even have to read this book, he just glanced through it and said, ‘No problem, we’ll
lend you it straightaway.’ Now I mean I suppose it did help, the fact that I were an
house owner and not renting accommodation, cos I suppose they’d have some way of
getting the money back if I didn’t pay, but he did have a lot of faith in me, and never
caused me any problems, and decided that he’d lend me this money as cheap as he
could technically lend me it. So with this all set up I went to a local private publishers,
sorted some pictures out to go with this book, which I’d done in advance, and
proceeded. It turned out that about half of the cost of the book were that I wanted a
certain number of colour pictures in it and, in those days, colour printing were quite
expensive, so if I wanted a book with no pictures I could have it produced quite
cheaply and if I wanted some with basic black and white pictures, especially on nonglossy paper, they could also be done very cheaply, but if I wanted colour pictures
that’d probably be as much again as what it cost for the rest of the book. And then
also, you know, I wanted a colour dust jacket, and an hardback printing, so I decided
that an economical rate to do this would be to produce a thousand copies and I’m
thinking to meself, you know, probably would be able to sell a thousand copies, that
wouldn’t be beyond me, but having said that, when you’ve no experience of selling
books, you don’t really know what numbers books sell in. But at this point I decided
to proceed with this and were given a date of the first of April 1987 for the delivery
date of the book. [Voice in background.] I had actually bought a computer and typed
the book on to it so that it actually went to the publisher’s on a set of floppy discs, and
as such this saved me a lot o’ money: in fact it saved me almost enough to pay for the
computer. It also allowed me to do any final editing that I wanted to do, and I could
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use a spell-checker to correct any possible spelling mistakes, although this don’t help
you when words can be spelt in two different ways [laughs]. The first of April duly
arrived and my books came and I immediately grabbed so many and went down to
Smiths and asked to see the manager and said, ‘How about selling my book?’ Anyway
the manager of Smiths in Leeds said, ‘Yeah, we’ll take a dozen copies and see how it
goes,’ and then I went to see the manager of Smiths in Bradford and he said, ‘We’ll
take a dozen copies, sale or return,’ and at this point I began to realise it were going to
be a long job selling these books. Anyway I did have a lot of friends and, fortunately,
I sold probably about five hundred of hem fairly quickly, and this allowed me to repay
a large part of the loan that I had, so I warn’t actually burdened with this loan for too
long. I’d published this book not really as a profitable exercise, but neither would I
expect to make a loss, and eventually all the books sold and I didn’t make a loss, I
made a small profit. Shortly after this book came out, which received quite a lot of
press coverage, a local film company got in touch with me and asked me to go for a
meeting with hem with a view to making a documentary-type film, and I went along
and after some chatting they decided that they’d like me to climb Ben Nevis for a
second time and make a film of it. Anyway they were deciding what sort of celebrity I
ought to have with me, basically to ask me a lot of questions and chat as [we] went
up, and somebody that’d be known to the public. Now initially they fancied a oncelocal man, John Noakes, and I said, ‘Well, what basic interest has he got in
mountains? I’ve got friends that could do this climb with me,’ and they said, ‘Well,
you know, what sort of friend do you have in mind?’ Now a few years later I’d met
Chris Bonington, and although I wouldn’t have described him as a good friend we
were on friendly terms, you know, and I knew him reasonably well, and the people
making the film decided that this might be a good idea, and I suppose by way of
calling me bluff he immediately picked up his telephone, stuck it in me hand and said,
‘Phone him and ask him if he’ll do it; and offer him a certain amount of money for
doing this.’ I mean, fortunately, I could remember his phone number but I didn’t
know the code, so at least this chap knew that I did know him well, and I just said,
‘Well, can you look up the code for Caldbeck, and looked it up and I phoned him and
he immediately said yes, he’d be pleased to do it. So this venture went ahead, and
basically we did it over two days. We climbed Ben Nevis; we climbed halfway up, put
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a tent up, climbed to the summit the next day, came so far back down, and then got a
helicopter ride back down to Glen Nevis. I mean the film were actually about
climbing Ben Nevis, and not how we got back down again, and they’d used an
helicopter for various aerial shots of this climb. Now when we got to the summit at
Ben Nevis, Chris said to me, ‘Do you have any aspirations left in your life, mountainwise?’ and me being an honest sort of a person said, ‘Well only one. If I ever got the
chance I’d like to go to Kathmandu and take one of these early morning flights over
Mount Everest, just to see it.’ Now Chris, being a man of enormous enthusiasm,
suddenly started jumping up and down like a 16-year-old shouting, ‘You don’t want
to take no early morning flight over Mount Everest; you’ll be perfectly capable of
climbing this ridge called ‘Kala Pattar’, from which point you get what’s probably the
finest view in the world of Mount Everest. No,’ he says, ‘you don’t want go be taking
no early morning flight,’ he said, ‘If you decide to do it I’ll help you with the
planning’. Well you could say, ‘Big deal, you can help me the planning and then send
me out there to die alone,’ but at that moment it changed me perception on something
and I had this feeling that it were something that I really wanted to do, while at the
same time I had this other feeling that I were scared stiff and really frightened of
doing it. I’d followed a lot of expeditions through the media and through going to
lectures, [voice in background] to this point where teams had gone to climb Everest
south west face, so I knew all about what Everest looks like and I knew what certain
parts of the way up there looked like, but I didn’t have a clue of how far exactly this
route was and what it actually entailed to do it, but I warn’t without a certain amount
of knowledge. Anyway, from that point forward, Chris [Bonington] started explaining
to me, ‘Oh I think’, you know, he said, ‘Obviously I’ve just climbed Ben Nevis with
you but I’ve walked with yer and I know what you can do and what you can’t do, and
I’m convinced you’d be able to do it. But having said that, you know, if you made a
mistake, you could well die,’ and he never sort of wavered from this view, but then he
started talking to me be saying, ‘Well on day one I think you’d manage it up to soand-so and walk to here, and then day two you’d manage this, and day three you’d
have a rest and day four you’d do this,’ and so on and so on, till eventually he’d
talked me up to this ridge called Kala Pattar, and I was sort of half listening to what he
was saying, and the other half of me were in extreme shock at the possibility of me
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ever doing a walk to Mount Everest had just suddenly arisen, and I were finding it sort
of difficult to come to terms with the idea that I could go there and there would be
some possibility that I wouldn’t come back. Anyway the following morning I were
talking to Chris again and he said, ‘Well, I’ve been thinking about it’, he says, ‘and I
hope I didn’t make it sound too easy yesterday,’ he said, ‘because I simplified it a bit
and I’ve realised that it would be very, very difficult for you to do. But I honestly still
think you’d be able to do it, but you would have to take the risk that all climbers take,
that you could die up there, and there would be problems and you’d have altitude
problems and you could have other problems, but I honestly think that if everything
went right for yer, you would be able to do it. I don’t think there’s anything that’s
insurmountable about it, it’d just test you to your limit, but provided you overcame it
all, you would be able to do it.’ So I went home from this second climb of Ben Nevis,
with this heavy weight on me mind as to whether I should do this walk to Mount
Everest or not, but I realised that this were a one-off opportunity, I had Chris
Bonington offering to help me with the planning, and the momentum had started, and
I had to make a decision whether to keep this momentum going and go to Mount
Everest, or whether to dispel it from me mind forever. Be [the] time the trip could be
arranged I would be 40, and I’d realised that me days of climbing mountains were
now severely numbered.

[End of Track 21]
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[Track 22]

I now had a professionally-made film of me, and Chris Bonington climbing Ben
Nevis, with him generally interviewing me about me life and more personal details
with him being a personal friend, and made to a quality that were directly suitable for
television, and this company that had made it in fairness to hem I didn’t get paid for
making this film, but I would get half of whatever it sold for, [voice in background]
assuming that it sold, which seemed quite reasonable to me. Anyway initially this film
went to the BBC and they started umming and aahing because they hadn’t actually
shot the film, and they didn’t particularly like the man that had made the film, and
Yorkshire Television didn’t have any real interest in it, and Channel 4 had quite a big
interest but would only make a decision if another £20,000 or so were spent to edit
this film, and make it into a final product. Now the problem is that in this film
industry, without any guarantees that a film’s gonna be shown, nobody is gonna spend
another £20,000 editing a film without a market for it; so in effect that ruled Channel
4 out. But I do honestly feel that if it had been edited, they would probably have
wanted to show it: but this film had cost quite a lot of money to make. Obviously we
hired a helicopter for two days, and we paid Chris Bonington, and a film crew and
various porters to carry camera equipment about, went to Ben Nevis basically for
three days, so quite a lot of money were invested in this film, and once again we had
this problem that nobody were prepared to show it. The main thing that came out of it
for me were the fact that I had climbed Ben Nevis with Chris Bonington and I’d come
away with the idea that I might walk to Mount Everest. Well, I decided that I needed
to give it a lot of thought, and I actually thought about it for the next six months, and
although the prospect of going to Mount Everest frightened me, I sort of realised that
it were something that I just knew I had to do. The only thing that you can really
compare it to is like getting married. You know lots of people get married and they
really don’t know why they’re doing it, they just know that they’ve got this feeling
and that it’s something that they have to do; and they go ahead and do it and as it were
live with the consequences. And I realised, sort of on this same basis, [another voice
in background] that I had to go to Mount Everest, and that it as in effect, you know, it
were what I were destined to do, whether it were to live or die, and having made a
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decision I did go visit Chris to see him and he did give me as much information as he
could that’d be helpful to me, including contacts of people that I might want to get in
touch with to arrange for a Sherpa when I got out there. The idea is that I would do
this walk accompanied by one Sherpa, and it would be normal for anybody to employ
a sherpa because you don’t just got out to Nepal, start walking here there and
everywhere, without you spend [spending] some money on employing local people.
It’s one of these countries where technically you could go and you could come back
and you could have had a brilliant time and not spent any money in the actual country.
Now the country don’t allow this, they make you change so many dollars a day, which
you have to spend on something, so one of the good things is that you just employ a
sherpa, and set off on your walk. Anyway I’d fixed up this walk, that I would
probably go out there in October, and walk to Mount Everest with this one Sherpa.
Around April or May, a friend [voices in background] who knew that I intended to do
this walk sent a journalist from the Guardian newspaper to see me, and one Saturday
on the leisure page, a half-page article appeared about this walk that I intended to do
to Mount Everest, and I suppose lots of people really found it difficult to take serious;
but after this appeared I had various TV stations phoning me up, wanting to do a piece
about this proposed walk to Mount Everest. Now my initial response were to say,
‘Well, look I’ve got a film of me and Chris Bonington climbing Ben Nevis and, quite
frankly, you’ve refused to show it or even give it serious consideration. I’m not
interested in doing anything else for yer,’ and this is how it stood really for quite a
while, with me saying, ‘Not interested,’ but the BBC were quite persistent about this
and on the third time of phoning eventually I agreed for this producer to visit me at
home – which he duly did – and really I’d invited him just to say to his face, ‘No.’ I
didn’t wish to make any sort of film about this walk that I proposed to do to Mount
Everest. Anyway, when he arrived, basically I asked him, ‘Why d’you want to make
this film?’ And he came up with quite good and in some cases honest reasons for
wanting to make it, and at that point I realised that maybe I ought to agree to certain
things and allow something to be put on TV about it. And with this in mind, some
time in July I believe it was, the BBC local station decided that for our local news
programme we’d go to the Lake District, and as part of my preparation for Everest I’d
decided that I would climb Crinkle Crags, Fairfield and Pillar, which would mean that
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I’d then climbed the 12 highest mountains in the Lake District, and I decided that I’d
do this in case I didn’t come back from Everest, cos I’d have wished to have climbed
these highest mountains in the Lake District. Anyway they decided, did the BBC, that
they wanted to go up Crinkle Crags with me and I’d decided to do this with a couple
of friends – a friend and his wife – and we went there and climbed Crinkle Crags
which went fairly well, except it took rather longer than I expected, largely due to the
fact of making this film. And the BBC put this out on the local news one evening, and
it had such an high profile, and was such a well-shot film, that this short piece were
followed the following morning with a showing on breakfast television, and the BBC
then decided that they would actually like to go to Mount Everest with me, and film
that walk. Now in a way what they tried to do is, they’d seen this brilliant film on Ben
Nevis, and decided that they could make one better and supersede it by filming a walk
to Mount Everest, but at the same time I had reasons for going to Mount Everest
which making this film, if anything went wrong, would allow people to understand
why I went, and I were beginning to think that making this film might not be such a
bad idea. Now at this stage the BBC didn’t know that they were gonna make this film
of me walking to Mount Everest; it was only a proposal, and it did need authorising
by the BBC hierarchy, but this film on Crinkle Crags went a long way to convincing
them that a film about me walking to Mount Everest would be a good idea. Now
they’re not gonna make a film of me walking to Mount Everest unless it took the form
of a one-hour documentary, and it’s most unusual for a one hour film to be made
about one person. Normally, you make a one-hour film and you actually, although it
might feature one person, it’s about lots of different people in it, but this film would
be basically just about me and anybody else who happened to be there. The BBC;
eventually it got to the 11th hour of me getting ready to go on me own, when they
finally got permission to proceed with their making of the film. Now I didn’t get paid
as such for making the film, but anything that the BBC changed or ordered, they paid
for, so if I had a flight to go out to Everest in October and they said, ‘No we’re putting
it off a month, you’re going in November,’ then they paid, and if I could get any
money back from my flight that were my business, and if I lost my money, hard luck.
So whatever they changed, or whatever they booked, they paid for, and I got paid £50
purely so that they could have me under contract – it’s the minimum amount that you
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can pay somebody and have them under contract. So I got paid £50 and so that they
had me contracted to them only for hem to film this walk to Mount Everest. And
everything seemed to be proceeding all right but in late August I’d come to climbing
this third and last mountain – Pillar, in the Lake District, from Wasdale Head – and I
had several failures on Pillar, once through really bad weather, and once because I
realised it were actually too far for me to walk in a day: to get up and down it in a day
were too much. So I’d decided that I’d go with three friends and that we’d camp just
over halfway (about 18,000 feet to 2,000 feet) and then proceed to the summit the
next day and then try and descend the whole way. But before I set off to Pillar, about
a week before, something went seriously wrong with me legs, and I started retaining
massive amounts of fluid, and me legs just swelled up as soon as I got out of bed on a
morning, swelled up, and I in fact I had to rest most of the time, but I could actually
still walk and I’d decided that seeing as I could still walk using the muscles wouldn’t
actually do any warm to this fact that I were retaining fluid, as long as I didn’t allow
this fluid to build up. If it started to get too bad I’d have to get me legs up in air and
drain it off. So I climbed Pillar and it all went well over the two days, and I realised
that although I had this big deterioration in me condition, that I could still walk. Now
I wasn’t about to go running to the BBC and tell them that I had serious problems, and
that I might not be going to Everest and what-have-you, and I needed to see a
specialist quickly to see if anything could be done about it, and the easiest way to get
this quickly were to pay privately, and have a private consultation. Now this warn’t
the first time that I’d had to pay privately to get problems that had resulted from me
initial operations which I didn’t want, to get hem sorted out with a reasonable amount
of speed, so I paid and saw this specialist who says, ‘Yeah we can help you. What you
need is some pretty intensive physiotherapy,’ and I told him that I would hopefully be
going to Mount Everest in the November, and basically he said, ‘Thank God for that,
we’ve got two months to get you right.’ You know, he said, ‘I often get people who
come and want a problem dealing with and I say, ‘When are you going?’ and they
say, ‘Next week,’ so he did have two months, and he referred me immediately to a
physiotherapist at a local hospital. Now this young woman did perform miracles, she
worked extremely hard on me and put her heart and soul into it, and my body
responded, and from going from a very, very painful position in fact when I moved
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me legs, when it were at its worst it felt like every muscle in me leg were barbed wire
around me knee and below me knee every time I moved, these muscles pulled through
past each other feeling like barbed wire, and she worked intensely on me leg with
[banging sound in distance] pressure treatment followed by fantastic massage, and as I
say, I responded to it and made massive improvements. And then, as we got closer to
the time, instead of going just for physiotherapy once a day I’d p’raps go twice a day,
morning and afternoon, and maybe in between go for a walk round Bradford city
centre, just to get some extra exercise, and by time I went out to Everest, I felt a lot
more happier about the situation. I still had problems with these muscles and swelling
in me legs, but not the pain that I’d had previously, although I didn’t actually know at
that time but I were never gonna fully recover from this; and a year or so earlier when
me doctor had said, ‘You know, you’ll suffer deteriorations,’ I hadn’t actually realised
that this were gonna be one of hem, and that certain aspects of what had happened
would now be permanent: which in a way gave going to Everest extra impetus
because I realised that if I warn’t careful I might not be able to walk at all, and this
would probably be me one and only opportunity to extract a last long walk out of
meself, and so it gave an extra impetus to what I did. About the 19th of November,
the film crew and meself flew out from Heathrow to Bangladesh and then on to Nepal
to do this walk to Everest and make this film. We had a few days in Kathmandu in
which to get used to the idea of being out in Nepal, and then we had to take what’s
probably, well in them days were the second most dangerous scheduled air flight in
the world, to a mountain airstrip called Lukla. Now bearing in mind that I’m not
enthusiastic about flying, this were a pretty serious event to me, and we landed up the
side of a mountain at an angle of 30 degrees on a dirt track, and I felt extremely
pleased when we came to a stop and we’d landed OK. The first thing that I had to do
at about 8,000 feet were to sit down for most of the day and acclimatise to the altitude.
At this point I’d envisaged the most difficult part of the walk to Everest could well be
this acclimatisation to altitude. Now unless you’ve really been to altitude, you can’t
imagine what problems it causes yer, and the other thing that lurked in the back of me
mind were that, as a cerebral palsied person, I had obviously been born with brain
damage and an altitude can affect you brain. It could put pressure on your brain or
cause swelling, and since I didn’t know anybody else who’d had a cerebral palsy or
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brain problem that had been up to these altitudes, I didn’t really know how it were
going to affect me and that if anything did start to affect me, whether or not I’d suffer
sudden death. One of the problems with altitude especially is that when you start to
suffer from it and you get altitude sickness, which is when you would get oedema on
the brain or oedema on the lungs, and you get this pressure, is that even for a normal
person one of the side-effects can be sudden death. So it’s a quite serious problem that
you have to watch, and I s’pose as I went out there, this were me main problems.
Before I’d gone, left in the summer as well, the BBC had fixed up for me to do an
interview in a local Leeds beauty spot with Sir Edmund Hillary, the first man to climb
Everest, and when we’d been filming he’d been talking to me about this walk to
Mount Everest, and then when we finished filming he basically turned round to me
and says, ‘You’ve no chance really, it’s gonna be impossible for you out there. I really
don’t know why you’re going,’ and I just had to think to meself, ‘Well, I know why
I’m going and you haven’t seen me walking on difficult terrain.’ Now one of things
about me walking on difficult terrain is that if I’m walking on fairly good terrain, I’m
walking quite slowly and with some degree of difficulty, but where my skill comes in,
that once I get on difficult terrain I’m still only walking slowly with some degree of
difficulty, so I’m not actually an awful lot different on difficult terrain that what I am
on easy terrain, because over a long number of years I’ve perfected me balance
techniques and walking techniques to cope with difficult terrain. Anyway we’d flown
out to Lukla and got off this plane and began to walk, and it warn’t really while the
next morning that I began to really realise what some of the problems were, and Chris
had warned me about these but we came to the first suspension bridge, and this hung
about 80 yards across this Dudh Kosi River: massive drop to the river, and there’s no
proper sides on this suspension bridge, and it’s six floorboard planks wide, [voice in
background] and some of them are broken, and I looked at this bridge and thought,
‘My God, do I have to cross this?’ And then I realised that I did. Now I’d walked on
ahead and I didn’t really have the camera crew with me at that stage, and then the
director appeared and he said, ‘You’re going to have to wait, you know, we don’t
want you crossing this bridge yet, we want to film you crossing it.’ He says, ‘You
know, you could easily fall off and die here, and if you do it’s very important that we
have some good film of it,’ and he also said, ‘We’re really going to have to wait till
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the sun comes round, cos in order to get some really good film we really need you in
full sunlight,’ so I had to sit and wait a couple of hours while this sun came round, and
they got the film angles sorted out and set up before I walked across this bridge. Now,
at that moment in time when I crossed this bridge, I would have possibly thought it
were one of the most difficult things that I’d ever done in me life. I just had to
compose meself, shut out the prospect of falling off, and this bridge swayed a bit
when you were walking on it, it moved, it were a suspension bridge, and as I said
before, it’s 80 yards long at least, and it’s hung high over this Dudh Kosi River, and I
got across it and then, the next day, we came to another bridge back across this Dudh
Kosi, but this time it were a cantilever bridge and it had no sides on it whatsoever, and
because I had to climb up to it I warn’t able to get on me feet again once I got on the
top platform, so I actually had to crawl across this bridge and then get off at the other
side. And then the next day or the next day but one, I had to, well it’d be the next day,
I had to cross another bridge a lot further up back over the Dudh Kosi, and this
particular bridge were just three tree trunks that spanned this bit of a gorge, and in
fairness it warn’t over-long, probably about 20 or 30 yards, and you were on these
three tree trunks and they just had some cross-paling nailed on a bit like chestnut
fencing, and this were largely so that you didn’t think this bridge were as narrow as
what it was, and basically it warn’t wide enough for anybody to pass on it or anything,
it were just wide enough to walk across, and there were nowhere if, you know, no
sides to it, you know, if you’d fallen, basically that would have been it. We didn’t
even film this because it were very early in the morning, and what we did is,
somebody walked in front of me, somebody walked behind me, nobody touched me
and they just said if you fall we’ll do our best to save you, and away we crossed over
this bridge. And that [was] probably slightly more difficult than even walking over
this suspension bridge. Then having crossed this bridge we began a really steep climb
to a place called Namchi Bazaar, and it were while we were climbing this that we
came across the first point where there were memorial flags for somebody who’d
recently fallen off of this route and died, and then this set a pattern of things to come,
and during our walk to Everest we actually heard of about eight or nine people that
had died along the way in recent times, and they’d either fallen off of the path or
fallen somewhere, or had altitude sickness and collapsed and just died, and you sort of
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lived with this every day that the people around you, some of hem were dying. Now
there warn’t that many people walking to Everest in them days, this is 1988, and, you
know, I suppose shortly afterwards, my documentary in a way opened the floodgates
for people to go walking out there and also people had developed a greater interest in
this, but when I were there, there were definitely very few people came past us,
overtook us on this way up, and when we got there, there were very few people there.
Now it might sound by December that it’s because of the time of the year, but there
are actually only two windows of opportunity in the year when you can go to Everest
and hope to see it, and one would be at the end of May, and the other would be in sort
of early to mid December, so that’s either before the monsoon or after the monsoon,
and before the great snow falls. [Voices in background.] The BBC had chosen the
Sherpa to walk with me, and they’d picked him because of his photogenic looks and
this fact that he spoke excellent English, but in reality he warn’t a particularly good
Sherpa, although he were a nice enough chap, and whereas a good Sherpa would do
all sorts of things, he just basically walked and did any filming as necessary and, as I
say, spoke excellent English. At the beginning of the walk I’d said to him that if I
successfully got to Mount Everest, that I would pay him an extra £50 for the part he’d
played in it, and after a few days he began to get quite awkward, and I said to him,
you know, ‘What is the problem? You know, when I get to Everest you’re gonna get
an extra £50 payment off of me, above and beyond what you’re already getting’ – £50
being an awful lot of money to him – then, at that time, the most that he could have
earned in a week would be about somewhere between eight and 12 pound.

[End of Track 22]
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[Track 23]

Fifty pound were an awful lot of money to him, the most he could earn by normal
means would be between eight and 12 pound a week, and he said to me, ‘Well, I
won’t get this £50: it’s a waste of time you offering this because you won’t make it to
Mount Everest, and therefore I won’t get this £50,’ [voice in background] so I
rephrased me offer and said, ‘Well, however far I get, if I’ve had a good time and got
there reasonably well and everything’s gone OK, I will still give yer this £50,’ and so
that cheered him up a lot after that: not that he got so much more helpful, but he didn’t
get quite so awkward. Anyway, day by day, we kept progressing and there were other
people around that were walking there, and especially in the first sort of week or so,
where occasionally somebody would have to pack in. I mean, I had experience of
doing long walks: you know, I had experience of keeping walking in extreme
hardship, but I didn’t have experience of coping with the altitude, and so I knew that
provided nothing went seriously wrong with me, that I did have the ability to keep
going and basically the ability to turn fat into energy, which is what’s extremely hard
work. I mean, a normal athlete, somebody playing an event, would eat a load of high
carbohydrate foods and then get this extra energy and do their event. [Sound of door
closing.] But up there you’re eating whatever’s available, which may be minimal –
definitely not particularly high-energy – [voices in background] and when you get to
altitude to a certain point you go off food and you start to live off your body fat, and
it’s something that’s hard to explain, how you can perform at your peak whilst living
off your body fat, but basically this is what you have to do, and things kept going
reasonably well for me, and I knew that I just had really to take it one day at a time,
and every day that I completed what I had to do that day, put me one day closer, and I
never had to think about actually getting to Everest: that were just a distant dream.
What I had to think about was completing every day, knowing that if I did complete
every day, that would result in me getting to Everest, provided the weather didn’t
suddenly close in on us or turn nasty or anything. After we got to Namchi Bazaar,
things changed slightly in respect that we had to walk along a lot of narrow ledges –
not usually for great distances but occasionally we’d have to walk along a ledge three
foot wide with a very steep drop off the edge, and in fact in one place this narrowed
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down to nine inches, and for three foot disappeared completely and you’d to stretch
across this three foot gap from a nine inch ledge to a nine inch ledge. Now I can’t
stretch three foot, but for those people that were unable to stretch three foot, some
ingenious person had chiselled a hole into the hillside and let in a stone, so you could
commit your foot to this stone and step over. And quite honestly, you looked at this
arrangement and said to yourself, ‘What the hell am I doing here?’ and you warn’t
roped on, because there were nowhere for a rope to be fixed to other than a person,
and if you’d fallen off you’d have pulled them off as well. So you’re doing this fairly
free, and you’re looking at it and you’re thinking, ‘Well, I’ve got two options here:
either do it or I get the next plane home,’ and both seemed pretty drastic. [Voices in
background.] At this point of the walk, I began to suffer from altitude sickness and it’s
really impossible to describe how bad it were. First of all, you began to feel sick, and
then you began to develop a severe headache, and this headache got progressively
worse and worse and worse until it reached a point where, quite frankly when you laid
down to go to bed and it couldn’t come soon enough, if somebody’d said, ‘This could
kill you,’ you’d just have said, ‘Well, let it kill me’ because the situation you were in
were so bad, that you wouldn’t have cared if you’d died. I’d done without a rest day at
Namche Bazaar because it had taken me four days to walk there when somebody’d
scheduled me to do it in two days, and so to gain a day I did without a rest day, but
unfortunately it’s not a good idea to do without these rest days at 10, 14 and 18,000
feet. Every 4,000 feet you have to have a rest day, and it’s only safe to make a net
gain of a thousand foot a day. So you’d gain 4,000 feet in four days, and then have to
have a rest day while your blood gets rid of white cells and makes more red cells to
carry this oxygen around your system, and I’d done without this rest day, thinking that
I’d walked so slowly, I would have acclimatised anyway but I hadn’t, and the
following morning I did recover fairly quickly, I just felt a bit ill the next day, and I
did have the knowledge that that particular day we were walking downhill, and I knew
that if you get this problem the main thing is to make sure that you go downhill. And
so I decided at that point that next time, when we got to 14,000 feet, however long it
took me, I definitely wouldn’t be doing without me rest day. So we progressed on,
down a steep hill, crossed a river again, and then started a steep ascent to a place
called Tengboche Monastery. Now it were while we [were] on this steep ascent that I
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suffered from a really bad bout of diarrhoea, as unfortunately most people that walk in
the Himalayas do at one time or another. It’s perfectly normal to get diarrhoea, and I
carried on and made it to Tengboche Monastery, and we spent time filming there, and
then we proceeded forth the next day. The thing about the people that were making
this film is this film did not take a format which I would have necessarily approved of,
and the people making the film, especially the director, would be very keen to get
somebody giving me assistance if possible and film it, where in actual fact I may well
have been able to manage without assistance but it might have taken me a bit longer,
or I might have looked as if I were struggling so this director had a completely
different agenda to what I had and this didn’t always go down too well with me.
Occasionally, he’d start saying, ‘Well let’s start talking about this,’ and I had refused
from day one to talk about anything that I’d talked about on me ascent of Ben Nevis
with Chris Bonington, because I had a film which had cost a lot of money to make,
including some of my money, and they’d seen this film and refused to show it even
though they thought it were a good film, and if they had ideas that they were gonna
re-record, what were contained in this film, then I had ideas otherwise. And this posed
a problem to this film company because, you know, they wanted to talk about this,
that and the other, and I’d say, ‘No, we don’t talk about that, we talk about my walk to
Everest,’ and [phone ringing in background] I warn’t about to allow myself to be
abused. I mean I’m the sort of person that in a lot of respects looks as if I lay on the
floor and invite people to walk over me, but in reality people can find me very
difficult to deal with because I might lay on the floor, but I don’t allow people to walk
over me unless I say so. So I give the impression that I might be easy to do this to and
easy to do that to, when it’s not actually the case. You know, I’m a sort a benign
person to deal with: I don’t give people grief, I’m easy about a lot a things but I don’t
allow people to [voice in background] walk all over me, unless they have my
permission. And unfortunately, [sound of door closing in background] the stance that
I take often indicates that people think they’ve got a right to walk over yer, and
disregard your views. Now, you know, I’m not bothered how they conduct
theirselves, I don’t want to rule them but I’m my own man and gonna stay that way,
and especially when I’m doing this walk to Mount Everest. And the fact that I warn’t
paid for it meant that nobody were in a position to tell me what I should be doing and
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what I shouldn’t be doing. Now had I been under contract and paid, things might have
been different, but as I warn’t paid then it had to be. [Voice in background.] I were
doing my walk to Everest and they were filming it, and all right they could film
whatever happened but, you know, I didn’t feel obliged to talk about this, that or the
other. And after a certain length of time of this, to some degree, the relationship
between the director and myself became quite strained, cos he thought he had a
licence to do anything, and ask anything, and me answer anything, and I felt that fair
enough from his point of view whatever history there was between me and the BBC
or any other channel didn’t really have anything to do with him, but since he were
making this film for the BBC, you know, they really should have told him about this
before. But, you know, I managed to stay on reasonable terms with him, although not
as good as what there might have been. I got on fantastically well with the cameraman
and really well with this producer, who actually worked for the BBC. Day by day, I
kept managing to cope, and although sometimes I were walking into the early evening
and it were getting dark, and I were really struggling to get to me destination. I did
keep managing to turn in performances that were getting me from A to B every day,
as far as what I expected to get, and after two weeks I eventually made it to a place
called Gorak Shep, from which you do the final ascent to Kala Pattar and see Mount
Everest. From Gorak Shep, you can actually just see the summit of Mount Everest
appearing over this ridge, but if you climb this Kala Pattar, you see the full south west
face of Everest, as yer get most of the way up this ridge. To go to Mount Everest, I
had fixed meself up and bought the best equipment available in the world, and I had
absolutely no intention of dying up there, through lack of adequate equipment. Now
the people that were making the film around me, you know, had fairly decent
equipment but they did not have the best equipment, so I’m there, equipped to deal
with any situation, and they’re not. Now as we came up to about 17,000 feet, we
began to cross the last ridge before Gorak Shep, and it were quite a decent path,
walking on a path between boulders, and it were coming dark [voices in background]
into the evening about [someone says ‘Sorry?’ in background] six, seven o’clock at
night, and I didn’t have a problem walking and I were carrying on walking, but at that
sort of altitude it starts to get extremely cold when it get dark, and I carried on
walking, cos at this point we only had to go downhill, [voices in background get
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louder] into Gorak Shep, and at which point I’m walking with the producer, and we’re
quite happily walking along, when the people that have walked ahead, the director,
cameraman etc., come back out to meet us and say, ‘Look we’ve brought some
Sherpas and it’s gonna take you a long time to get down here: will you accept a lift?
Will you accept it if they pick you up and carry you these last maybe quarter of a mile
at the most, maybe less, down this hillside into Gorak Shep?’ and I had to make a
decision. And I’m saying, ‘Well, I’m still capable of walking and I’m still walking,
and I have the best equipment available, and if I had to sleep up here, I’d even sleep
up here, I don’t really have a problem with it,’ and eventually I decided that, in the
interests of safety of those people around me and the fact that they didn’t feel they
could leave me walking on me own by torchlight, that I would accept a lift, say, this
last quarter of a mile, into Gorak Shep. Now these Sherpas just stick yer on their back,
trotted down this hill, and I would say we were into Gorak Shep in something under
10 minutes, anyway, not very far, and then the director’s making a big deal of this,
about, ‘Oh you had to accept help, you had to accept this.’ Well I never had to accept
help at all: you know, I were walking downhill and I accepted this lift in the safety of
the group, and then the following day, you know, he’s saying, ‘Oh after accepting
help, are you fit enough to go to Kala Pattar?’ Well of course I were fit enough to go
to Kala Pattar, I were fit enough to walk into Gorak Shep that evening, but it makes
for good television and since I had no control over anything, I just had to accept this.
And quite honestly I know what happened, they know what happened, and when they
make a film, you know, very rarely is anything that you ever see on film, actually
what really happened. They do things for a film and that’s the way television works,
and I just resigned meself to the fact that, you know, I just accept whatever they did: it
couldn’t be so bad that it were impossible to live with. On about the 14th day anyway,
eventually I made it to the sort of third vantage point, up Kala Pattar, and this brilliant
place: there was a fourth vantage point but at over 18,000 feet, with the altitude, my
progress was so slow I were having to walk six foot, get me breath, and walk six foot,
get me breath back. I mean, the amount of exertion that I were incurring were just
phenomenal that to get the air to fuel it, to get enough oxygen in your system, were
really hard work, but I did keep going and did make it to that point and make it to that
point back down to Gorak Shep that evening and eventually I got back to Kathmandu.
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I mean the problem that you’re faced with, you know, you might have difficulties
making this film, and it may have caused me a few problems, and I may have had a
few disagreements with the director or whoever, and people say, ‘Well, if you had
your chance again, would you do it with them, or wouldn’t you bother, or what-haveyou?’ but as a sporting type of person, you know, I went with them, I achieved what I
set out to do, and I lived, and that’s good enough for me. The fact that you went out
there and you won, why change anything? You could change summat, go out there
with a different approach and not win, so I don’t have no regrets about anything
because [sound of door closing] I went to Mount Everest and I made it, and I got back
again and I lived, [banging noise in distance] and whatever it took to do that, and the
fact that I did it under me own steam. The only criteria that I would have had, is that I
wouldn’t have been carried up there, and that’s good enough for me, the fact that I
had this dream at the age of 40 and basically on me last legs, made it. I do feel in
retrospect that had I gone 10 years earlier, I’d have made it a hell of a sight easier, but
having said that, I’m not sure that I would have been able to cope, with the prospect of
sudden death quite so easy, 10 years earlier. I mean I did feel that at 40, I had lived
and that I wouldn’t be able to perform at this level much longer and that if I did die at
least I’d had a good innings, whereas if I’d been 30, I’d have felt, ‘Well, you know,
maybe it’s too risky and I’ve a lot more life left in me yet: why would I wanna be
pushing meself quite so hard, and taking such risks?’ But I would have said that I
would have found it a lot easier, in general, at 30, but do really wonder whether I
would quite have had the resolve, so I’m quite happy the way that it turned out. And
when I came back, obviously I probably lost about three stone in weight: two to three
stone, and you come back emaciated by the effort and the altitude. When we got back
to Kathmandu as well, the BBC in their wisdom decided that they wanted me to go to
white water rafting to film, and once again they placed me in a dangerous situation
without telling me properly in advance: really I probably should have known better
and not agreed to do it, but I did and I got thrown out of this dinghy into some very
dangerous waters, and were quite fortunate to come out in one piece and come up
from this water and live, but that is life. The BBC documentary went out about seven
months later, at the end of July 1989, and in the November I received a Man of the
Year award. Initially, I was offered this award for my walk to Mount Everest but I
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actually refused it from that basis, due to the fact that I’d done so many other things,
and that going to Mount Everest, although the most dangerous thing that I’d ever
done, per’aps wasn’t the most difficult or hardest for me to keep going, and it were
reworded that I got my Man of the Year award for sporting achievements, which I
were quite happy to accept. Because the walk to Mount Everest had been partly
overtaken by the team of people making this film that I had around me, and that I
were inhibited as to what I could do because I had to fit in with their schedule, I just
couldn’t suddenly say, ‘Oh I’m gonna have half a day off and do this, or half a day off
and do the other,’ my time were largely dictated by this filming schedule. [Laughter in
background.] So, to that degree it left me trip to Nepal and the Himalayas slightly
unfulfilled. I’d taken lots of photographs but nowhere near enough. When we’d been
walking I’d sometimes get me camera out to shoot a picture and the director’d shout,
‘Put that away, we’re filming you, not you taking film of anything,’ and I felt slightly
deprived when I got home that I didn’t have enough pictures of various aspects of
Himalayas and it left this feeling of unfinished business, and I really felt that if I could
summon the strength, that I really ought to go back again without cameras, without
anything, just for my own satisfaction. Now I’d done an awful lot more research this
time, cos I didn’t intend crossing some high swinging bridges and walking along
narrow ledges, and I’d came to the conclusion that the best walk for me to do would
be towards Annapurna, and in particularly, Annapurna Sanctuary. It were another
great range or part of the Himalayas that I really wanted to see, and the opportunity
came four years later, in 1992, for me to do this, and this time I did this walk
accompanied by one friend, and four Sherpas that carried equipment – cos bearing in
mind that you’ve got tents and toilet tents and food and God knows what that ’as to be
carried, and plus all your equipment and changes of clothes and everything, although
we only actually had the equipment that we had to conform with airline amounts of
weight when we flew out there. But these Sherpas seemed to conjure up a load of
stuff, you know, they’d have trays of eggs and what-have-you, and cooking
equipment and all sorts, and it took four of hem to carry this stuff and guide us up to
Annapurna. But basically meself and a friend – Geoff Watkin – did this walk together,
and the walk started with a really steep climb where for the first day we actually
climbed several thousand feet up, glorified rock steps: extremely steep and extremely
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hard work to get up, and a big drop be’ind you, but [sound of door banging] not too
difficult under-foot. And we set off and we went for several days, and eventually
came to the best vantage point before we would have had to do a massive descent,
before we climbed again, and I’d become quite ill with what were probably some sort
of viral infection and through the night I’d break out in hot sweats and then start
shivering freezing and what-have-you and then I’d have bouts of sickness, and I’d
already had bouts of diarrhoea, and in a way I sort of feared for me life – not that I
might fall over and die but that I might die of an illness, and when we got to this final
ridge, where we got superb views of Annapurna, and would have had to start
descending. Now Annapurna is a big group of mountains but there are several big
group of mountains dotted around, so you like have Annapurna one, two and three,
maybe together, summits, and then you’ve got, some distance away, another group of
Annapurnas: four and five and six and seven in different groups. So Annapurna’s a
massive sort of area, with individual peaks within it and big gaps between these
mountains, but fantastic scenery, and we decided that, you know, as we were only
walking for pleasure and we didn’t have any ultimate goal other than pleasure, that we
when we got to this final ridge where we got these fantastic views of Annapurna, and
we would have had to start descending a long way then, before we climbed again, that
we’d call it a day and walk back. And then henceforth from that we had a week’s trip
to the jungle to observe the tigers and crocodiles, and bears and rhinoceros, and deer
and snakes and one thing and another. The highlight obviously were being on
elephant back and face to face with a tiger: probably only about 20 feet away, poised
ready to attack. On returning to Kathmandu I then suffered a bout of dysentery – a
new experience – and had to stay indoors for a few days while these very strong drugs
cured it. We also took the opportunity, while we were out in Nepal, to have a weeklong tour of Tibet, which were a fantastic travel experience, largely (apart from Lassa
and one or two other places) a wilderness country, and we actually crossed passes in a
minibus that went up to p’raps 17,000 feet: almost as high as what I’d been on Mount
Everest, and in effect had this bus broke down on the top of one of these passes, if you
hadn’t got out and descended quickly, you’d have died. You could only live by virtue
of the fact that you warn’t expending any energy, and that you were being sat on this
minibus or p’raps just got off it and stood at the side of the road, and by virtue of the
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fact that you’d just gone up there and you had been fairly high before – Lassa being
over 10,000 feet, maybe 12,000 feet – so you’re fairly acclimatised but not
acclimatised enough for these passes, but acclimatised enough to be up there a short
while. And really this trip round Tibet, I were with an excellent group of people and
we had a fantastic time: probably only about eight of us at the most, and we had a
brilliant trip, thoroughly enjoyed it.

[End of Track 23]
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[Track 24]

[Voices in background.] A fantastically-enjoyable trip and one of life’s never-to-beforgotten lasting memories. In fact it’s one of them things that barely a day goes past
without, in some way or another, you don’t think about it. On the walk to Annapurna
we’d met this fantastic Sherpa called Outam Rei and nothing were too much trouble
for him, he were extremely friendly and spoke excellent English, and the fact that he
was so helpful, and especially helpful to us when we got back into Kathmandu that I
developed a lasting friendship with him, and, two years later in 1994 I did a series of
lectures [knocking sound in background] to raise money to pay for him to come and
stay in England with me for three months, and for three months he did everything that
I did. One of the ways of financing trips, which is a normal method that climbers
have, is to do lectures after your return and hope that yer earn enough at least to go a
long way towards paying for your trip to the Himalayas or wherever, and in order to
do that, a lot of lectures require that you take a really good set of colour slides, and
that you give a presentation of the trip and talk about it. And also, you could do an
after-dinner-type speech where you basically just stand up and talk to people, and this
was something that initially I wouldn’t necessarily think you really enjoy at first: I
mean, I’d had my experience at school of public performing and this is obviously
stood me in good stead and were a big help when I had to do this. Now when I came
back from Mount Everest I decided that, since I only went to about 19,000 feet and
hadn’t climbed Mount Everest, you know in fact I’d have had another 10,000 feet to
go, I’d only actually climbed two-thirds of the way up Mount Everest. But I didn’t go
to climb Mount Everest, I went to get the most fantastic view you can get of it, and I
decided that I warnt prepared to do a technical talk, explaining to people all the names
of these mountains, and why this and why that. And that, on many occasions, my
audience’d be a much more general audience, and I decided that what I would do is I
would look for as much humour as possible, and put an extremely humorous talk
together, and this is what I did. Now, if I were to show colour slides and talk then, you
know, you would be talking a minimum of a two-hour performance, but I basically
developed a 50-minute to one-hour talk. Talking is, [phone ringing in background]
you know, a great pleasure in life really and people forget how great it is to talk. Lots
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of people do talk but, to me, talking about what your aims are or what you’ve done or
whatever in the right place is absolutely brilliant, and from the days when I went
fishing I had friends and we’d spend hours and hours talking about what we’d do
when we went fishing and this, that and the other. [Voices in background.] I’ve
always sort of had the approach that talking is fantastic as long as it’s backed up with
doing, and I really don’t have much time for talk on its own, but talk and action, or
action and talk suits me fine. I’ve always felt that, you know, I could talk about things
because I’ve always been the sort of person that’s backed hem up with action, but
quite often when people see you with your disability, they think you’re living in a
fantasy land and they can’t grasp that it’s all backed up by action, and that every part
of my life, if you actually were to be face to face with me at home [it] supports
[laughing] everything that I ever said. Anybody that knows me, would think I were
just, you know, people sort a just think they forget that you have a disability and they
just think that you’re perfectly normal, and in a way this is the biggest compliment
that people can pay yer, but equally it can sometimes be a difficult thing to live with.
When I brought this Sherpa over to England for three months, apart from the fact that
I had to pay for him to fly out from Nepal to England, I also had to pay him loss of
earnings for three months, so with this in mind, I’d decided that I’d just had an
extension finished on my bungalow – I’d just basically doubled it in size – and that
I’d have him help me re-landscape the garden and p’raps do a bit of painting here and
there to help me. And so, I’d agreed with him that when he came over he’d help me
with jobs around the house for six weeks, and that we’d go away for seven weeks. So
we went to the Lake District, and as far as southern Scotland, and across to the
Humber Bridge, and he saw an awful lot of things while he were over here, and I
remember when we went across to the Lake District I took him to see the sea, and
somebody said to him, ‘What do you think of the sea?’ and he says, ‘God, it’s big. It’s
massive. It really is big,’ and this person broke down in hysterics. ‘God he thinks the
sea’s big. It’s hilarious, everybody knows it’s big, everybody knows what the sea is.’
But he’d never seen the sea before, and I turned round to this person and said, ‘Well,
if you went to Himalayas and you saw Mount Everest, what would be the first thing
that you’d say? [Laughing] You’d say “It’s big. God, it’s big: it’s very big,”’ and yet
they find it hilarious that this guy from Everest finds the sea big, and it’s these
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realities of life that appeal to me: that so many people live an unreal life. You know so
much is lived in the mind, and to me life’s about an appreciation and an
understanding, and [noise of door banging] a reality, and I would say that what
actually got me to Everest and Annapurna were a devout realism. I understood what I
could do, and what I couldn’t do, but understanding what I could do at the extreme,
and being prepared [laughing] to go to that extreme. And the other thing in life is that
when yer actually live at the extreme, where if anything goes wrong you’re gonna die,
the thing is that life suddenly has a big value to you, whereas if you live life without
the risks, well OK, you know, it has a nominal value, and you think, ‘Well I don’t
wanna die, I don’t wanna do this,’ but when you’ve laid it on the line and you’ve still
got it, you realise how precious it is and what a value it is – it has a value on it. And
for me, if I were to go out walking, which basically I can’t do any more now, but the
moment when I put my boots on, and get me three or four pairs of socks on and me
boots comfortable, at that moment everything changes for me, and as soon as I get out
and walk, you know, it’s like that is my sporting moment – it’s like a football player
running out onto the pitch at Wembley. If something’s possible, then it’s gonna
happen for me; and yet I could be struggling around, hobbling in me shoes, hardly
able to walk, but the moment that I get me climbing boots on, then suddenly this is
serious, and something inside you says, ‘This is the time when the talking stops and
you have to perform.’ And you know, I watch sporting people on television and listen
to them on radio and what-have-you and they say, ‘Oh, when you run out onto the
pitch it feels gladiatorial,’ and you’re thinking, ‘How far-fetched is this? Nobody is
gonna to die.’ When [laughing] gladiators went into the arena, many of hem were
gonna die, you know, and it’s like a symbolism that people would like to have you
believe but when you actually analyse it, they’re imagining it. It’s something that
they’re living in their brain: it’s gladiatorial and part of the brain is extracting this
business that somebody is gonna die before they compare it, and it’s not gladiatorial
unless [laughing] somebody could die. And it’s these everyday attitudes, you’ll get
somebody say, ‘This is almost unique,’ well you can’t qualify unique. [Laughing.]
Something is either unique or it’s not: something is either this, that or the other, and
we live in a society with TV, computers and everything where – and I mean even
from the days of cinema – people can in effect sit in their armchair and imagine that

© The British Library Board and Scope

http://sounds.bl.uk

John Hawkridge Page 204
C1134/20 Track 24

they’re James Bond, and they can leave something actually thinking that they’ve done
something, when the reality is that unless you get out there and put yourself in these
situations you haven’t actually done anything. And I mean one of the greatest things
that I enjoyed were when I raced a sailing dinghy, because although you didn’t expect
to die, if you made a mistake, you turned over – you got dumped in the lake or whathave-yer – and this is something that you desperately didn’t want, and the excitement
of it is something that’s difficult to communicate, and also for me being disabled I
could have easily died, cos if the boat turned over and I went under the sails, I may
not have been able to get out from under hem or what-have-you, and so I had to be
that extra bit vigilant, and in effect, make sure that I didn’t turn over. Between going
to Everest and Annapurna, I’d also been to Northern Ireland, and climbed Slieve
Donnard – the highest mountain over there – to raise money for Phab Northern
Ireland (a charity for disabled/able-bodied people) and as a consequence of this event
raised about £20,000 and I became a vice president of Phab Northern Ireland, a job
which I’ve taken seriously ever since and whenever my services are needed in
Northern Ireland, I’m only too ready to go over there to either raise more money for
them, or to enlighten people or speak about it. [Someone sneezes in background.] I
also had a trip to the Republic of Ireland, to try and climb the highest mountain there
– Carrantuohill – but bad weather made an attempt at the summit impossible. [Voice
in background.] After I came back from Everest, as well, the Outward Bound
Association asked me if they could run courses for handicapped people in my name,
and I agreed to this and encouraged it so long as the courses stuck to certain
principles: mainly that people did what they could for theirselves, and were only
offered assistance at points where they warn’t able to manage on their own, and that
no emphasis were put on how long it took to achieve things but on what were actually
achieved.

[End of Track 24]
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[Track 25]

[Voices in background.] After completing the Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk, I still
felt that I had a capacity to walk longer distances: I didn’t know how far, and I didn’t
really wish to outface meself by tackling some mammoth walk without really
understanding what I were taking on, but I knew that I could probably walk for more
days and cover a greater distance. With this in mind, I had lined up to do the Lyke
Wake Walk – a 40-mile walk over the North Yorkshire Moors – not climbing any
particular peaks, but nevertheless a long gruelling walk, and at 40 miles, 15 miles
further than the Three Peaks of Yorkshire. [Voices in background.] The Lyke Wake
Walk proved to be a bigger challenge than anticipated, and in fact I ended up with
several failures. Meanwhile, in 1977, I’d decided that I would undertake the hundred
mile walk of the Dales Way, walking from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere,
[banging sound in distance] through the Yorkshire Dales, especially doing the
complete length of Wharfedale. I undertook this walk the first week in June, and
although it were wet, the day that I actually commenced the walk, from that moment
forward, the sun shone brilliantly. It turned out to be a scorching week. Now, [sound
of knocking in background] I made steady progress on this walk, in fact the first day I
walked nearly 15 miles (which is actually the furthest that I have ever walked in one
day in me life, so I set a new personal best with that), but having done that I’d caused
meself some damage by way of blisters on me hands and feet maybe and this didn’t
stand me in very good stead for the rest of the walk, as I subsequently had to keep
going, facing further difficulties as each day came. At certain points along the Dales
Way, which was actually familiar countryside to me, I did pass certain friends who I
were able to visit, which sort of added to the encouragement of keeping going, day
after day. After about the fourth day or so, I arrived at Hubberholme and by this time
were fairly worn out. Now there’s the ancient church of St Oswald’s at Hubberholme,
and being in a fairly worn-out state, I decided to seek solace and guidance within this
church which I had attended several times previously, and while alone in this church,
I did an awful lot of soul-searching about why I wanted to do this walk, what the
motivation was, and what I hoped to get out of it, and prayed for enough strength to
make the right decision as regards whether to carry on or whether to call it a day and
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pack in, bearing in mind that things were beginning to get really difficult. And the
answer came by way of a feeling that came over me, [sound of door banging, then
closing] that really made me believe that if I really wanted to do it and wanted to do it
for the [banging of door] for the right reasons, I would find the strength to carry on
and succeed, and equally, if I had any doubt or peculiar reasons for wanting to do it,
not maybe as sincere as doing the walk, then I wouldn’t manage to do it. So I came
out of that church with renewed energy and ready to face the next five or six days
ahead. I was doing this walk with a friend – Philip Finch – who’d actually
accompanied me on the Three Peaks Walk and was on the successful time that I did
the Three Peaks, and also on an unsuccessful assault on the Lyke Wake Walk: largely
unsuccessful, but due to bad weather as we did it in December, [phone ringing in
background] but, the other thing is that when you’re doing a long walk like this, you
know, I worked for the Inland Revenue and I only had so many days leave, and this
warn’t an open-ended venture. I basically had one week to do it, or I had to finish and
go home anyway, and the other difficulty is that when you’re walking with another
person, they’re not just walking for my benefit, they’re doing this walk for their
benefit as well, and it’s not just my decision whether we terminate and pack in,
because unless we stay together there’s no walk, and in order to maintain this walk,
you know, you’ve got a fairly tight schedule, [sound of door closing] and you have to
meet targets every day, because once you start missing targets then the whole thing
becomes futile because it becomes obvious that you’re not gonna make it. So, around
the middle of the walk I was sort of every day just managing to meet targets, and to a
certain degree living in hope. To do a hundred mile walk in a week – which
technically amounts to nine days; from Saturday till a week the following Sunday –
means that for them nine days you must average at least 11 miles a day. Now my
general walking speed over that sort of terrain for a prolonged period of time, I would
probably walk at an average of about one mile an hour, and so that means that every
day I have to be actually walking for 11 hours, which takes an awful lot of effort and
tenacity, and any other word you wish to describe it. It is a massive input to work flat
out for 11 or 12 hours a day, bearing in mind that that excludes meals, any rests or
anything else, so this’d often mean that we’d be up walking at six or seven on a
morning, and probably walking while maybe seven and eight or even nine on an
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evening, and although technically I did this walk with Phil, [Philip Finch] in actual
reality, for a large part of the time, we never actually walked together. You know, he
carried the equipment that we had, a tent, and sleeping bags, and I carried a small bag,
and we just met up at regular points. Because for a fit person to walk at one mile an
hour, day after day after day, you know, is more or less as difficult as what it is
[laughing] for me to walk at one mile an hour. So the solution to it were for him to
walk ahead and either wait if he came to a barrier like a wall or difficult fence that he
[voices in background] thought I might get stuck at or [someone laughing in
background] as often was the case, walk ahead to the next village that we were gonna
go through, where he could find either public house or shops, and wait for me. On the
first morning actually I had a fairly bad fall and bumped me head on a dry stone wall,
and to some extent it sort of like caused some swelling around me eye and it warn’t
really a good omen, the fact that I’d damaged meself within a couple of hours of
setting off, but, you know, I seemed to have that situation under control and gradually,
as days went on, that were a situation that rectified itself. But with it being so hot, one
of the worst problems that we had were being bitten by assorted flies, from little
things right up to horse flies – dung flies especially were prolific – and you get to the
point where you’ve been bitten by such nasty things that every time you imagine or
even think that you’ve felt something, you’re reacting instantly, you know, cos you
[are] definitely not wanting to get bitten by such serious bugs. I had taken me Cine
camera with me so from time to time we got this out and took some panoramic shots
of the walk and often me walking in these shots, and this ended up as about a 30minute film – about 10 three-minute films we took – and this came as a reasonable
record of me doing this Dales Way walk. At one stage, bearing in mind I probably
looked very desperate, as well as feeling desperate, and we’d passed Ribblehead so
we were probably about, what, just a good distance over halfway and [voices in
background] at certain points on the walk, not too often but you had to follow a road,
and at this particular point I’d turned off and were walking down a road which was
still quite a long way to go, towards this next village called Dent, and I’m sort of
staggering down this road, and this farmer pulled up in his vehicle and says, ‘Can I
give you a lift?’ Now I must have looked horrendously worn out and in a really bad
way, and for a moment I had great difficulty in coordinating me mind enough to be
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able to say to him, ‘No, [laughing] I’m doing a long walk: I’m on the Dales Way
[Walk], and being a walk I don’t really need a lift,’ and this must have come as quite a
shock to him considering the state that I were in, especially by this stage as I’d sort a
set this target that I had to get to this pub – The Sportsman’s Arms – and it were a
target that if I didn’t make it that far that would be the end of the walk, and as we sort
of entered the second half of the week [someone laughing in background] we had to
have these fairly rigid targets, where we’d sorted this walk out into sections, and if I
failed to make it to the end of a section at the end of the day, that had to be the end of
the walk, and only by doing this could I maintain Phil’s enthusiasm and momentum. I
mean he could have done this walk very easily but, you know, the fact that he were
walking at my speed or walking on and waiting and hanging around a lot of time, it
meant that, for his sake as well, you know, as I say he warn’t there simply for my
benefit, we were both doing this walk and if I failed to meet targets then that were
really the end. [Phone ringing in background.] And in some ways he would have liked
to have packed in at certain points, and I had the great problem of sitting down to him
and saying, ‘Well, you’ve got rights as well as me, and if you want to pack in, you
pack in and I pack in with yer. But while ever I can meet these targets, I’m not gonna
pack in: I’m gonna keep going even though it may be obvious to people looking at me
that I’m probably not gonna make it, I believe that I am, and as long as I meet targets
I’m gonna keep going,’ and faced with such a difficult situation, although he would
have loved to have packed in at this stage, he couldn’t bring it in hisself to pack in and
me have to pack in with him. But just as I had a right to say ‘Well I’ve had enough,’
and pack in, he also had a right to do the same thing. The following morning as we
left The Sportsman’s Arms we came upon a party of schoolchildren that were on a
school trip up in the Dales, and they were out walking as well, and I’m walking on me
own on this section and feeling really desperate, and three 15 or 16 year old girls
came up to me, started talking to me and asked if they could walk with me. And, you
know, this really boosted me morale and kept me going at what to me would be my
full speed, and also put me in a position where p’raps I didn’t have rests that I might
otherwise have had, and this gave the walk a bit more momentum. I made better
distance inspired by these schoolgirls who talked to me about lots of things and I
suppose they realised that they were inspiring me to keep going. We made it to Dent
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by lunchtime and things started to look up, and we decided that if we could make it on
to Sedbergh round the grammar school area, by evening, we would definitely be well
and truly back on target. Some time after nine in the evening, we did make it to
Sedbergh Grammar School, and not really being able to find anywhere immediately, it
were quite late, so we nipped in a pub for half an hour till it got dark and then decided
to put our tent up on Sedbergh Grammar School, on edge of playing fields. It seemed
a good idea, and decided that we’d get up extremely early in the morning and be gone
before any body knew [laughing] we were there. Although still about another three
days to go, the end seemed in sight, and inspired by this things went well for the last
few days. And, although with the weather being red-hot, you know, everywhere that
you had that were exposed to the sun were wearing out and skin were falling off, and
your neck was sore. Anything around exposed parts of your body were extremely
sore, but you just knew that from somewhere you’d manage to keep the strength up to
keep going. And we duly arrived into Windermere at lunchtime on the Sunday, to be
greeted by the friend who’d walked with me the first day (as Phil couldn’t join me till
the morning of the second day), and met us to have a celebration drink and then give
us a lift back home. By 1982 – this is five years later – I still had unfinished business
on the Lyke Wake Walk, and following the death of me mother, immediately after the
funeral, accompanied by me brother-in-law (well, me brother-in-law –to-be at that
stage) we set off on the Lyke Wake Walk: this being late September, and although
rather a sombre occasion, we managed to complete the walk successfully in four days.
Now the Lyke Wake Walk is a gruelling walk and part of it crosses bog land, which
were very difficult, although I think something’s been done about it now, like
footpaths put down or re-routed to places where it’s not quite so boggy: horrendously
bad for some short distances at one point, and I mean horrendously bad. How I
managed to get over it with walking sticks I do not know, but I know one thing that if
you didn’t keep moving you would definitely have sunk: that’s how bad it were. And,
especially walking sticks, you just really could put very little pressure or very quickly
on hem, before they disappeared. The Lyke Wake Walk took exactly four days, from
beginning to end, more or less to the minute. We’d driven up to the starting point, and
as most good walks do, it more or less starts from a pub – The Queen Catherine Head
[Queen Catherine Hotel] at Osmotherley – and before I started the walk, we went into
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the pub and asked the landlady if it’d be all right to park the car, and that we could be
a while doing this walk, and would she keep her eye on it. At which point she said,
‘Well, where’s your back-up team?’ Now most people do the Lyke Wake Walk as a
charge across this moor, which you’re supposed to do technically. To become a
member of the Lyke Wake Walk Society you’d have to do it in 24 hours, but it were
obviously gonna take me really at least four days, and there are no villages or
anything along the way, other than the fact that you cross about three or four roads at
different points, and that’s all. The nearest thing that you come to civilisation is
crossing a road, and for these people that charge across it in 24 hours, it’s obviously
convenient to have a back-up team at this point where you cross the road, and they
can get refreshments, change of clothes or change of whatever they need, before they
set off on the next part of the walk. Anyway, I explained to this landlady that it were
gonna take us anything up to a week, and that we were really equipped to stay out
there: we had enough food and spare clothing and equipment to be out until we made
it to some point of either had to be picked up on a road, or thumb a lift on a road or
whether we made it to the other end. Anyway, as I say, we made it, and I suppose the
big highlight of the walk for me were early one morning when we were crossing a
stream on stepping stones along a Roman road, and this were quite one of those
spiritual experiences of being totally at one with nature and the world. Anyway, we
managed to do this walk and then it took a full day, while we caught about four or five
buses back to different points to Osmotherley. First of all we caught a bus from
Ravenscar to Scarborough and then from Scarborough to Whitby, Whitby to
Guisborough, Guisborough to Stokesley, and then eventually from Stokesley I think
down to Osmotherley. And obviously on arriving at the pub (this Queen Catherine
Head), you don’t just go and get in your car and drive it away when you’ve asked
them to keep an eye on it, so I went into the pub and the landlady says to me, ‘Did
you manage to do the walk all right?’ At which point I said, ‘Yeah.’ She says, ‘Did
you enjoy it?’ Now the problem with doing long walks like this is that your
enjoyment might not be quite so immediate: you know, you do get great long-term
enjoyment out of it, but you could well be a bit worn out at the end of it. But I did
manage to struggle and say, ‘Yes,’ and then she says to me, ‘Was it very difficult?’ at
which point her husband (the landlord) appeared and said, ‘It looks as though it was,
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he looks to be in a bad way.’ She says, ‘No, he’s not,’ she says, ‘He looks like that
before he started.’ The following year, I decided that I’d have a go at the Coast-toCoast walk – a 200-mile walk, basically across the Lake District then across the
northern Yorkshire Dales, ending up walking across the North Yorkshire moors to the
coast – and by this time John was me brother-in-law, and we set off basically with
about two or three weeks, probably three weeks, to do a 200-mile walk. We’d a
friend, we went up to St Bees, and we [were] dropped off at St Bees, and he brought
the car back home again, and then we set off on this marathon walk. First of all we
walked along the coast and then set off inland, eventually walking down Ennerdale
before crossing a range of mountains, and then across to Borrowdale, before
ascending another range of mountains and making the long descent into Grasmere,
before camping on a friend’s lawn in Grasmere, and then crossing another massive
range of mountains (the Hellvellyn range) before arriving in Ullswater, and then
crossing another big range of mountains which involved going to the summit of
Kidsty Pike, at about 2,600 feet, and then down into Ullswater Valley and out towards
Shap. Now by the time we reached Shap, you know, I were fairly well-worn out. Now
we’d walked about the worst third of this coast to coast walk. We’d done abut 70
miles or so, but it had been horrendously hard work over these four ranges of
mountains. It had been extremely rewarding, and there’d been some fantastic sights,
including seeing a golden eagle take its prey as it descended. We actually slept only
yards from the summit of Kidsty Pike, and as we descended the following morning,
really early hours, we saw one of these golden eagles come down and grab its prey.
And we walked through woodland with glades of bluebells and found a fantastic
valley that I’d driven past loads of times up near Cleator in the early stages of the
walk but never realised how fantastic and quiet this valley were as you walked up,
before you met this road. And as I began to walk down Ullswater [Valley] I began to
suffer with a terrible pain really in the bottom back of me left ankle, on the Achilles’
tendon what I’d had operated on when I were 12 year old, and this pain became so
horrendous really that by the time we got to Shap, it didn’t...

[End of Track 25]
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[Track 26]

I’d walked for two days as we neared Shap, with this pain in the back of me left ankle
progressively getting worse, and really I could hardly stand up on it, and it made no
sense to attempt to continue, so be time we got to Shap we just decided to call it a day
and phone for our lift back in Leeds to come and collect us and get us back home, the
lift on this occasion being a good friend – Ian Davidson – who’d really supported us
in some of the things that I had done. I wouldn’t describe it as ‘a disappointment’ to
have not done the coast to coast because the good third that we did were the most
rewarding part about it. Me life at that time revolved an awful lot around the Lake
District, and we had basically just walked across the Lake District and began to walk
out of it, and the other thing is that, you know, it were always, from day one,
questionable whether I would be able to hold body and soul together for 200 miles, on
a fairly tight schedule and under a lot of pressure. Throughout this, we set off on a
Saturday and we packed in on a Monday, and throughout that period, that 10 days,
we’d endured a violent thunderstorm as we crossed the second mountain range, and
we’d had to make camp hastily, with lightening illuminating this tent, even as we
were getting in and laid down; you know it were an horrendous evening. And then as
we crossed the third mountain range, from Grasmere over Helvellyn, as we neared the
point where we crossed, it began to rain, and as we descended to Ullswater, it rained
and rained and rained, and once again we were absolutely soaked, had to put up camp,
get into dry clothing, and decide not to walk again until it were dry because, you
know, we’d only one set of clothing spare and we couldn’t risk getting wet until we
got out other set dry again, which one does by hanging it out on the edge of your
rucksack as you walk. [Laughs.] So, all in all, it had been a [voices in background]
rewarding experience: as much about survival, p’raps, as long-distance achievement.
In fact, as I packed in this coast to coast walk, I did think that maybe at a later stage I
might carry on from the point where I’d left on and complete this walk, but the great
will to do it I don’t suppose were there after doing the Lake District part, and I’d
already crossed the North Yorkshire Moors on the Lyke Wake Walk. And although
the coast to coast don’t exactly follow the Lyke Wake Walk, it does in places, and to
some extent have a very similar sort of route. While I’d been doing these things, I’d
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never really looked at it or viewed it in this way, but I was serving an apprenticeship
when I eventually walked to Mount Everest. When I did each of these walks, purely
and simply, I were picking a route over terrain which I knew would give me an awful
lot of enjoyment, and I were challenging meself by the distance, and the whole
purpose of doing it [door banging in distance] were to get the adventure of a two-man
expedition, and the enjoyment of p’raps in most cases if you passed pubs along the
way, calling in, especially for lunch or evening meal, and finding out what my own
personal limits were, because I had a need to understand what my body were capable
of doing and technically how long I could hold it together for, and what my
capabilities were. And, also, you know, I had a lot of skill in that department of
extreme walking, and if you have a real skill for something then it’s nice to be able to
exercise it to its absolute full. On a very long walk, as well, you always get the feeling
that [sound of door closing] there’s gonna be no second chance, because if you’re
doing a hundred mile walk, [sound of door banging] and you pack in after 80 miles,
you’re never gonna start from beginning again and walk that 80 miles again, because,
you know, life’s too short to be dwelling on things like that. You’re not doing these
things just to say ‘I have done this, I have done that. This is what I have achieved,’
you’re doing it for enjoyment and if achievement comes with the enjoyment and
purpose, then that’s acceptable to me, but to set out with achievement as a goal, well
for me definitely, wouldn’t be a case because in my life I’ve never had this feeling
that I’d anything to prove to meself or other people, because it’s something that
you’re either a confident, complete person, or you have some sort of chip on your
shoulder, and you’re trying to prove summat, or you feel inferior or you feel in some
way not complete and you’re trying to prove something. Well, I never felt like that. I
mean I had the problem that as a child I could run around and hop, skip and jump,
although I did hem rather awkwardly. Against me will, I were dragged into hospital,
basically kicking and screaming, saying, ‘I don’t want this operated on, made a
complete mess of,’ and then not been able to walk. I went through a long period of
hating this, but I never felt, ‘Why me?’ I just felt this should never have happened,
and I never wanted it, and it never left me with a feeling of anything to prove because
I’d had something taken away from me, and if you’ve had something taken away then
there definitely ain’t anything left to prove, because you’re fighting something that’s
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improvable. And the other thing about doing long walks and climbing mountains is
that to some degree it normalised me because I did things that normal people did. So
when I arrived at this pub and or wherever on a night and people said, ‘Well where
have you been walking today?’ it were something that they could relate to and, you
know, if you’d just climbed say Scafell Pike or something, well everybody that’s
climbed Scafell Pike knows exactly what it is you’ve done and exactly how difficult it
is. If you’ve just climbed Ben Nevis, anybody that’s climbed Ben Nevis understands
completely instantly what you’ve done. You know, if you’ve done the Dales Way
[Walk], anybody else who’s done the Dales Way, or even knows what the Dales Way
is, would know immediately exactly what you’d done. The thing is that this often
breaks down the barrier completely to the fact that you’re disabled, and I would find
often in these days that I would constantly have people saying to me, ‘But have you
done the Pennine Way?’ this 250-mile walk down the backbone of England, and I
never had any intention of doing this Pennine Way. It weren’t a walk, p’raps the
middle section would have gave me a certain amount of enjoyment, but definitely
starting at the beginning or starting at the end and doing it in reverse would have
given me no enjoyment whatsoever, apart from this middle section, and I never
walked or did anything for that reason, so the Pennine Way, not by virtue of distance
but by virtue of what it was, was always off-bounds to me mentally. So, the happiest
walk that I could do would be the Dales Way, and to push meself harder – the Coast
to Coast. But, just to do long walks just because they’re there just never appealed to
me, and eventually, you know, well it became a thing, I’d always have people saying,
‘But you’ve never done Pennine Way.’ And it were amazing how people kept
bringing this Pennine Way up, and eventually when I walked to Mount Everest not
once when I came back from Everest did anybody ever say to me, ‘But you haven’t
done the Pennine Way.’ And I s’pose one of the most satisfying things of walking to
Everest is the fact that nobody ever judged your normality or, had you done this or
had you done that, because you’d done the ultimate walk and really it would be
pointless, [laughing] somebody saying, ‘Well have you done the Pennine Way?’ ‘No,
but I’ve walked to Mount Everest. I’ve been two thirds of the way up Mount Everest.’
So, obviously, this thing never happened after that, and that were something that I
used to find quite annoying because obviously a lot of very fit people do long walks
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just because they’re there, and the fact that I were doing these things and people were
seeing through my disability, seeing yer as, I s’pose, competition or a threat to what
they’d done, and suddenly your disability don’t come into it any more. It’s like if you
started passing O-levels, or A-levels, and you did them under open competition
alongside able-bodied people and suddenly you start getting A’s or better grades than
everybody else. Suddenly [laughing] your disability don’t exist any more because
your disability exists to people when I suppose although they may not feel superior to
you, they feel that you’ve got something inferior about yer, and the thing is that once
you compete in this open world and you do better than these people, that feeling
rapidly disappears. When you get a good job, they may say, ‘Oh yeah, well you’re
disabled,’ and this lot, but once you’ve been there a few weeks, if you do this job
well, all of a sudden your disability don’t exist any more: it only exists when it’s a
problem to you [voices in background] or that they feel that it’s a problem, or they
wanna make it a problem. To any normal person that you meet, once your disability
don’t exist to you, then [laughing] it don’t really exist to them, and I s’pose this is
something that’s difficult for people to get a grasp on until they actually live in that
lane of life. In 1982, I’d got a bungalow in Bingley, with 90-odd yards of garden that
had a section of the River Aire, and while me mother were in the throes of dying, I
were badly burgled, and subsequent to this I decided that I really needed a dog and not
only to help protect me property but equally as a companion. I got another dog which
I called Megan in November 1983, and after that, if I wanted to do a long walk, I had
to basically put her in kennels cos it were too difficult to take a dog on a long walk,
and if I went on a day walking this became very difficult unless I took somebody with
me to handle the dog, because I couldn’t handle her in difficult situations. And
contrary to what people might think, [voice in background] you know, you can only
let a dog loose in certain areas, and if I were walking in Lake District, I would not be
walking with a loose dog. You could well get your animal shot or even worse; it could
start worrying sheep, and so it’s not something that I ever contemplated doing. So
really, getting a dog put an end to my total freedom – although by this stage I were
beginning to get a bit older and things were changing for me, and also having 90-odd
yards of garden to do don’t leave you with that much free time, so I went into a phase
where, you know, me life had major changes. I became a property owner, and had
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responsibilities by way of a dog. Now I didn’t have any problem taking this dog out
in the car, I could take it out for a weekend or a week or whatever, but I had great
difficulty – I had to pick me places where I could actually take it and let it loose. I
also were doing a lot of voluntary work, partly by being involved in the setting up of
something called The Fieldfare Trust, and also I’d been a school governor for several
years and it weren’t just a job that you took lightly, it were a job that had certain
responsibilities. And then I did some voluntary work with Moor Park School for
handicapped children in Preston, and then later Rockley Mount School in Barnsley,
and Richard Oastler School in Leeds, for children with behavioural difficulties. In
1981, I’d done the Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk by a different route, thus complete
[completed it]. The Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk were, were initiated about 1948 or
so, in one of the very early issues of The Dalesman magazine, and the original walk
went from a public house in Dent, across Whernside to a public house, and then
across Ingleborough, to Horton-in-Ribblesdale to another public house, and then
across Penyghent to Littondale to yet another public house where this walk ended. I
had somebody who did a lot of work, a friend, Roger Sharples, who were actually a
physical education teacher at Moor Park School [Moor Park High School] in Preston,
and later headmaster of Rockley Mount [Barnsley] and he wanted to do a walk with
me, one of the things he wanted to do, and as it happened his parents lived in Dent, so
it seemed quite a good idea to do this Three Peaks walk, which he actually made a
film of and obviously I knew that I could, manage to climb these three peaks. I’d
decided that when I did the original walk that the ascent of Whernside from
Ribblehead was so steep and so bad that I’d never do it again. When you’re climbing
mountains or doing long walks, sometimes you cover a certain bit of terrain which is
very difficult, usually because it’s steep, and sometimes because if you fell off there’s
a long way to fall, and although you get stuck in and you manage to do it, when
you’ve completed it you say to yourself, ‘You will never, ever do that again,’ because
you’ve done it once, and you’ve lived, and that’s it, you’ve no wish whatsoever to do
it again. And this particular ascent on the last part of Whernside, this very steep side –
this path has now been rerouted – it was so bad that it amounted to being horrendous
and you reach a point where, in them days, I would never have done the Three Peaks
by the normal route again, because having been up that steep part of Whernside, I
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would never have wished to do it again, and it’s on the Lyke Wake Walk, the boggy
section: I would never ever have wanted to do that again. [Coughs.] And the time
when I slipped coming down Helvellyn, I’d never want to do that again, and parts of
the walk to Mount Everest, you know, I would never, ever wish to do hem again.
Sometimes in life you just have to be satisfied that you’ve managed to achieve
something, once. This tape; Philip is intended to replace the one that went astray, or
didn’t record properly, whatever the case may have been.

[End of Track 26]
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[Track 27]

I was born in 1948, with cerebral palsy. This were probably the result of a difficult
birth which ended with a forceps delivery. When I were born, I had apparently two
fairly bad marks on me head where these forceps had been hold, and at the time
nobody suspected any damage had been done, but when I were old enough that I
should have been walking, I had become rather proficient at crawling and reluctant to
walk, so it became obvious that I did have a problem. I did learn to walk, but just a bit
slower than what were expected, and as a young child I then progressed to running
about and doing most things that most children do. As soon as they really discovered
that I had cerebral palsy, I used to attend a clinic from Leeds Health Service for
physiotherapy, and probably to be consistently and constantly assessed. Neither my
disability nor being constantly assessed really seemed anything out of the ordinary to
me – I just felt normal and behaved normal and were treated normal within the family.
Then at the age of four, I went away to boarding school – Larchfield at Harrogate –
where one went on a Monday morning and returned home on a Saturday morning, and
I spent five years at Larchfield, leaving when I were nine. At this point, I attended a
special school in Leeds – Potternewton Mansion School – which although at the other
side of Leeds, and you had to travel there by a special bus, you did at least attend on a
daily basis. While I’d been at Larchfield, the main thing that concerned my disability
were the fact that I were fitted with callipers, probably as an experiment, as I felt they
did no good whatsoever, and I really hated them. I mean, in all honesty, they were just
a method of torture: they were designed to pull your legs straight, which is something
that were never gonna happen and it were just like putting somebody on the rack and
stretching hem. I just had my legs forced straight with a considerable amount of pain
and an awful lot of discomfort, and towards the end of me stay at Larchfield I were
also fitted with night splints, which just added to the agony and misery. The
educational side of things at Larchfield, you know, I would have described as
‘adequate’ and this were a school that only had 20 pupils, so another 19 people were
largely similar to yourself or they all had cerebral palsy but to different degrees. And,
really the one thing that Larchfield taught you were the fact that you were away from
home so long you had to be emotionally independent, and it also taught you basically
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how to be self-sufficient and [voice in background] not be so reliant on your family.
As a family, we always enjoyed a two-week summer holiday at the east coast of
Yorkshire – something which we looked forward to for the other 11 months of the
year – and this were a great family outing, when we probably either hired a caravan
for two weeks or, stayed at a flat. Leaving Larchfield warn’t a difficult move, but
moving to Potternewton, obviously moving into an whole new world, where at that
time there were pupils up to the age of 16, were a difficult move. In those days, if you
were handicapped, you couldn’t leave school until you were 16 although everybody
else could leave at 15. You couldn’t leave until you were 16 unless you were moving
on to some sort of other further education, or they may have let you leave if you had a
specific job to go to, but generally speaking you stayed until you were 16. At the age
of 11 I was described as having failed the 11-Plus, although I actually never knew
how I failed it cos I did an awful lot of work privately before I sat it, and I did have
able-bodied friends at home, and in comparison to them I did have some difficulty
quite understanding it, how I had failed. But failed I had, according to the authorities.
It was at this point that I went into hospital for me first operations on the hamstrings;
back of both of me legs. In retrospect it’s fairly obvious, looking at each leg, that
they’re not now a matching pair, that this were a total experiment, although it weren’t
exactly upfront about this at the time – you were given a very positive outlook to
something which turned out to be not such a positive experience. I came out of
hospital after having a tormenting time in hospital, and going through an awful lot of
pain and torture, and I came out of hospital and unable to walk and in a wheelchair,
which was something that didn’t please me one bit. I had been able to run, hop, skip
and jump and do most normal things prior to going into hospital and suddenly I found
meself coming out of hospital and in a wheelchair, and it grieved me a lot to say the
least. Gradually I learnt to walk on elbow crutches, and then some time later
progressed on to walking sticks, by which stage they decided that something that
they’d done to me left leg had caused a problem to the left ankle and that I’d have to
go back in hospital again for an operation on me left ankle. So I went in hospital and
had me Achilles tendon lengthened, so they said, but once again I came out unable to
walk and back in a wheelchair, and had the difficult process of getting back again
walking on walking sticks. By this time I would say me parents were pretty aggrieved
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about the situation and they’d seen me going from not to bad to being in a total mess
really, due to surgery: nothing natural any more. The difficulties that I had previous at
least were natural: the difficulties that I had now were largely man-made, so nobody
around me were happy with that. Like most children, certain aspects of education I
really enjoyed and certain aspects, especially the artistic ones, I enjoyed a lot less,
[voices in background] but I went to school with the intentions of learning and as best
as possible did me best to come out as well-educated as possible. At 14 I sat the
entrance examination to attend the Branch College of Commerce in Leeds and passed,
so immediately after me 15th birthday I left Potternewton Mansion Special School
and went to the Park Lane Branch College of Commerce, in Leeds. For a start this
involved catching two buses to get there every day, and two buses to get home by
public transport, so that came as a vast change in life to start with. Also, lots of these
students at this college, [voices in background] they’d really been failures at school,
and this were a second opportunity for hem, whereas for me it were a first opportunity
and, you know, I could have never have been previously classed as a failure and I
really devoted meself to getting educated over a two-year period, up to five O-levels,
and some of the students didn’t really like this and made life awkward for me. But all
in all I got by and survived it, and I suppose really it were nothing more than a lesson
for what life were gonna be like thereafter: you know, one lives under this illusion
that if you do your best and you do well you’ll be all right, but believe you me, in
those days, if you had a disability, it didn’t necessarily follow that you’d be all right.
At 15 and a half me parents had finally relented on what I were allowed to do and
what I warn’t allowed to do, and I were allowed to go fishing, and this opened up an
whole new world to me. I started going fishing first with me brother, then with
various friends, and then eventually on me own if I so wished, as time went on.
Through going fishing this opened up a whole new world to me, got me out in the
country, it gave me a certain amount of satisfaction in life, and it made all the other
trials and tribulations of life worthwhile. When I left college, I went to work for
British Rail, and although it were a job it were nothing special and one or two people
did go out of their way to make life difficult for me there, and eventually, after just
over 20 months, 21 months maybe, I decided that I’d had enough of this and left.
Subsequently I worked at Exide Batteries for a short while, before eventually I
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managed to get a job with the Inland Revenue, where I continued to work for the next
19 years or so. While working at the Inland Revenue I experienced what it were like
to work with extremely uncooperative [people?] or managers that wanted to make life
difficult for yer, and some extremely good people, some absolutely brilliant people
that were a pleasure to work with, and this probably took on about 50 percent one way
and 50 percent the other, so really it were a life of extremes. One minute you were
working for somebody that were all right and yer absolutely loved the job, and other
times you worried [worked?] for somebody who treated you terribly and you detested
the job and found it difficult to cope. But I did stick it out for most of me normal
working life, until eventually my doctor suggested that I should retire as things were
getting difficult and, as he said at the time, ‘We’re about to get worse.’ At the age of
20, I began to take holidays alone, and I also began to walk for pleasure. I’d obviously
learnt to walk and deal with difficult terrain, but largely on the level when I went
fishing, but as a result of this I enjoyed being out in the open air a lot and [voice in
background] during one of me first alone holidays in the Lake District, I had me first
attempt at climbing mountains. This was to eventually lead to me climbing 44
mountains in Britain. Around 1975, having climbed quite a few mountains by then, I
also decided that I wanted to test meself on long walks and, you know, part of
climbing mountains and doing long walks is understanding what you’re capable of
and equally understanding what you’re not capable of, and there’s nothing like a long
walk to know just exactly how far you are capable of walking. Anyway eventually, in
1976 I did the Three Peaks of Yorkshire walk, and then in 1976, ’77; the Dales Way,
from Ilkley to Bowness on Windermere, and later a long part of the Coast to Coast
Walk, and the Lyke Wake Walk. Walking gave me a chance to push meself to me
absolute limits of endurance, and thus know exactly what my capabilities were. And
equally, climbing allowed me to put meself into dangerous and difficult situations,
knowing that I’d put meself into hem believing that I had the capabilities to deal with
hem, and also knowing that, especially if you were on your own, if you didn’t get
yourself out of hem a serious option might be dying, and the fact that you went
through this process gave you a massive amount of self-belief and, although it is selfbelief, it don’t necessarily affect how other people see you or anything like that. It is
purely that you know who you are, what you are, where you are, and have a far
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greater understanding of yourself cos you’ve been to the extremes of life. In 1971,
basically I’d got me first car and I began using annual leave to do what I considered to
be a grand tour of the British Isles, and during the next three years, I visited most of
the visitable islands off the coast of Britain, [voices in background] and toured most
of the mainland. At this point I felt I’d served an apprenticeship in travel and also felt
that at least I did know Britain. In 1975, I did me first foreign travel, and most of me
foreign travels were done alone, and originally I went to Spain for a week, and then
followed that up with a fortnight in Switzerland, which allowed me to get amongst
their mountains and also go as far as Mont Blanc, in Chamonix in France. At this
particular stage I had a massive fear of flying, and did all me travel by land and sea,
so the trip to Spain involved a very long bus ride, down to Barcelona. Later that year,
I also spent two weeks on a bus tour going round Italy, which I thoroughly enjoyed,
visiting all these historical sites and some scenic coastline. The following year I did a
tour of Mediterranean countries, and then later on in the year a tour of all the countries
round the Baltic, and the following year I went round, well by bus, across Europe to
the far-eastern reaches: Hungary, Czechoslovakia and different places, and
everywhere that you crossed to get there: Austria. And then later on I decided that the
time had come when I either had to make a decision that I would fly, or that there’d be
certain countries that I’d never go to, and [voice in background] I made up me mind
that I’d have to deal with the situation, and I went to America for five weeks and had
a fantastic time going as far south as Mexico City to see the Pyramids of the Sun and
Moon, and ending up doing a bus trip from Vancouver, right across to Niagara in
Canada, before eventually coming back through America to come home. When I went
to America it were the first time really that I’d been abroad and not actually been on
any sort of package deal: you know I just booked a flight, went, and then didn’t have a
schedule but just treat every day as it came, and organised life on the road, which is
one of the most fantastic ways to enjoy a brilliant holiday, especially if you’ve got
phenomenal drive, and you’re gonna do a lot of things and largely travel by night.
Two years later, in 1979, I got married and went to America again for five weeks, but
this time on honeymoon, not alone. Once again we just went and just travelled
loosely, and had a really good time in general. After being married only 10 weeks, my
wife decided that she needed another woman and not a man and that in fact she’d
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made a mistake in ever getting married in the first place and, you know, in all honesty
there i’n’t really any answer to this. It’s no good saying, ‘We’ll have counselling or
get guidance or anything,’ you know, if somebody needs a woman and not a man,
basically there’s not much further you can go. So that ended up in divorce, and at this
point I started living on me, completely on me own (as opposed to me parents), so late
1979 I found meself living alone. Houses became quite important to me and I felt that
I needed to work hard and commit meself to properties and gardens until I reached
what I would have considered to be my, as it were, natural level on the property
market: something that you can afford, and something that you can cope with. And
this probably meant slightly over-stretching meself at one point when I had a
bungalow in Bingley with a hundred yards of garden and a section of the River Aire. I
enjoyed it for two years, but eventually decided that I couldn’t keep up with hundred
yards of garden for the rest of me life (hundred yards by 20 yards). At this point I
moved slightly down-market into the current house that I’m in now, which once again
it’s a bungalow and it suits me well, and fortunately in 1994 I managed to be able to
afford a big extension on it, so that I have a property what, to me, is something
which’d be fairly difficult for me to have something better-suited to what I need: and I
have enough garden that in me old age I can just manage to keep up to. In September
1982, I got badly burgled, when I lived in Bingley, and this resulted in me getting a
dog, and from 1983 I had a brilliant dog called Megan – it gave me a completely new
aspect to life. You know, I lived life with this border collie cross, and it limited what I
could do. It meant you couldn’t just go abroad at a moment’s notice and it were a
commitment in life, but equally it were a fulfilling commitment and a fulfilling
relationship, and in effect it added a new dimension to life. When Megan got to be 12,
I decided to have a younger dog so that I would have an overlap, and I got another
dog called Lizzie: a three-coloured border collie, and then after Megan died I decided
that I could manage two dogs and got a black and white border collie called Megan
Two. And Lizzie and Megan Two are the dogs which I still currently have. Lizzie
currently being 10, and Megan Two – six, in 2005. Around 1983, I had wanted to tour
Australia and New Zealand, travelling free really like I travelled round America, but
unfortunately the Australian authorities refused to give me a visa because they didn’t
want somebody disabled [laughing] wandering around Australia using Greyhound
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buses or whatever, and railways. In 1986, I wrote me first book – Sticks and Stones –
and on 1st April 1987 [voice in background] I had it published meself, as various
publishers had hummed and aahed about the prospects of it selling, although I must
say they all said that they liked it, they just worried about who’d want to read it, and
their market. I had known Chris, Chris Bonington, for several years, but as a result of
this book, a film company in Bradford wanted to make a film of me and Chris
climbing Ben Nevis, and it were while we were on the summit that Chris asked me if I
had any aspirations left in life, and being fairly honest sort of person I said, only one:
I’d like to see Mount Everest. P’raps one day I might go to Kathmandu and take one
of these early morning flights over it.’ Chris enthusiastically discouraged this and said
that I were perfectly capable of climbing to Kala Pattar at nearly 19,000 feet, at which
point you get what’s probably the finest view in the world of Mount Everest, and I
suppose you could say ‘The rest is history.’ It were a difficult decision to make,
whether to do it or not but, in the end I decided it was something that I just knew that I
had to do. And so, in late 1988, November, I went to Mount Everest, and after a few
hiccups – I was supposed to be doing this walk on me own with one Sherpa to
accompany, I ended up the BBC wanted to make a documentary, and after several
times refusing them, I eventually agreed, believing that the circumstances for a
documentary were right. Walking to Mount Everest and a small bit of climbing along
the way, were far more dangerous than what I could have anticipated and coping with
the altitude were a far greater problem, which I probably had anticipated but chose to
slightly gloss over. But anyway, I made it and I coped and I lived. As a result, I also
decided that I needed to do another walk in the Himalayas, not accompanied by a TV
crew, so that I could have space and do exactly what I wanted to do, and as a result of
this, in 1992, I went back to Nepal and walked to Annapurna, also having a week’s
holiday in Tibet and the jungles of Nepal, to see the tigers and rhinos, and what-haveyou. In 1989, I was fortunate to receive a [RADAR – Royal Association for Disability
and Rehabilitation] Man of the Year Award, for my sporting achievements, which
included considerably more than just climbing and walking up mountains – I’d raced
a sailing dinghy, an international enterprise, and also I had managed football teams for
work at the Inland Revenue. So I’d organised many sporting activities for members of
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the Inland Revenue, athletics, and football, and cricket: especially involved with sport
for women, which I very much believed in. Go to Side two of the tape.

[End of Track 27]
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[Track 28]

In 1973 I’d become a scout leader in Leeds, and ran a troop in a difficult area of Leeds
– Gipton – and I ran this scout troop basically on me own for three years, with a lot of
successes, and overcoming a lot of difficulties, due to the area. Around the age of 25,
I also became a school governor, at first with a group of Leeds special schools, but
then later on with some, what you might call ‘county primary schools’ and I were a
school governor until I were 50 – mostly uninterrupted – so I did almost 25 years as a
school governor. Before I went to Mount Everest I used to do talks and different
things, and when I came back from Mount Everest I became quite well-known for
these humorous talks that I used to give, and I did many lectures, a lot for charity and
various different causes, around the country, and in fact some as far away as Hong
Kong. Also after I came back from Everest, Outward Bound began to run courses for
handicapped people, ran on certain guidelines laid down by me and using my name,
and I attended all these courses, not participated but attended, and lots of different
handicapped people got a firsthand experience of a realistic Outward Bound course,
and I also subsequently became a governor of Outward Bound. I did more work with
the scouts and the Spin Valley Scouts sort of between Leeds and Huddersfield area,
had something called the Hawkridge Venture. I s’pose in life I’ve always enjoyed
talking, but it’s always had to be a part of, or running parallel with, doing. You know,
some people are just good at talking, some people are just good at doing, and I’d like
to think that I can both talk and do. When I went to college at 15, I were hoping that
this would be an opening that eventually I’d go to university and maybe become a
school teacher or something like that, but when the time came to move on no further
education establishments’d have me, and I’ve always been a person that when a door
shuts, you know, life moves on. I mean, you can hammer for years and years till you
get them open but, quite frankly, who the hell wants to put their life on hold? Life is
too short: life moves on, and if you don’t move on with it, you know. I’ve always felt
that life’s running out for yer and it’s not like a taxi meter where you think, oh
summat’s not happening, I’ll put it on hold,’ [laughing] it continues clicking away,
and day by day you’ve got less to go and I’ve always been conscious with my
disability that it was eventually gonna get worse, and that if I wanted to do something
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I had to get out and do it because, whereas somebody else could say, oh well, we’ll
travel the world when we retire, or we’ll do this,’ I were always acutely aware that I
had to do things while I was able to do hem. And I mean even the person that says
they’re gonna do this when they retire, or this when they retire, or this when they’re
50 or what-have-you, you know, they’re not taking into consideration that you might
be dead by then, or equally your circumstances might have changed drastically. In my
case that were too big a gamble to take. I had to sort of say, ‘Well, I wanna do this and
life’s too short to mess about: let’s get it done,’ and I suppose that sums up my life,
and the fact that I’ve always aimed to be happy, and I’d hope that everybody that
knows me thinks that I’m an happy person, and definitely in my later years of life I’ve
felt extremely fulfilled and extremely happy, and this has come about through the
amount of effort that I’ve put in to the things that I’ve done. I would have no qualms
whatsoever now [laughing] about sitting back and living on the fact of what I’ve done,
[voice in background] even though I can’t do it anymore, that’s not important to me,
the important thing is that I did it while I were able to do it, and that I’ve done
everything in life that I were able to do while I were able to do it, and now the fact
that things are becoming much more difficult, life’s becoming much more limited, I
don’t have any problem coping with that, cos I sort a live with, I won’t say ‘no
regrets’ but very few regrets, and I live with a great amount of happiness: and two
dogs. At 57 I still manage to live alone, I still manage to do me own shopping, and I
still manage to cope with two dogs, and I still manage to keep on top of me garden. I
get help from an assortment of people who each just have a small input, which gets
me by, and I don’t suppose when I came out of hospital, sat in a wheelchair, unable to
walk any more, that I could have dreamed of what life held in store, and the things
that I would eventually get to experience, and the fact that I would be able to live on
me own in an house and garden that I really enjoy. And I suppose, to sum the dog
situation up, they’re just really the cement that hold the bricks of life together. A
common thing that people might say to me is, ‘Ah, but it’s all right for you: you’ve
got friends, you’ve got this, you’ve got that and the other,’ and it’s very difficult to
actually say it to hem but you’ve always got to remind yourself in life that in order to
have a friend you have to be a friend, and if I’ve got lots of friends and if I’ve got lots
of people that care about me, it’s not because it’s a one-way thing: it’s mutual, and
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many people often forget this and it’s one of life’s lessons that’s well worth
remembering.

[End of Track 28]
[End of recording]
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