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Transcript
To you. What things were like during my life and times in the early 20s and 30s. As most people, they may not be aware of the fact that I was brought up in a children's home, I'll try and tell you that my earliest recollections of that were even of my life was rather of an intimate nature. I can never understand why that is so, but there it is. I was standing at the grid outside in the yard in the home. I've just been taken out of nappies and so wearing a pair of short pants. Now, my nanny who I had in charge of me then was Lisa who was an older girl, a senior girl from the home, you know, appointed as my nanny. And she had to teach me the ways and wherefores of everything you know. She even used to feed me the bottle before I was old enough start walking and she taught me to walk anyway. Or help it to we'll put it that way. Now, I can remember having these pants on like, and she was at I was at the grid. She raised my one of the sides of my pants up to one side so that she could extract my willy. And she made it made like a calling for a cat, you know, like chh chh chh kind of thing, you know. And of course, relief came and when it was over, she patted my head and called me a clever boy. She straitened my pants and then held my hand and took me back inside the home into the baby's room. Now, that's the first thing I can remember about living. 
To continue, I would like to say that from my personal experience children being brought up in the children's home practically from birth, don't bother about parents or anything at that age you see. For instance, I didn't even know my mother existed until I was about 10. The only person the whole world I knew and responded to when I was an infant was Lisa, of course. As I go into boyhood, I mix well with other children. Of course, in the in the home and at school. But I never forgot my Lisa. My memories of Lisa have never dimmed but they are of course private and dear to me, so I won't say any more about it. 
I always felt very sad when youngsters arrived to stay in the home. I knew what they were in for. Each and every one of them. Was traum- traumatized if you would, quite traumatized. Of course, the older the child was on entering the harder it hit him. For my part, well, I've been institutionalized and conditioned practically from birth, so I couldn't understand it then. But I soon learned. Especially in the dormitory at night, the number of terms young lads have sobbed himself to sleep. When they first arrived. I lost count. So I reckoned girls must have been the same. You see, we did have separate dormitories. Now. Being institutionalized, stood me in good stead in later years I will admit that. For instance, when I first joined the army. I never felt homesick. The idea of parents sat by the fireside or coals and all that kind of stuff wasn't for me. My home was in the Army and I loved every minute of it, practically every minute of it at least. And then of course, again, when I was first captured, apart from a  little apprehension at first like being. Captured and what have you would be wondering what was going to happen. Soon, not knuckle down to be in humiliated and all the rest of it. And I knew that one day. I will come out of it. So I resolved never to let it get me down and they didn't. My mates always used to say to me. How is it that you are always cheerful? What's the secret? I often got into trouble for having a permanent grin on my face you know. Even in the home I was often chastised for what they called then dumb insolence. All I remember in church on many occasions that we went morning noon and night of course. The service was so boring you see. Religion as I said, morning, noon and night as I said shoved down our necks. We knew this stuff backwards so to speak. So during the service we of course diversified a bit by doing a bit of drawing or writing a joke. Now, of course, we're start laughing a bit, smirking and sniggering. And of course, this would arouse somebody's attention and will be reported. A beating would follow but I took it without bother. You see, I was so used to it. I didn't let it bother me except occasionally. And I would be badly bruised. And for a while was silent, and I used the year for the day when I could start work and fend for myself. And maybe give back a little of what I got.
Looking back or thinking about the incidents that occurred from time to time during my upbringing in that home. You know, I thank God that I was able to think rather quickly. I think so anyway. And I had a swift answers to excuses for whatever situation. Reaction to awkward questions, of course. Was if I didn't have a satisfactory answer, I told the truth. The person then who would ask you the question, of course, was momentarily thrown off their guard, as it were. Because he used to think I'm always going to tell lies or something like that, but they always give me time to find an adequate excuse. And very often I got lucky. Now, one instance. One evening I was in the wash house of course that was a laundry room where the bulk of the home washing was done. I was peeling potatoes for the following day, a couple of sacks there were to do every day. And of course, four or five for weekend, Saturdays and Sundays. Now. Because that was one of my chores, you know? Many of them in those days, but to go on. Now we have a spud machine in this sort of place. And it was a barrel which was hinged. It had hinged lid on if you will and secured with a bar that went right through to keep the lid down of course. Now this barrel was it, well it was lined with the type of, you know, like graters they have for cheese and what have you. But there's like that inside. And it was inserted into a cast iron through if you would. There's two hands on so you could lift the whole thing out of this trough to let the water drain out of it, but this was after of course, the spuds were clean if you will. There was a handle on the side you turned down and turned it turned in half filled the thing with water, and then it more or less took all the skin off the peel if you would. And then of course you took the thing out of the water? And. I was doing this and just draining the water out of this particular machine one day mind you it didn’t always work like, but still then, of course, he was hand peeled and that was a longer job but still, I did it. Oh, I was saying, I was just about to take the spuds out when ohh I received a crack on the back of my head. Course thinking it was one of the lads like. Yeah, I struck back here and when I turned around there was a sister flat out on the floor. Well, of course she didn't do that again. But I was sent to the Superintendent, of course, who was a very fair minded man. I must admit that. And they accepted my explanation. Of course, this is furious. It turns out that somebody some lad had put some water in one of the beds you see. And when the sister went around to inspect before they got in more or less an hour or so before and they turned all the bed clothes back you see, and any stains or like that the chap got a clout, but a lot of them couldn’t help it. Of course one of the lads said that I had put the water in the bed. She never even given it another thought she'd come straight up to me and give me the clout on the back of the head of course, she didn't get the best of it did she. Anyway. I was about 13 1/2 then like. And of course she gave me a miserable time after that, ey she did really. And the point was you see I had this permanent grin on my face all the time, I wouldn't want anything more. I just used to have the grin on my face and do what I’m told and get on with it. Anyway, I was gonna say, thankfully eventually 2 weeks later I leave school, then get farm work, living in of course. Giving them 6 pence a week pocket money and two shillings and week was put in the bank for me. 
The home was not always a place of misery and dejection, oh no. For instance, every year while I was there, without fail. A large empty house at some seaside or the northwest. Some seaside resort, you know. Was put at our disposal. For a month, this was of course during the summer holidays. And we enjoyed ourselves there. OK, but. So we could go play games on the sands. Dig. We could make sant castles, or of course, we could paddle in the sea. Of course, under  supervision. So I used to like to sit down on the side down on the sand. And I'd count these chaps wearing these boaters, that's the little straw hats. White hats with the black band around them. And that the little flat ones and I used to count them and see how many I could count or look up and watch the charabancs passing along the promenade and count them. And there were some, my word, talk about nose to tail. Now to tell another little trick I used to, I used to walk along slowly, stroll along. Past these different rock stalls and. Of course, the chaps seeing me in my little jersey. And sandals on and one thing and another and say hello. He's a little homeboy and they used to pass out a bag of broken rock which you know wouldn't sell. What did he give it to us? And of course. Uh. We daren’t touch that, it had to be taken straight to his sister. And then, of course, we divide amongst us. Sometimes you got a lick and other times you got a mouth full it all depended on how she felt towards you. You know, you can have so much and you can have so on and so forth. But our meals, regular meals were a little better. You see while we were at the seaside. We nearly always daily had visitors and so. And the local shopkeepers especially green grocers took it up among themselves, to supplied tomatoes, lettuce, cucumber and the like instead of the usual two slices of bread with margarine and a knife with jam on passing over it. Plus, of course, we have the whole usual cup of tea doused with senna pods. Enjoyed, of course, then singing grace and tucking into tomatoes and that was alright I used to like that. 
One thing is to spoil our time on holiday you know, and that was our footwear. Because everybody wore sandals with no socks or stockings on. And consequently, our ankles just above the heel. And of course, ankle bones where the sandals rubbed were very sore couple of hours and the sand rubbing in and my word it used to really cripple us. We might be walking along in the in procession, you know, going from one place to another, and a buckle would come off and you had to stop and had to find it and make sure that you put it in your pocket and kept it safe otherwise you were in trouble when you got back. 
Of course, these seaside places were the target for a lot of these here missionaries and gospellers. Of course, we just had to be roped in. Every time. They were a pain in the backside. You see. If anybody walking along the prom or the beach saw a group of youngsters sat down there. Singing well they go out, they go and find out what's happening. And so they stroll and joined him as well. You see, this is how they used to get their congregation, audience, whatever you call it. [inaudible]. I would say I think I'll go and help her cook if you don't mind and peel some potatoes or. Something like that. Of course. The sister used to lap that up and say. Oh, yes. Go on. You go, go straight there. And don't hesitate to get where you're going and report to the cook straight away this I always did. And I used to do things for her a lot, scoured dishes and pans. Now and again she used to slip me a little cup of tea or something like that. And of course I enjoyed that. But I wasn't religioning again. And you know I wasn't, how do you explain this, that I wasn't getting more religion thrown at me, I’d had enough of that I don't mean nothing by that time. 
Now, by the way, the first job after tea. Of course, with me. Was while I was there was scraping spuds because there was no machine. Of course there, because I used to get another lad to help me. And. There were no potatoes there, of course, used to buy them there and we used to get them scraped. And. Mind you, the scrubbings and eyes, if any, were taken out on one side and the pile. And. They were inspected, you know. Before they disposed of. And. This is how it had to be of course waste not want not. And one major thing which I didn't like about the places where you know, was ridden with ants. They got everywhere and in everything. Oh, dear, dear to me. We used to get fed up with him. I used to go and sneaked some little buckets of sea water because I thought that got rid of them quite well, and it did. It seems to me that you didn't get quite as trouble with them if you used to sea water a lot, you see. 
There's something I would like to tell you about that. Perhaps you didn’t know. In those days, certain schools did have baby classes. You. Now. Some children. Three years old, just over were taken to school and left there. I know because I was one of them. Now what arrangements were made? I just can't remember. Whether it was because I was. What the terms homeboy? Is there a reason or? Anyway, I couldn't find out exactly why, but this is what happened to me. Now. What we did there was. You just played. You know, learn to play properly and learn to do as we were told that's. All. We, as far as I can remember, I can't remember doing any particular lessons or anything like that. In those classes, in those one or two classes, however. As I. Grew older and went into. The proper school, as I call it. Always, nearly always the youngest in the class that I attended. Consequently. As I went on the last 18 months I attended school I did no lessons of such. I would go into the art class so would work and maybe spend the morning on the metal lathe or the wood lathe. In the afternoons, I was sent to the recreation ground to put up the goal posts or hockey nets for the girls and maybe help the school caretaker with some little job, like holding his ladder or shoveling coal into the alcove next to where the furnace was. Which was dropped by the wagons, of course. Things like that you see. Now, in those days, standard 7 was the highest you could go. That was the headmaster's class of course. And you were expected to do your lessons with the minimum of supervision. The headmaster would have other work to attend. And. Anyhow. To being in the home, it didn't matter to me whether you're passed. Well, it did. To anybody, whether you've passed your exams to go to the grammar school or not. You were in those days, a homeboy. And there will be no special arrangements for you. Now the problem was you say that at 14 you had to vacate the home and stand on your own 2 feet. That meant getting a job where you could. And it had to be where you could live in. So that you can imagine. We lads from the home living on the farm. We were all exploited as far as I can tell. And it's 40 to the 4th both night and days. Summer, winter. You say the farmers knew that there wasn't much we could do about it. Having nowhere to go. The only way you could get away was to either find another position first, then work weeks notice, or become very ill and unable to work. Then you will be sent back to the home and put into the sick room. Now I speak from the experience when I say I think you were genuinely ill. And the sick room in that home was the finest place to be. I have witnessed really on this many a near miracle in there. I happened to have been in myself and I am forever grateful of the Matrons and the sisters of course who have pulled me from the pearly gates. 
When I was convalescing, you know, the matron used to take short walks with me you know, to ensure that it didn't go too far off to do with you see. Of course, she was a very practical woman. Very proud of the fact that I through her ministrations have recovered. I was nearly a year in convalescence and Matron was very motherly towards me. She wouldn't let me go anywhere else to get my strength back. She told me about the time the doctor called her three times in one day, he had a death certificate with him but she showed him away. And she stayed with me at night, especially and prayed  nearly all night. All the sisters would relieve her in the morning. Then she would designate the various duties to the staff. Woe betide anyone who made a noise the Superintendent, that was her husband, helped her with all he could, of course. And tended to most of the everyday affairs leaving her to attend to me. And I was very lucky to have such a good couple, my word was I. And of course I thank them of course, what else can I do. I could go on about this particular time. But you know that’s enough for now surely. 
Now every year in the summertime the co-op used to have the field day. One of the towns parks was taken over and of course with processions with bands and horses and carts and wagons were all trimmed up with balloons and flags and streamers and all sorts you know. And on these cats and wagons were great big barrels of beer, barrels of coffee and tea. Ready to drink. And of course, on the paths were rows and rows of food, meat pies by the score piled up high on trestle tables. Every kind of sandwich you can imagine. Boiled ham, cheese, beef, tomato, corned beef or sausages. Ice cream. Different kinds of the cake tin upon tin of biscuits. All this more food was placed shall we say on one side of the park, like and of course there was rope alleyways and you went down this alleyway and picked to whatever you wanted. Now you have to take your own mug with you so that you could get a drink out of the barrel. And that was it. And of course. Nobody needed a ticket. Not a ticket was needed. It was [inaudible] Anybody that wanted to go, it was a co-op you see? The big do then. And it was held on a Saturday, Saturday afternoon, of course. About to be about roughly about half past one I should imagine. Till I don't know what time went on till because. Now. We had to come away about 5ish to get back to the home you see. And of course, it was swings and roundabouts and sports. Jugglers and clowns, acrobats, wrestling, boxing and dancing and a grand time was had by everyone who cared to go and have a shuftie, have a look at it, you know. Of course, we were invited and it was one place that, of course, the sister couldn’t keep her eye on us. So, we were all given a mug and our name was printed on this cardboard and the home badge was stamped on this cardboard and pinned to our jerseys. And we had to take our little lad with us to supervise he was well. I look after him. We could go all where we wanted within reason, of course. The most important thing to be back, as I said at the entrance, not less than 5 o’clock. I always looked forward to that day. Besides getting our full of food from the attendants saw our badge. They would get a paper carrier bag and pat us on our heads and say “here you are, Sonny.” God bless you lad. And off you would go. Quite surprisingly, no one had got lost. And everybody arrived back at the entrance on time. Not wanting to miss out the following year, you see, we were crafty in that respect. When we got back of course, the carry bag was collected and the food was put on the big plates. And then a damp cloth was put over them. And they were put in the larder ready for Sunday night tea, along with of course the regular prunes and custard, or maybe rhubarb and custard. A bit stale you may think, but we didn't care it was food. One of the town’s favorite councilors, was a big fruit importer. And on many occasions he would send a horse and cart with a few boxes of bananas on for us. A lot of them were over-ripe, of course, but that they didn't last long enough for us to worry about that, like and. The other thing was if there was a function or something going on in the town, the people responsible  used to ring up the home and say send a couple of lads out and come to the back entrance, and send them to the background, with a couple of baskets and we will fill them for you with the food that we have left for them. Oh, of course it might be 8 or 9 at night, but still. So all the lads would pick [inaudible], but of course with that particular sister in charge, who was then I was seldom the, lucky one, you know. 

Now, I must admit we were like any other children who got colds and coughs and spots and what have you, of course we were. And one thing Sister used to do was periodically line us up in the room. And on the tails she would have three or four different types of bottles. She would have Scotts emulsion and brimstone and treacle. She had, what’s that other stuff called again, let me see now. Castor oil, cod liver oil, malt and raspberry vinegar. Now, the Sister was rather inclined to be a bit off or impatient, especially with me, which she was in that time my regular dose. Of course was, Castor oil. But. All the lads with coughs would get to Scotts emulsion. Or cod liver oil and malt. Some lads who were a little bit lax here and there, slow or whatever they which you would give them brimstone and treacle. And. The one with the ticklish coughs would get, of course, Raspberry vinegar. Now. I used to get hit a time or two, clouted across the ear ‘ole especially the ears. My ears, oh they were sore sometimes I would rub them and would get spots because I might have something on my hand that I didn’t know about and I would scratch them and they would spread thereby making all dirty spotty sores around just to the back of my ears and I used to have to get some yellowy type of ointment and some white lint it was put on. Ohh dear me it used to be disgusting. However, one of the main things that I used to dislike and would try and hide would be a gather if I if I got a gather so on a finger or or what do you call those things your own or little lower it be. And let's say the Sister used to delight in getting a hot poultice and put them on or your put your hand in this hot water, oh dear me and I used to scream my head off and it didn’t make any difference. Just while that was hot oh it used to hurt so much. And then you cried too loud of course you would just get a strike across the ear hole again and said now shut up or I'll make it hotter for you. I'll make it worse for you. Now boils in the back of the neck, Sister really loved to squeeze those and try and get the corner out for you and then she would put some ointment on them or plaster and then stick it on the back of your neck. And then the following evening or morning after she would yank it off oh and it was sore after. The lint used get stuck. Or if you had something on your leg, a sore on your leg. If you’d fallen down and it had got scraped and then you got a sore eventually and that was if the lint stuck on your leg. You were for it. I used to try on the [inaudible] That wouldn't have that trouble, but I was told never touch anything like that that was not my job. The Sister would look after that for me. Though believe you me, it used to be terrible. Now, that was absolute cruelty. Cruelty in the 1st wall, so I think so. Another thing was that people have blackheads and I used to have a few blackheads in my time all over the place in my legs. On my nose, around my face, I suppose it was all the grease and stuff. However. She used to get a safety pin and the, now the fastener was the other end and one was round she used to press that against the blackhead and press. Press it hard. Drag it down to one side and dear me ohh that was painful. And if you had a few on your legs and you sat on the table and. Keep still and all this business. Believe me, and if you started started playing pop about it we used to get a clout about it for that too, it didn’t matter if your ears were sore or not you used to get one. Keep quiet kind of thing, you know. That was cruelty in my estimation. I was going to say something else there. Yes, with those us all using pants, in other words, shorts had shorts on. Summer and winter in winter time, we used to get chafes on our legs. Just, just where the pants joined the skin at the bottom. Oh, dear me, you see? Long pants were never given us until we were, we left the home and we bought our own more or less with what money we could save and that was our first good suit we've got. What apart from that you used to get this fiery Jack and this winter green and put that on our legs and ohh that used to smart like blazes, oh that used to smart. 
Another thing was. If err, she knew the nit woman was coming round the school. She would line us up in the home. And have a piece of paper on the knee. She'd sit down and have a piece of paper on her knee and have a bowl or a saucer full of evil smelling what was it turpentine or something like that. Whatever. Medical parafin and I don't know what it was, I think it was turps. And she used to put this comb she had a very, very fine comb a nit comb I think she called it inside this dashing type of thing, she would comb your hair with it. And if she found any nits she would give them a *knocking sound* and she used to put on the, they would drop on the white paper you see. Now, there were one or two little lads who used to have them and they used to say after you’ve combed your hair now go and get your hair washed. They would have a round soft soap there which you put your hand in and get a big blob and slap it on your head and rub vigorously in the hot water and rub and rub and rub and then they came along with the ladling can and poured it over your head. More water on overhead. Or believe me, what a job that was. Imagine about twenty-two or three lads queuing up waiting for that. Honestly, we spend hours on like that on ablutions for this. Not really. It was not so good. That's how life was. It is and. Of course, today it's a lot different, isn’t it?
I could tell you many, many things that went on in that particular place when I was there. Um, now, how can I put this? Could I start saying by the girls were separate from the boys living, etc we just used to dine and of course, worship together. And then if I had to go out from the home to some function or other. To sing or whatever. Then of course, we all went together on that. OK. But. Things went on that even the authorities didn't know about. Even the matron or the sister didn't know about. It's a good job they didn't as well, because my word would have been trouble. I'll give you a little instance, just one and then that would be enough I think. When I was roughly just over 13 years of age and one particular job I did, as I mentioned before, was peeling potatoes in that wash house. One girl or another used to come up sometimes in the evening. I was doing potatoes and um, we used to have a right good time. Because there is no one else knocking about, of course. And, how can I put it? The girls used to come in on the pretense of ironing now, and the second room, if you will, away from the washing room there was an ironing room with a coke stove inside and the racks, clothes maidens and what have you and all the clothes were on this particular thing. And and I used to have to keep that coke stove going while I was in the washroom, seeing to the potatoes. Now, one girl in particular, I won't say who she was. But I will be telling she had a cast in one eye. My word, what a beautifully formed lady she was, really she was a nice young lady and. She was to me. I didn't know this at the first, but she was extremely sexy. Now I found out by I was peeling potatoes one night I just happened to drop the potato peeler and I walked in and dried my hands and walked in the next room and there she was, ironing away, pretending to do something like that, and I went and got some more coke and put it on the stove. And shut the stove up, as she came to the stove and she warmed herself. As she turned round, lifted her clothes up at the back and warmed her backside, of course. That didn't worry me at all, one way or another. But. I was going out. And. She called me back. And. After a certain few words, she put her hand on one of her breasts. She was she had breasts alright. But this embarrassed me quite a lot and. And of course she put her hand where she shouldn't have done. And of course. The desires welled up in me, of course. So I started fondling. Every inch, every bit I could find, more or less and this girl loved it and she was kissing me and putting her arms around me. And. Eventually. Well. The ultimate did not happen of course. Because. There was something in me that kept me. Shall we say? Very strictly, apart from the girl, you see. I wasn't used to it, didn't know anything about it, but my word I was so embarrassed with the, erm pulls in the front of my pants and all this, that and the other. I'll use young lads used to get. And so I went into the washroom again to continue with potatoes. Put my hands under the cold tap, of course, rinse my hands and one thing and another. But, it wasn't to be. She said, come on, there's nobody knocking about. You're all right, she said. Let's have a bit of fun. We did have a bit of fun. But. It became a regular occurrence after a while and how we didn't get caught out, I do not know because of course I used to put a bit of a stone under the door so that when the door was being opened the stone grated on the floor and it wouldn't open proper, so they had to like push it. Consequently, that gave us time to straighten ourselves out and I would be putting coke on the stove or something. She would be ironing away there. And. That's that's how that was. That's how that problem was solved. But. Many, many, many times there was. Quite a lot went on. 
They had a great big, huge hamper there all. It could fit, oh, I would say about a dozen kids and it easy was so big. Like a basket affair. And the hinged top, of course. And inside that was put the I wouldn’t say soiled sheets and stuff like that. But but there were sheets and pillow slips and stuff like that and then they were things from and ready for the washing the following day. Well, we jumped in there once or twice. Believe me, the things that went on. Well, I won't say anymore about that. I daren’t because believe me, I wouldn't want to get anybody on my even myself in hot water about it. So let's leave it to that, shall we? 
Now, to change the subject altogether. I must mention that of course I had to go out to work, farming. Living in if you will. And. Once or twice I got to caught out. The very first time was on the first full day out. I was sent out into the field, I didn’t know exactly what I was doing exactly, but I know I'm doing something there and the farmer send the maid out and about would be 10:30 with the little basket with a piece of cake in and she brought a cup of tea. So oh, thank you very much. I do think about this business, you know. So I sat down for a few minutes and had this here. And then she went back. I went to the table and had breakfast but had not to last more than 20 minutes. And then everybody just got up without saying a word and went back to the work they were doing. Then of course, there was this here bagging. No matter where you were, unless you were too far away, of course you took your own with you. You gave your little can with something in to drink and you got a little cake or a biscuit or something like that wrapped up. They might give you in a red spotted handkerchief tied up in the corners like they used to do things like. And of course half past 12 was the dinner. And then. In the afternoon. Just prior to melting about three. You got bagging again. If you were near the house you went in the house for it. If you're a bit further away, of course you had it and then knowing full well it was bagging time. You knew then that after the bagging it was milking time and the cows were called in of course, we went and rounded them up with the dog or whatever. If not you, the cow man did it himself and then the milking was done after the milking. Umm. There was the cleaning up to do and. A little bit more feeding here and there, not much just a little bit more. And it would take an hour and a half. But by 5 o’clock you are having your tea. Now, after tea. By rights. Everything finish all the jobs finished except during harvest or hay time. Then of course you continue from dawn till dusk no matter what but at night you did get a good supper. But. That was how it went on as regular as clockwork. That's how the meals were. And if you weren't there and you hadn’t taken anything with you. You just had to do without because you knew the times and you had to be there. It was your own fault if you didn't get it by then. Well, the first farm I was, I was at, oh, this was. I thought, rather greasy and. In those days, you know the farmer could kill their own pigs without any bother. Or one thing in another. I used to help with that sometimes. Oh, what a job. All right, that's another story. We'll talk about later. 
Now before I go any further with this lot. Um, let me apologise for using the words, of course. So very many times in this lot, but after all this is my first attempt at speaking on tape, and so I hope that you will bear with me and I'll try not to use the words as often in the future. To continue, I could ramble about what farming meant to a young lad like myself in those days. But unless it's requested. I won't bother. 
I'll carry on with another aspect of my life, when I first joined the army. I can tell you that I had a very severe impairment of speech in those days. And. I was told that it was developed through my school days when I was learning to write. Saying that to I had a tendency to use my left hand, and the teacher used to stand behind me with a cane and rapped my left hand each time she caught me using it. You see, I don't know why, but in those days. You had to be right-handed. Why? I don't know. But that was it. Now, even to this day, you see, yeah. I use my left hand for many things, but of course writing isn't one of them now? However. Although I improved a little as I grew older. I still have a tendency to stammer, when addressed by senior ranks of the army. I was alright when talking to my mates but on parade. And answering to any senior rank officially. I just couldn't help myself. As I said. I did improve his time, went on and could very easily give orders. But if there was any, mickey taking, um, well, I arranged to let that person try and take the mickey out of me in the gym. In that respect. It didn't happen so often, admittedly. Now and again I was given a damn backing, but I still went ahead with the ordeal and I made a lot of very good friends or muckers, as they were called in those days. Is that word again? Sorry. Even the NCO's in those days were extremely friendly. That is off parade now on parade, it was a different matter, a different kettle of fish althogether should say, to be honest with you. But then it had to be you say. Now. Not with having anywhere to go when we were given a weekend off. I would spend a lot of my time practising arms drill. On my own, of course, or. There he goes again. Or. Learning the different parts of our small arms, taking them to pieces and reassembling them and. Seeing how quickly I could do it. And. Loading and unloading rectifying stoppages, of course there are only certain stoppages that might happen. However. Enough of that. I might go on short cross country runs or maybe practice some other sport like bayonet fencing. You know, playing football or rugby. I never like cricket though. Now today I do like watching cricket on telly, but that's all. One thing I had. Going in the barracks in the age in with the one of the battalion cooks. Was. The char on one racket. Now, that meant to say that. The cooks supplied, of course, 3 milk and sugar. We had two big, big tea pots of course. Yeah. And I used to buy big slabs of fruitcake, you see, from the town pick. Where? Where we were. Now, a pint of tea, a pint pot of tea and a slice of cake would be four pence. But that was 2 pence for each. Now, that was for anyone who wanted them at breaktime in the morning, break time, afternoon or evening. Instead of going to the navvie, you see. They could put them on the slate and pay me on payday. And then, of course, it was written down in the books they had a book straight up straight down so everyone could see what they had or they didn't have. There was never any argument about it. And I used to split it down the middle with the split the takings down the middle with the cook of course, that money. It used to earn me enough to be able to stay in the hotel when I went on furlough or holiday, or maybe I went off to rent a car fora day or to. Oh, yeah, it was all right, we used to get plenty. I didn’t do too bad. But of course, the reason I got on well with the cook was because. Well, he was a townie. Nice to say he came from the same town as myself. Now, in the army. From Friday noon to midnight Sunday was free time. Pardon me, unless you're on jenkers for fire picket. You might have been rostered for a guard duty. And all he could do was grin and bear it. Now, on Saturday afternoon, one particular Saturday afternoon in question I was sitting on me bunk contemplating a walk into town or something like that when two sergeants walked in. They came in to my room and sat on my bed. And then they asked me if I'd read the bulletin board, which you must read every day, that's the notice the company notice board that you see. And I said, Oh yeah. And they said “who was picked to play rugby this afternoon?” And I said. I can't remember all of them, I said. But there was one name I do remember, I said, and that was A.N. Other. I said who was that? And they said A.N. Other today is you. I said is it? I've never played rugby before. Doesn't matter you get. Draw your kit from Quartermaster stores in half an hour. Report to the guard room. Well. This I had to do of course, and so I did. And I found myself with the guard room in the company of officers, Sergeant, Corporals and other ranks you know. We're going to play the guard team at rugby. Now my instructions were then to chase the opposing side if they have the ball and knock them down. Try to get the ball. And when you're passing to one of your own side. Always pass it backwards. Course they forgot to mention that the guards team were the top of the Inter-Services league and they were very, very rough. I remember being knocked for six a couple of times on a couple of occasions, but. It got me mad and I quickly learned some tricks o my own like sitting on their heads when we're in a rook or putting the boot in here and there like they did. And our team captain came up to me and whispered. I’d heard a certain Guard Colonel, who was playing well the Colonels were the devil when they got that jerseys on and one thing or another for their team. You didn't know they were Colonel. They were all the same as far as I was concerned, they were players and that was it. And he came up to me with this, captain said. Now you've heard that guards cannot be very careful. You know who he is. I said the. No, Sir, I don't care. And if you can't? Stand the heat he knows what to do. And he said. Jolly good show old man, keep it up. I thought, well, that's all right then. Of course I remember that game because it was the first game I'd ever played. Rugby. And. I was very, very sore the following Sunday. The next day that was, and although we had made a draw with this team. And. One thing or another we did get. Better as the season went on, seemingly I didn't know this at first, but I did. I did get into it myself and I learned quite a lot of the rules and regulations and what to do, what not to do, when to shout, heal and all this. When you had the ball. And. Of course it to ease my life in the army when, umm, not that it was ever rough in the 1st place. It was all OK for me. I didn't mind it. But of course, there weren't any car duties or parades, and because of training and the battalion honour always came first and foremost, and that's how we liked it. 
Everyone who was in the British Army in those days before the war had a specific role to play. If there are any peculiar any particular jobs to do or be done by the army in Britain or abroad? Efficiency and proficiency were the things we always aim at. Woe betide anyone who let the side down. I remember one time the whole battalion was sent to a place called Waltham Cross. Now there was a big fact, gunpowder factory there. And of course there was a threat to disrupted to destroy or something. Anyway, our task was to put a 24 hour guard on the whole complex. It was a big place, very big place. Of course. We did 4 hours on and eight off continuously for about a fortnight. Then one or two minor incidents, of course, but. We were issued with live ammo and that's a live ammunition. And. Everything went like clockwork. We were at the site. And in our different position, in no time at all. After we got the call to go that was. Of course, there we had. To have call signs and passwords and all that kind of thing. And it was pretty dark. You see it in the night time because no lights there anymore. No smoking, no naked lights or anything, like course being the gunpowder factory, you have to be very careful in any case. And. Of course, if the passwords were not given. Or the call signs ignored, you fired first and asked questions later. Because you couldn't take a chance at. Such a place. Now every shell that was ever fired was investigated. And then of course. You when you're relieved you give a full account of who went by and where they went, if possible and. What happened? And all the rest of it? Who you saw, who you didn't see that you should have seen things like that. Everything was worked out. Now. Sometimes. Our language was sometimes extremely course, put it that way. And of course, the sole object of this was to make one sit up and take note. You can imagine, a warm sunny afternoon for instance. On the paradeground or nearby the paradeground. Going over the chief characteristic characteristics of our here, the rifle machine. Over and over again. You start feeling drowsy. And a little lethargic well. Someone shouting obscenities and what have you in your ear. Was. The thing to wake your pan quickly. And that’s how it had to be, of course, for our own good. Our favorite trick of the instructor was to name someone in the squad or who he was with, then to take over while he went for a stroll. Now he wouldn't walk so far away. He would stand just within earshot and. Listen, after a while, return and ask questions and pretend to be deaf so that you had to shout the answers. Nobody felt drowsy after that. You know, but of course, even then it depended on the instructors attitude as to whether whether or not you you formed up and run around the parade ground with your. Rifle, of course not just one once or twice you do it once or twice with your rifles. And the high power that is high above your heads being held in both hands of course. And you run around the paradeground like that. And believe me, it used to make you sweat and puff a little bit an’ all. Bit you know. One thing is certain. You learned and you still learned it's only defeated. In the squad, you say every squad wanted to be better than the next one. And so by that means you you've got the makings of a good union. 
OK. Yeah. Army Food. Army food was good, I think. It was varied and clean, and plenty of it. Of course, with the noisy in the mess hall, but they were a kind of orderly noise put it that way. Can’t explain it any other way. Some suppertimes, there was hardly anybody in the mess hall. So of course there's plenty to eat if you wanted it as much, you could have as much as you wanted. Nobody bothered you. Another thing was the young. Soldier. Soon got to know the view local from the valley to lights out. So when you first joined the army, I see, I recall it was very confusing, but if you asked what the calls were, you always got told. What they were and what to do. And if you weren't quite certain, then all you did was follow the crowd. And copy them. And of course, you soon got the hang of things. You could even tell the time by the Bugler. Now away from the battalion, I always missed different calls. And I sometimes unconsciously used to listen for them. Surprising how you missed the  togetherness and the comradeship of the army. Once you become a civilian again. But one must have just oneself. Tonight. That's it. If if one wants to progress. 
Now. Just let me mention a little about the the different dialects that we had in our regiment. First of all. I mentioned that. A number of territorial battalions, of course, in the regiment. But. This was before the war, of course. In the first incident and. As well as that, we had two regular battalions, one on service abroad and the other was based in England. That was the. One that anyone was first joining and went to. Now the main catchment area for recruitment was in about for our regiment was Central Lancashire more or less, and that meant there. Were of course. Liverpudlians, Mancunians, Boltonions, Prestonians. Besides men from Salford, Burnley, Blackburn, Rawtenstall, Wigan, St Helens, Ramsbottom, places like that. Now. Everyone of those chaps. It depended where they came from as to what dialect they had. We could always tell it was. A type of badge, if you would for instance. You knew straight away when that fellow spoke to you. If he came from Liverpool or from Wigan or wherever. Now. The main thing is we did understand each other quite well. And Bury, which is our depot. And still as I believe. Well, I don't know what it is now. Now or not, I couldn't say. But. Things being different since the war. I don't know what's happened but. I do go there now and again and there doesn't seem to any barracks at all. There's just the museum and the memorial still. That's by the way. Now. We did our initial training in Bury as I mentioned before it being the depot and we were like very well liked in the town. There was a large crowd in attendance when, for instance, the band and drum was being retreat. Town or attended the parish church for some ceremony or other and. Of course, the regiment had the freedom of the town. And they can parade through the town, with the families waving, banners flags flying and bayonets fixed. That means the bayonet is attached to your rifle. And placed on your left shoulder as you march along. Whereas normally, they are kept in the scabbard, which is on the belt and that's hanging by your right buttock. No. We could tell where a man came from by his dialect, as I said. So when people talk about a Lancashire dialect ohh, I wonder which one they're referring to really? I mean really for instance a Liverpudlian or Boltonian or something, we'd say they are quite different and. Even the Boltonian is different to the Prestonian for instance. And Vice versa sorta thing. Anyway, I don't want to prattle on about in that respect because. It's not teaching you, it's all you. Well. We're all of the same regiment, we were and we still are as far as I know. And therefore it follows that we would all pee in the same pot wouldn’t we? It's kind of Esprit decor or we say Omni, audax. As you can imagine I can go on about army life. But to either say you've heard it all before so leave it at that. 
Now being captured by enemies when experienced all on it’s own for instance, the thought never crosses your mind the first instance. And then when it does. You're first thinking about what sort of treatment you're going to get? And then you remember about the questions you might be asked and. Of course you've got the answer ready. All you need to give them is your is your name, rank and number, and that's all I really need and that's all I think. But didn't make much difference between one way or another. You see? Yeah. Your hands lifted above your head and you are pushed and shocked about it. And shouted at in some Gumpel tone or other. We couldn't understand him then. Anyway, I couldn’t. And. Oh, one or two kicks up the backside. Bumps on the back of the shoulders. And then you're stopped and you’re searched. And of course, the watches trinkets and keep safes whichever you had are examined and obviously some are what is termed as confiscated. Then you marched by escort and put into the sort of compound. The machine guns pointing at you. And there you wait for hours on end for for what, God only knows? But you're there for hours and hours and every so often you hear a shout and more prisoners arrive, of course. They wouldn’t usually take them away and steal you away. Nothing to eat or drink. You mingle with men from other regiments and you could do with a wash. Again you begin to feel a little bit weary as well. Well, you stay the night in the compound. And the following morning, we’re lined up and given some sort of coffee without a lump of sugar and a piece of, small piece of dark bread. It's about half an inch thick and about two inches squared. After that we're hearded out out of the compound and. Set to march on the road with guards every few feet on either side. Going along, somebody stumbles. After a while, the guard pounced. Blows were struck, of course. So the guards got thumped back. Automatically. After a while, an officer comes up and. A little bit little bit of polare going about. You can open down and then the order is restored. Of course after that if anyone stumbled in our line. Column the guards stayed with them as well as a couple of fellow prisoners, of course, and eventually a truck came along and picked up the stragglers. And the able man got out of the wagon, enjoying the back of the color and caught up. The Chapel was falling down or stricken with whatever or couldn't keep going. Was examined. If you were wounded of course. We were taken away somewhere. Now as far as that goes, I can go on for that. I can go on with that for. Quite a while. Two little instances I will mention that at the moment I’m just trying to get my mind onto the subject, it's like a butterfly fitting from different thing to thing and don't quite know what to say first. 
We were lucky in one sense. And that was because it was summer time. And. It was nice and sunny and dry during the daytime but. The actual march itself was very tiring. Especially during the afternoon. Now the first few places we passed through. The inhabitants left buckets of water out for us to dip into and drink out of. But one or two of the guards just went to cross and kicked them over and left. So of course we remonstrated with the German officials about this. And the coal was halted. And the guards themselves were ordered to go and take the buckets, the different houses and refill them. Again. And you had to see that each man got a drink. We thanked the German officers for that kind gesture, of course, and they replied in broken English or at least one of them did. The soldiers they had with them were just really the scum of the German army. They're not real, not the real vermacht as they called them these were the regular army. And they were very sorry about it. Now, towards the evening of each day. We were counted, marched into a field. Portable lights were always put up and shone at us and of course, the usual regular machine guns around like and we're getting. Ash bins. They were type of. Full of thin potato soup. Now that was to share out amongst us. We had to do it ourselves, which we did. Well. We had a little assortment of mess tins and empty soup tins with us, but nothing else. So. We had to share and share alike and we had to wait, our turn for the stuff in this here bin, this watery stuff. And by the time. The last few gots of it was stone cold. Of course, this treatment went on for days, you know. We marched through Belgium touched Holland. And then I lost my bearings actually. After that. Now and again we would spot like a large mound in a field just off the road. So there was a big scramble for this. Because we knew it would be either potatoes or mangles. Which he used this. Keep for the cows for winter, but we used to dig them out with our bare hands. Grabbed as many as we could and off back into the line. And we cleaned them pretty well, as best we could have got that. We would get chased back with the guards, of course. Bashing us with the rifle butts, but. One or two of our lads got hurt like that but still. We had to do because we were so hungry and the guards were changed every so often. But each set was different and the nearer you got to Germany. The worse they seemed to get. Their attitude towards us was shall we say? Contemptuous, sneering and the like, you know. And as we approached the German border well, the guard would change yet again. And this town were halted properly. Warmed up in threes and told to sing as we marched. Well we sang alright but some of the most obscene stuff you ever heard in your life. And. Just as we were entering the first German town, we saw crowds on the street. I thought hello, what's this? And as we were marching past them, they spat at us, threw garbage at us, some even kicked us. So a few of us spit back, you know. This caused the guards to come at us but, we were lucky again. An officer on the horse. Came trotting up. And. He ended a lot of it, by flipping the horse guards, and whipping their own guards with the horse whip. That's true is that I’m not having you on there, that stopped it right away. Everybody even  the crowd departed then at that. And then we marched onto the railway station. There of course we were put into railway trucks about 50 to a truck. You know your camp wagons. And went off during the night. Well part of the night anyway. We did arrive in Dortmund. And spent the night there, the rest of the night in a huge arena.
Now, I don't want to happen here, but the tape isn't finished. It's just the fact that there's a break somewhere in between it, but it will continue if you just hold your horses a bit. Later on the following morning. We were given some coffee and a slightly bigger piece of dark bread. Then we were photographed in groups. And marched to the station and put back into the cattle trucks. And we eventually arrived in Marienburg. And then marched to a prisoner of war camp just being finished. There were no huts. The huts then anyway, just tents of a sort to. There were no sides to them. And like just canvas tops, that's all. And there was just one cold water tap attached to a long through. Water gently trickled into this. And everybody in the camp had to use that. For washing washing themselves like you know. And it was only usable twice a day for one hour. I can imagine the mad rush for that. Each time the. The guards had to switch the water off. Now our main occupation in those two days was. Trying to get rid of body lice. There were millions of them. And it seemed that the faster we got rid of them, the more they come back. Well, it was intolerable. Anyway. We would ask the  Dolmetscher, that’s the German for interpreter, to ask permission for us to go and bathe somewhere or whatever. So eventually we were taken in groups of 20 with a heavily armed guard, of course, to a nearby stagnant pond of a green slime on the top. But it didn't matter. We were all told to jump in there, fully clothed of course, as we did. And then we slouched back into the camp, wet through. And then we stripped ourselves naked and dried our clothes in the sun. Nothing else we could do was there. Our latrines. Was just one big deep hole in a corner of the camp, screened with some old sacking. Running along each side of this hole. Which was about 6 foot deep. Would be about 15 foot long. Was a perch which was about 18 inches off the ground with no toilet paper and no grass. And just stand there, you see. So. Unfortunately, there were some accidents. And in that place, especially when dysentery got hold in the camp, which it did. We had to ask the guard to turn the water on for us once or twice. So that the unfortunate victims of the dysentery who fell in the hole through weakness. They couldn’t help themselves there was nothing to hold on to. Could they could be taken and pulled out and cleaned up. But of course this could only be done by order of the camp commander, and sometimes we had to wait hours well not hours but loads of time, a long time before he would give permission for the water to be switched on. Eventually we got some Polish doctors to visit it. And. It was arranged for all of us to be inoculated which was done. Now. About a month after that we were given a Red Cross card to fill in. We’d to put our names, rank and number on and home address well. Having no home address, I sent mine to the barracks in Bury. Now they were marvelous. I found the mount of mine. And from then on, things weren't so bad. After being photographed and given the number in the camp. What they call a critical fragment number, which gives you a prison number, the number you were. I was sent to work on a farm near a place called Sopot. And that's near the Baltic port of Danzig. And the farmer was one of many who took only British and French prisoners of war he wouldn’t have anybody else. Not to be permanently there. I was one of twelve of us we were divided between 3 farms. But each night, we're all locked up together. In a small room with a staghound chained to the one window where the bars were, there were bars on the windows of course there was a guard on call. At first the work on the farm was too much for us. We couldn't do it. We were too weak. And weary. So. Eventually. I spoke to the farmer who could speak a little bit of English and his wife could and I explained to them that they give us more food and give us a chance to get our strength back a bit. We would work better for it. And. Well, he took a chance and it paid off, he told us like later on that. We were far better than what he expected. And he used to reward us with tobacco, cigarettes and this would beside give us more black bread and potatoes like, but that didn't bother us because. It. It went OK with us because. By then, you see our Red Cross parcels were coming through. And food parcels, you see, and what the guard did in the fiddle out of his which he would pinch whatever he wanted out of us. We didn't know did we, we couldn't tell. Well, you know, something was missing, but. What we didn't used to know there and then. Found out later on, of course, but. We used to make some nice tasty meals at night. And of course, besides that, we used to pinch eggs and milk. And stuff like that. Oh we’d make a right good scrambled. It was brilliant was that and that's how we used to get ourselves really fit. 
Now, there's not much more room on this tape to tell you much more, but. All I can say is that. We. We did ourselves proud and got the farmer and the guard whatever and people around about under a. Well, shall we say well? They never thought we'd try to escape or do anything stupid like that, but unbeknown to them, we used to get out down there every night because with the guard dog we had, we used to open the window and you get little tidbits. So obviously eventually it got used to us and it never barked at all at us when we were in or out or anything like that. You'd be out at night where you just used to unleash the bar from the lock a certain way. And. One or two of us that sneak out when it got dark to the neighboring farms or what have you, where we knew there were one or two POW's and used to exchange things and that kind of thing. We had one or two scrapes, of course going to and from but of course that will be. Maybe. Oh well, anyway, you could read that in my book, I suppose, but that's as far as I can go for now. Anyway, I think it's enough don’t you?
