MY KIND OF LIFE 
by 
IRIS MARTIN
MY CHILDHOOD

I was born on the 1st of August 1940, during the Second World War. My family lived at 6 Wood Top, in Hove Edge, a little village just a bus ride out of Halifax. I have three brothers all older than me. Raymond was the eldest then there's our Barry and Trevor. I never see them now. One of them lives in Keighley somewhere. When I was at home, they used to knock me down for money, but I never had any. I don't know if it would be wise to see them again, though I don't suppose they'd do it now. Both my Mum and Dad are dead now. They used to join in with my brothers, when I was bigger. I had another brother called Geoffrey, who was a lot younger than me but he died. He married but his wife threw him out, so he came back to live at home. 

I also had a sister called Myra who was a lot older than me. 
She never got onto me for money. She worked, then she got married to Dennis and went to live at Wood Top, right down in the wood. I wouldn't like to live there, among all the trees. They had two children.

The house at Wood Top was just a small house, one up and one down, at the end of a muddy path. We all slept downstairs. Mum told me that I slept in a drawer and they all slept on the big, bed settee. We only went upstairs to get washed and changed. It was freezing up there. Our toilet was outside. We shared it with the other houses. 

When I was little, my Dad was in the army. I remember Mum saying that he was coming home. That first evening, when he came back, he said, 'I'm going to the toilet now.' You'll never guess what he did. He climbed over the wall and went to the Club. I remember that as plain as day. Mum wasn't very pleased. She knew what he'd done. When he came back she said to him, 'Where have you been? You've been in the toilet a long time.' That's what some men are like. I don't drink, except very occasionally I'll have a snowball. If I have two, they send me to sleep.
I went to Hove Edge School, at St Chad's. I think during the week it was a school and on Sundays it was a church. They've altered it a heck of a lot now. Then I went to the Open Air School. We walked there, so it wasn't far away. It was behind another school. You had your meals there, then you had to lie on a bed and have a sleep but I couldn't sleep. You had lessons as well. 

When I was six, the house at Wood Top was being pulled down so we moved to 19 Smith House Avenue. The new house was a lot better, I liked it there. It wasn't noisy apart from the neighbours had a big dog who barked at us. It was in a row of three and the neighbours at the other end used to come round the back of our house and out of our gate because they were frightened of the dog. I remember they also dropped lots of sweet papers in our garden. We had four bedrooms and me and Myra shared the smallest room. Then we moved along the road to 59 Smith House Avenue but we had to leave there because of the neighbours. There were two boys and a girl. The boys were rough. They would scream and shout in the evening.

I liked to play on the swings on the Rec, next to St Chad's. I were good on the swings. I never wanted to come off. One time, I went with another family to Wellholme Park and I liked it so much, I didn't want to come home.

I got burned in a fire. I still have a big scar on my right leg. Mum gave me a bath and she said, 'Go downstairs and sit down on the settee. After I've bathed Geoffrey, I'll come down and make your tea.' But I didn't, did I? I tried to reach a photo of me and my sister on the mantelpiece and my nighty blew into the fire and it just went up in flames. My brother walked in at that moment and shouted, 'Mum! Iris is on fire!' She came and put the fire out. I went to the hospital in Halifax and then they sent me to Pinderfields. I had to stay there several weeks.

MY FIRST JOB

I think I was 15 when I left school and started work at Mellors Mints, in Brighouse. My job was to put the mints in little jars. I stayed there a good bit and I liked it but they had to sack me because I had fits. It's closed down now. I've always had fits. I've taken tablets all my life because of them. They keep changing the tablets and I don't have so many now. I've had pains in my stomach all my life. I think it's to do with being knocked down so many times. My brothers thumped me in the stomach.

I used to give all my wages to my Mum. When I came home, I sat and watched the telly. Every night, Mum and Dad used to go to Wheelers Club in Brighouse. I went with them once or twice. It was alright but I didn't want to go again. I didn't like to see them all drinking. It wasn't my cup of tea – all that beer and whisky and stuff. I've enough with taking tablets, never mind drinking. 

They used to leave me at home when I was poorly. My brothers went out. Dad worked nights in a carpet factory in Brighouse, when we were little, Mum used to make ice cream in a factory.
She used to go out after we'd gone to bed.

 Our Trevor used to work at the carpet mill in Bailiff Bridge. I can't remember where the other two worked.  

MY GRANDMA

I went up to my Grandma's a lot. She lived up Rastrick. I used to wash her feet and brush her hair. She was getting on and I helped her. She was kind to me. She was my Mum's mother. My Mum would bake buns, tarts, cakes and tea cakes and ask me if I'd take them up to her. Sometimes, Grandma came up to our house to sleep. She kept an eye on me and I kept an eye on her. I would make her tea or coffee, whatever she wanted.

Once I went to the pictures on my own. I was sitting there watching a film and they came up to me and said, 'Come on, you're not old enough.' There were a lot of youngsters sat next to me with their parents but I was on my own. It was a funny film and I was enjoying it. I never knew how it ended and I never went to the pictures again.

My Grandma took me to the Salvation Army and I carried on going because it got me out of the house. I went to the branches in Brighouse and Halifax. I met my best friend, Mrs Barwick at the Sally Army in Brighouse. I used to go on a Monday to the Home League.

It was all women together with two Officers, a man and a woman.

I made tea, coffee and toast, gave the biscuits out and did the washing up. I helped at both places. On Wednesday's I went to Brighouse. I was glad to get out of home. After I lost my job at the mint factory, Mrs Barwick got me into Meanwood Park Hospital in Leeds. I was about 17 or 18 years old when I went there.

MEANWOOD PARK HOSPITAL

It was a shocking place. You were locked in all the time. As soon as you went out, they locked the door. One day a new patient came and she used my soap. I told her she had to buy her own. She told another patient called Nora Russell. My hair was very long in those days, right down to my waist. Nora got hold of my hair and dragged me down these stone steps and I broke my wrist. Another time, a different patient knocked me out and my hand went through a window. The night nurse came and then the Sister came. The Sister didn't say anything but she punched me and knocked me out again. I had to have stitches and I've still got the scar. When my wrist was in a pot, I couldn't do anything. I couldn't go to work. I worked in the sock factory there. We had to darn men's socks. Across the road, there was the laundry, where they washed them. We darned socks all day long. Sometimes I helped with the garden, just digging the soil over. They paid us wages for working. Every week we could choose either 6d some chocolate. I usually chose the 6d because you had to buy things like soap and flannels and toothpaste. The hospital had its own shop.

At weekends, we put on our own clothes and we went out to the pictures or dancing. Not out of the gates but to another part of the hospital. I think somebody came in specially to show the films or to put the records on for the dances. They locked the big gates after them. I wasn't bothered about the films but I liked the dancing. The rest of the time we had to wear their clothes. They were awful, all alike. It was like a gym slip but we were grown up. I was always glad to get them off.

They were all snobs. I felt they all looked down on me even though I used to help there. I would help a nurse comb the hair of the low grades with water and Dettol to stop the nits. I was a high grade. I had two friends who were low grades. The man was called Lenny and I forget the girl's name. They were both blind and they used to lead each other around. I would go and sit in the day room with them. We'd have the wireless on and we'd talk. Nora Russell would pull the plug out so we couldn't hear the music. They got bullied too. Some of the nurses would tell them to go to the toilet by themselves or to other places even though they knew they couldn't go by themselves. In another villa, there were children and even babies. It wasn't right.

We all slept in a big dormitory. Nora Russell slept in a bed next to the door and she could see right across to me. She'd know if I got out of bed. Do you know what time we went to bed? Seven o'clock, even in the summer or at the weekends, except if there was a film or a dance when you could stay up until 10 o'clock. A nurse would stand by the window at the top and watch everybody. Why, I don't know. If you wanted a cup of tea in the morning, Nora Russell said you had to make your bed first. If you didn't, then she wouldn't let you have any tea. You weren't allowed to get your own and Nora wouldn't help anyone. She'd say, 'I'm in charge of this kitchen.' Every morning, she put the kettle on and made the tea in a right big tea pot. We all had to get up at 7 o'clock. Everyone at the same time. The nurse would say, 'If you don't get up, I'm going to tip you out of bed.'  I thought to myself, 'Oh no! Not me!' They didn't care if you were poorly, the doctors just made you to get out of bed. They pulled you out of bed even if you were asleep. The doctors and nurses would laugh at us. I didn't like that.

I didn't like their food. When it was fin haddock, I used to give mine away to the low grades, 'Here have mine.' We always had porridge for breakfast. They make it at Ferncliffe, where I live now, but it's a lot better. They put honey on it now, not sugar, because I'm on a slimming diet. At Meanwood Park, I'd have three bites and that was it. It was thick and they didn't put anything on it. The doctors used to spy on you in the morning, when you were having your breakfast. I didn't like that. Even now, I can't eat when I'm being watched. We'd come back from the sock factory for lunch. This was thick lumps of mashed potato with some sort of meat, I don't know what it was but it was thick and lumpy, and vegetables. We sometimes had baked beans for tea. 

You couldn't go out of the gates and walk around like other people. They wouldn't let you and I know why. Some people in our villa used to run away to the woods and there was a main road at the bottom. If you ran away, and they caught you, they locked you up in a side bedroom. They kept you there for 3 to 4 weeks. When the runaways came back to the ward, they told us that they only got bread and water. It was just like jail. They said they were caned as well. I wouldn't run away. It wasn't wise. I didn't want to be caned, I'd been beaten enough. Anyway, I couldn't run because my legs used to let me down a lot. I bet the little babies got smacked as well.

Once a month, they let us have visitors. The staff said if they came any other them, they wouldn't let them in. They were only allowed to come into the dining room. Everyone sat around four big tables. Mum and Dad used to come and visit me and when it was time to go, they'd say, 'Come to the gate by the toilets and tell us what is happening.' And I'd say, 'I can't because the nurses will follow and listen to what I say.' You couldn't have a private conversation. The nurses would come and stand behind the settee and listen to what we were saying.

When the visitors had gone, the nurses took everything off you, everything your parents had brought for you, all the apples, oranges and drinks. They took it all away. Sometimes, I got a bit of it back but usually I never saw it again. Maybe they gave it to the low grades or maybe they kept it for themselves. Some people had no visitors. I thought it was very sad for them.

The only time I ever went out of the big gates was when I went home for holidays at Easter, Whitsuntide and Christmas. That's when I told my parents what it was like at Meanwood. One day, my eldest brother Raymond had an argument with one of the doctors about them taking all my fruit. His name was Doctor Waters and he used to squint at you. Dr Waters turned his back on Raymond and walked out of the room. Nothing changed but soon after that they let me go home for good. I was at Meanwood Park for ten years. I was about 28 when I came out. 

I moved back with Mum and Dad to Smith House Moor. I was very happy to be out of Meanwood Park. I could go to bed when I wanted, get up when I wanted, get undressed when I wanted, eat proper food that I liked and I could go out again. I didn't want to stop at home all the time so I went back to the Salvation Army. 
THE SALVATION ARMY

We went to the Salvation Army the other day, to take a photograph for this book. We met Nellie, an old friend of mine. Her daughter Susan was in the Songsters. In the big hall there would be the band in front of you, up on the stage, the Songsters were on our left and the Singing Company were on our right. You had to be in uniform to join the Songsters. My Mum and Dad didn't believe in the Salvation Army because they smoked and drank so they wouldn't let me have a uniform. I thought it was a good thing, better than smoking nor drinking. When I was in my 30's, I joined the Singing Company. We went to Bradford and Leeds and we would be up on the stage singing. 

One day after a meeting, I was on my way to the bus station and I got knocked down in the subway near the Salvation Army. There were 5 or 6 lads and lasses wanting money and I said I didn't have any so they knocked me down. I was home late. Mum said, 'You're late!'

'I got knocked down.'

'Who knocked you down?' 

I told them what had happened and Dad said, 'You shouldn't have come through the subway.'

'It wasn't my fault. I didn't want to be knocked down.' 

When we saw them at the Salvation Army the other day, they seemed pleased to see me. I don't know why because the last time I saw them, they shouted at me and told me to get out. I've no idea why they did that. Maybe it was because of my fits. They wouldn't have liked where I went. Instead of going to church, I started helping out at the Bowling Alley that used to be where they built Netto's. I collected all the cups for them. I didn't want paying and they did better than that, they gave me a cup of tea and something to eat. That's all I wanted. I left in time to get the last bus home. Mum would say, 'Where have you been all this time? You've not been at Sally Army this long!' I never told her I'd been to the Bowling Alley.

WORK AGAIN

I worked at Remploy in Halifax. They gave us loads of old books with loose pages and we had to put all the pages back together and mend them. Then, Remploy closed down and I got a job at the Infirmary in Halifax. My job was to clean the toilets but they sacked me because another woman wasn't cleaning her toilets and she blamed it onto me. It wasn't me, it was her. The next day, I stayed at home. 

Mum said, 'Aren't you going to work?'

I said, 'No, I got sacked.'

'Who sacked you?'

'A woman sacked me . She didn't clean the toilets and she blamed me.'

'Oh. Go up and clean your bedroom then.'

So I stayed at home and I didn't work. I was 50 something by then. At home there was Mum, Dad and our Trevor. He never got married.

DANCING

I was always happiest when I was dancing. I liked to dance when I was on my own in the house. This was before I went to Meanwood Park and after I came home as well. I took the radio in the kitchen and, because I didn't have anyone to dance with, I danced with a chair. When I heard the door go, I'd turn the music off and put the chair back under the table. Sometimes I couldn't dance because I was poorly and I had to go to bed but even then I'd come downstairs and set the table for when my parents came home. 

I used to go dancing at the Salem dance hall. One night after the Salvation Army, some of them were going next door to Salem and they asked me if I wanted to go with them. I made two friends there, called Amy and Ken. I was helping Mrs Oil in the kitchen, making sandwiches, and they just came in and started talking to me and we became friends straight away. They talked to me a lot especially when I was upset. One time, they invited me to their house for tea. It was just a bus ride out of Halifax. They've both been dead and gone a good bit now. I've also been dancing at Arden Road Social Club. I've a photo of me on the floor on my own, dancing for them all. 

I like Cliff Richards and the Shadows, the Searchers and the Beatles. I used to watch them on television, lying full length on the floor. I remember seeing the Eurovision Song Contest. They kept telling you to vote but I didn't know how to. I've still got all my records but I don't play them now. They were kept in a shed here, while my room was being decorated. I've got tapes and CDs instead. My favourite is Cliff Richards. I like all his songs and I have pictures of him on the walls in my bedroom. He's the same age as me. He never married. Neither did I and I wouldn't now. I went to see him lots of times at Blackpool with my Mum and Dad. In those days, it was Cliff Richards and the Shadows.

BOYFRIENDS

I had a boyfriend once. He was called Trevor like my brother. I met him on a bus going along Stoney Lane in Brighouse. He sat behind me on the bus. We were both on our own, so he came up to me and said, 'Can I sit with you?'

'Yes of course, if you want.'

'Do you want to come up to my flat?'

'Well, I was going home.'

'Come up to my flat and I'll make you a cup of tea.'

He took me to his flat and made me a cup of tea. He was alright but I didn't like it when he went out with other women and slept with them. Years later, someone told me that he'd died of cancer. Nobody had told me at the time and it was a right shock.

I never met anyone I wanted to marry. There was another man but he was married with children. He kept asking me to go to his flat but I know what he wanted me for. I went once or twice and that was it. He said he wanted to take me to bed and I said, 'No, you've a wife and children and I don't want any.' I just dropped it. 

A FLAT OF MY OWN

I wanted to live on my own so after a while I went to live in the flat near to Raymond. The address was 21 Stoney Lane. It was a house with four flats. Mrs Harrison lived above me and Herbert was in the flat next door to me with Jack above him. They were all older than me and they were all deaf. I think they're all dead now. Myra came to stay for a week once with her husband.

UNCLE JOHN

One day, when I was at my boyfriend's place, I heard him shouting, 'Iris! Iris! There's a fellow come to see you!' It was my Uncle John. He'd lost his wife and had been going from house to house. I took him to my flat and he put 7 bottles of pills and tablets on the table. I looked at them and then I locked the door and said, 'You'd better stay here.' I wish I hadn't. 

One night when he was cooking, he set my kitchen on fire. He had no money. When I was out, he used my telephone without asking me. I found out one day, when I got a massive bill. I paid £10 for the telephone, £10 for gas, £10 for electric and £10 for the television. That was my budget and I couldn't afford any more. Uncle John was in bed. I didn't say anything to him. I just put the bill in my handbag and went to show it to my parents.

My Mum opened the door and said, 'Come in and take your coat off. Do you want a cup of tea?'

'Wait while you see this.' 

'What's the matter now?'

'It's Uncle John.' I showed her the bill.

Mum said, 'How long has Uncle John been up at your place?'

Then she looked at the bill. 'You what! Throw him out!'

She told me that everyone else had turfed him out and that he'd had his own house up Stoney Lane. I didn't know that or what he'd done with it. Dad had a look at the bill.

'I can't pay it,' I said.

'You don't have to,' he said.

A flat came empty near the shops but Uncle John wouldn't move into it. After that, he wouldn't eat and the ambulance came to rush him to hospital. He was mad with me, all because I didn't want him in my flat using my phone. In the end, he wouldn't go for me and my parents had to come up to get shot of him,. They helped me with the phone bill too.

BURGLARS

My flat was burgled a few times. I knew who was doing it. It was some kids who lived across the field from me. You could see the lights shining from their house at night. I'd started going to night school to do sums and everything. The taxi would come for me. I think they watched to see when I went out.   The kids broke the bathroom window to get in and got out through the door. Nobody heard them because my neighbours were all deaf. The first time I was burgled, I'd only locked the Yale lock. After that, I locked both locks and sometimes left my outside light on. Once they took my record player. I saw it in the field, full of sludge.

I found out it wasn't wise to leave money in my flat. Once I did and when I went home... Oh No! I'll never forget it. I got my keys out, unlocked the Yale lock, unlocked the other lock, opened the door, turned the light on, put my bag down, took my coat off, put the kettle on to make a cup of tea and washed my hands. Then I went into the living room. It was an eyesore! Everything was all over the place. They'd opened a drawer and thrown stuff everywhere. I knew then that they were looking for money. 

It was late at night but I was so upset I phoned my Mum.

'Who's there?'

'Hello, it's me.'

'What's the matter?'

'Can you come up?'

'Why? What's happened?'

I told her and she said she'd call the police.

I didn't touch anything. I sat and listened to every car that passed hoping it was them. I didn't put the telly on. I heard one car stop but it was someone over the road. Then a few more cars passed. Then a bus passed. Then a bit after that I heard a car door. Then I heard my Mum's voice. I thought, 'Oh God, they're here.'

When Dad saw the room he said, 'Blessed hell! Who's done this?' He wanted to know how they'd got in. I said, 'Go and have a look in the bathroom.' It was shocking. All the glass from the broken window was in the bath. I stayed with my parents for a while. If my brother hadn't been living there, I'd have moved back with them but I had to go home to the flat. I let my Mum go first. When I got off at the bus stop I could hear her outside talking to Herbert. There was a woman called Eva who lived near who knew everything that went on. She'd help others but she never helped me. I think she saw what had happened. She watched when the police came but she never said anything to them. She just shut her door. They were all sat outside my flat talking so I made a cup of tea for them all.

THE FLOOD

When Mum and Dad moved to the bottom of Stoney Lane, I slept down there. One day, Mum says to me, 'Go up and see if your flat's alright.' I didn't want to but I was glad I did. I took one look and went back for my Mum.

'Come up and have a look. I can't live there.'

She came and opened the door. Everything was drenched because upstairs had left the tap on. The police came. 'Do you know where she is?' 'She'll be up at church.' They went to look but the church was all in darkness. 'She'll be upstairs then.' She were in bed and her tap was full on, throwing it down. She didn't have her hearing aid. I thought that was shocking, what she did.

MUM

Dad died and Mum was on her own, so she came to live with me in my flat. Social Services said it was alright. Raymond used to come and see her, His wife Margaret made cakes and buns for her. We still had trouble from the kids over the field. We used to have people knocking on the door. Mum would say, 'Don't go.' But I always wanted to know who it was and I knew when it was the kids. I'd opened the door to them once. 'Can you lend us some money?' 

'No, I can't. I have no money.'   

Then one day, Mum stopped eating and they came and took her away to a home. I went to see her once but the staff told me to go away. They said, 'No, you can't see her, you'll have to go home.' But I wouldn't. I sat down in a chair and said I was going to stop there until they let me see her. In the end, it was no good, I had to go home. 

SHEILA

When I came back from the home, I went to see Sheila down in Smith House. She was a friend of ours. She was separated from her husband and her son. She said, 'You'll have to sleep in my place.'

I said, 'I can't. I'm going to my flat.'

'You can't. Your Mum's in a home and your flat's going to be emptied tomorrow.'

I didn't know what she was talking about but she was right. The next day,  Sheila's son and his wife came down with a car with another man and his son. It was summer and I was outside talking to my next door neighbour. I saw the car draw up. They got out and came to my door. Then I saw Sheila coming to my flat. She said, 'They've come to empty your flat.

'They're not!' I said.

'Well let's come in, then.'

'No!'

I went up to another neighbour called Emmy and told her.

'Do you want them to empty your flat?'

No, but they're doing it anyway.'

She didn't do anything to stop them. They went into my flat and took everything I had. That same day, they took my Mum to hospital and I never saw her again.

HOSPITAL

Social Services came and took me to a big place in Elland, to live with lots of other people. There were houses and flats in a big park. I didn't stay there long. I needed to go to Elland to get my money and do some shopping but I couldn't do anything at all. I was in bed poorly. I wouldn't eat or drink or take any of my tablets. 

The boss came with the keys and saw me in bed. She phoned for an ambulance and they took me to the Infirmary. I still couldn't eat. A bit later, a nurse said, 'You've got to take your tablets.'

'I don't want them.'

'You've got to take them.'

So I took my tablets.

Then she said, 'Do you want a warm drink?'

'No.'

'Go on. You do really.'

So I had a warm drink.

I was there a few weeks. Then the Sister came and said, 'You'll have to get up tomorrow, there's a lady coming to see you.'

'Alright.'

THE LADY

All night long I was thinking about this lady coming and I was up bright and early. It was ten or eleven o'clock when she came. But she wasn't a lady to me. She took me to live at one of her houses at Huddersfield Road. She lives away now and her daughter runs everything. I didn't like the pair of them.

I had a boyfriend there, called Ian. He had the back bedroom, next door to me. He used to go to the Club. He liked his drink too. I still had my long hair. One day, he grabbed my hair and pulled me round the bedroom. The staff heard me screaming and they came and told him to get in his own bedroom. He did it quite a lot. Every morning, he get up at 7 o'clock and come to knock on my door. 'Iris, are you coming to my bedroom?' He never went to bed, he was up day and night. 

They moved me to supported housing at 52 South Park Road, to get away from him. Trouble was they had him out too and he came to live near me. I used to fall everywhere. My legs let me down all the time. So I stopped in bed a lot. Once they all went out to the pictures and left me on my own. When they came back, my eye was swollen right out. I'd fallen and banged my head. I had to go to the hospital. The day after, I was opening my door and I just went down completely. My legs let me down. They shouted at me, 'Get up! Get up!' I didn't like that. I couldn't get up, I couldn't move. 

While I was at Huddersfield Road, I went on holiday. There was a man who was a friend of the Lady. He came up for me and Denise in his van and we picked up some more people in Manchester and Liverpool. He took us to his home in Wales and we had a holiday for a week. He had a wife and some children. Every day, we went out in his van. I didn't want to go because I don't like going out every day but he said I had to go. He just took us for rides. One day, we passed a castle and he said Cliff Richards lived there. I said, 'Drop me off!' But he said he couldn't. One of the other ladies couldn't feed herself or anything and I felt sorry for her. There was a lady where I live now who was the same and I used to help staff to feed her.

FERNCLIFFE

Then Steve came to see me and said I could move to Ferncliffe because I needed more support. I came one day for my tea and then to sleep for a weekend. He said, 'Do you like it?' I said, 'Yes, alright.' I've been here for five years. 

I have a photo album with pictures about when I went to Blackpool in June 2008. We went for a week and stayed in a lovely caravan. My room was next to the toilet. I went with my carer and Mary with her carer. We went right to the top of Blackpool Tower. When we got to the top, I tore up my ticket. I wouldn't go there again! The best part was at night, playing dominoes in the caravan. 

I'm too old to go to the pictures now and I'd rather watch telly. I like to see what happens on Emmerdale and Coronation Street. Sometimes I go to the theatre. The first time I saw Jack and the Beanstalk and there were lots of children there. The second time was the other week when I went to the Victoria in Halifax, to see Cannon and Ball. I went with Sue and Janice my keyworker and I paid £9 for my ticket and £9 for my keyworker's ticket which sounds a lot but I've got to spend my money on something. Cannon and Ball are comedians, one is a tall man and the other is a little man. A young man went up onto the stage. They sat him on a chair and there was a big bang. I shot up out of my seat. Janice said, 'I bet your heart was nearly in your mouth.' Another young man went up from the audience and said, 'Can you tell me where your heart is?' They said, 'It's in your knees.' 'No, it's not,' I said but I didn't say it aloud, just to myself. When we came out, it was snowing and it was nearly 12 o'clock because they'd put the clocks forward.

MY FRIEND

Denise rents a flat on Queens Road. She's my best friend and I go to see her a lot. She used to come here but she stopped. I don't know why. It's always cold at her place so she goes to bed a lot with a hot water bottle. Sometimes it's so cold, I have to come home. She wants another heater but staff say the one she's got is alright. It isn't, you can't feel any heat coming from it.

She used to live with me on Huddersfield Road then she got a flat up Boothtown. It was nice and warm up there. I went to visit her there. I was only there four days but I didn't like it because they all went out and left me on my own. The staff said she had to go out. They went to Bradford to the pictures and the bowling alley. So I went back to Huddersfield Road. Then she wanted to be on her own, so she got the house in Queens Road.

I used to go out with her but once she pinched a bag from the market. I told her she shouldn't have done it. I had to tell Steve because it upset me so much. She says she wouldn't do it again but I don't know. Ann, the staff where she lives told the police and they said, 'If you ever do it again, you'll have to go to court.' She was cross with me for telling. I said, 'You're lucky nobody found out straight away. There's cameras everywhere now.' I bought two bags from the market. They were cheap, only £4 each. That's not bad that.

MY KIND OF LIFE

When we were thinking what to call this book, we thought of looking at the titles of some Cliff Richard songs. He sang one, called My Kinda Life. When I look back at my life, I think I was happiest when I was dancing and I liked making tea and sandwiches for other people. Sometimes, I feel very upset when I think what other people have done to me. If I could, I'd like to change my life completely. I'd get rid of my fits, the aches and pains and being knocked down for money. I've never asked anyone for money, I'd rather do without. I'd get rid of Meanwood Park as well. Anyway, it's gone now, they've pulled it down. That's one good thing, they can never send me back there. Now, I'm 68 and there's nothing really I look forward to. I think I've had it. I've had my life.

