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Who Am I?


I am the epitome of everything feminine. My strength, resilience and determination are unmatched.


I uplift those who are downtrodden, strengthen those who are weak and guide those who are lost.


I have enough experience and have ‘overcome’ enough struggles to do so!


I am the one person who people can look up to when they are in a mess… to help them through it!


I will help those who have wronged me, because at the end of it all… it is not what people deserve but what I believe in!


I am ‘A Survivor’.




This book is dedicated to all those who have and still are suffering from abuse; too frightened to come forward.


My thoughts are with you.




Foreword


This is the story of success in its own right; when justice prevails!


Over a period of several years, the author, Rosemarie Smith wrote her autobiography in three separate books, Little Molly, Molly II (Am I Who I Should Be) and now, Molly III (The Untold Story) but because of the seriousness of the abuse that her brother inflicted upon her, she struggled to give a hundred per cent account of the hurt, pain and damage she suffered as a result of it. Having suffered the consequences of several breakdowns she reached a point where she had totally given up on life and felt that the long hard battle to survive just wasn’t worth the pain anymore. In Molly III (The Untold Story) she gives her own account of what it was like growing up, suffering severe, physical and mental abuse; and then to go on suffering most of her life. Just as she had given up on society and every government body, came a massive break-through when she received a message from Paul Butler, a police officer from the Chesterfield Divisional Head Quarters, Beetwell Street, Derbyshire. And as a result of a short conversation over the telephone, on July 12 2017 a judge (recorder) ruled ‘life in prison’ for her childhood abuser and said, “Rosemarie Smith’s ‘statement of facts’ was so compelling.” He believed that the abuser, John Wass, had committed every sexual and indecent act that his victims gave evidence on. It took fifty years to bring this case to court but Rosemarie said, “It is never too late to report abuse!”




Prologue


Many things have happened since I wrote Little Molly and Molly II (Am I Who I Should Be?) including the beginning of this book, but after spending almost four years writing and then putting it off, I have decided it is time to bring this part of my life to closure as I no longer feel it is necessary to make all my life public; so on Saturday 28 January 2017 I began to write what I believe will be the book before ‘A New Beginning’.


I see life as a learning curve, many things happen that are out of our control and we tend to blame ourselves for things that go wrong in our lives. My life especially has not been a happy one, although I cannot say I have been miserable or unhappy all of the time as I can still remember the happiest moments of my life bringing me so much more happiness than I ever thought possible. And so I begin ‘The Trilogy’ to Little Molly, recalling the moments of my life, way back in the days when I was a little girl and the only thing that ever seemed to matter to me was bread and butter and daisy chains.


Coming from a large poor family we didn’t have many toys to play with, although I do still remember what I would now term as, ‘A Poor Man’s Christmas’! My mother and father were both Christians and as far as I know had equal belief in the Bible, so Christmas was focussed upon the Nativity. Although my memory of such times is now very limited, I still remember the plastic nativity scene they displayed alongside our small Christmas tree, each and every year, when I learned that baby Jesus, Joseph and Mary were part and parcel of our Christian belief and was considered the norm. Our Christmas tree and decorations were never flam-boyant, and Mother could never afford to go over the top buying in all the traditional food and treats for everyone, but being one of the youngest of our family, I fitted into the category of children who still believed in Father Christmas; so, I received a very modest number of toys and sweets on Christmas Day. I loved Christmas, and although there were times when Mother and Father could not afford to buy coal to heat the water and keep us warm, I remember we all seemed happy and content. I remember there were times when we all seemed to appreciate and protect each other, being the seventh child born to my parents it seemed I had no problem acquiring protection from my older siblings; but one day my whole world came crashing down and everything changed…
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A conversation with Kim Briggs on Facebook gave me the incentive to write Molly III (the Untold Story). I recall I was chatting with my sister Julia at the time, when it was bought to my attention that a twenty-one-year-old had said she had recently married a member of my family and had the audacity to send me several requests to add her to my friends list. At that particular time, I had no idea who she was or how she had come across my profile. I had very few friends, and apart from my sister Julia and my immediate family I had very limited contacts. As the days passed, I found that the man she was referring to was my abuser, my brother, John Wass. I was absolutely astounded, so totally ignored her requests. I was certain I didn’t know her, and I wasn’t interested in getting to know her; although she seemed insistent. Eventually she made it common knowledge that she was having a relationship with him and considered herself to be part of our family and began to contact other family members as well as myself. As always, with the slightest connection to my brother, fear was my first emotion. I surmised she had already read Little Molly, part one of my autobiographies and I believed, as I still do now, that she was aware of John Wass’s paedophilic record. She did not use our family name and although I could understand why she wouldn’t want to, I surmised she was lying when she actually said she had married him. What I failed to understand was how she could associate herself with the likes of him, knowing he could never be trusted around anyone’s children; and why she would want to get in touch with me. John had always been a violent bully and I spent my whole life trying to avoid him or anyone he associated with, so I asked myself, why me?


When I first decided to write my autobiography, the thought of reliving my abusive childhood frightened the hell out of me, although I had toyed with the thought that maybe one day I might develop the courage to write something about it – for many years I was reluctant. I didn’t really want to drag my siblings through that painstaking journey again, recalling all the heartache and suffering we all went through, so initially I opted for what I thought would be easiest and contemplated writing a poetry book instead, but then I thought long and hard about other small children who might have been suffering; and like a gift from God I was given the incentive to write the first part of my autobiography, Little Molly, hoping it would help all those who had suffered; and those who are still suffering. So here I am once again on a warm September evening in the year 2010; hoping that continuing my story will help all who read it.




Author’s Notes


When I first began to write I had no idea that I would spend the best part of seven years reliving the terrible abuse and neglect I suffered as a child. But in the short time it took me to write Little Molly and Molly II I felt I had crossed bridges that I was once too frightened to cross and came to terms with everything that had happened to me; and I accepted that ‘life goes on!’.


I recall, when my counsellor, Clive Powell, first challenged me into writing Little Molly I thought it was a ludicrous idea. I was just recovering from what I believed was a nervous breakdown, but as time moved on it seemed more apparent that it was a, complete physical breakdown; and the very slow and painful recovery began almost as soon as I met him. The breakdown had such an effect on my life that it crippled me mentally and I could barely function, but within that first year of intensive counselling I had pieced together some of my most horrific childhood memories and managed to build the foundation of Little Molly; the first part of my autobiography. However, even on completion of Little Molly I knew I had so much more to tell, so went on to write Molly II (Am I Who I Should Be?). Now I realise that even after completing two ‘Molly’ books; there is still an endless amount untold, so I continue to write Molly III (The Untold Story).


Some of the names in this book have been changed in order to protect the innocent. As with Little Molly and Molly II, I have decided to omit certain memories for the sake of my family. If, however, I have offended anyone, I apologise most sincerely.


Rosemarie Smith







A Letter to My Brother


Honestly, facing up to you was the most difficult thing I had ever done, but it was worth it, for me, my children and others too. You hurt me so bad, killed my trust and you changed me. I never thought I would grow strong enough but despite the odds, I did it! I am the only one who knows how much pain you caused me and how difficult my life has been because of you, but I am healing. As I look back on my life I realise that every time I thought I had everything to live for, you showed up and broke me. I was always determined you would never do to my children what you had always done to me and continued doing; without ever thinking how much pain and suffering you caused. I won’t look back; I am at peace with myself.


One thing you never really understood, I was your sister! A little girl who could have grown to be your friend, you could have trusted me, confided in me and learned from me, but when you made the choice to become my abuser, you not only destroyed me, but yourself too! You destroyed the one and only person who could have possibly helped you to return to normality, helped you to return to a man with a healthy mental balance, rationality; but you made your choices. I probably know you well enough to know what you are thinking right now, that we, your victims, are responsible for you going to prison, but we’re not; you are!
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Remembering the Past


When I was a child I found it impossible to tell anyone about the pain and suffering my abuser caused me, I was just a tiny little girl and, although he was my brother, he was a man capable of lies and deception, therefore he found it easy to convince my peers that what little vocabulary I had was nothing more than a few words of a young child’s distorted imagination. I will never forget when he desperately tried to convince the police that it was my father who abused me, had I not been old enough to validate the truth he would have walked away scot-free. During my communication with Kim Briggs, she informed me that she wasn’t interested in anything John Wass had done before she had met him and that his past was his past; but I sensed uncertainty in the way she drafted her messages, as she tried to convince me he wasn’t the paedophile I knew him to be. As I tried to convince her of the truth, I cleared my mind of the pain and suffering that he had caused me but many of the abusive images invaded my thoughts as I explained to her what it felt like to be a four-year-old child suffering at the hands of a paedophile. Then I asked myself; did she really know what she had let herself in for? With so many hidden secrets, it would have taken her a lifetime to know my brother, John Wass, like I did.


I once asked my sister, Carol, why she referred to me as ‘Sad eyes’; a nickname I remembered from the past. I didn’t like the name and although it seemed self-explanatory, just to make her feel as bad as I felt each time she referred to it, I asked her to verify her reasons for calling me such a name, but it didn’t seem to faze her; but then nothing did. I think one of the worst things about growing up around Carol was the fact that she held so much knowledge of the abuse I had suffered, and often found it necessary to inform friends of hers when we were both out socialising, not really understanding how I felt about it. All I wanted was to forget about John Wass and what he had done to me and live in peace; but as she repeatedly told her version of what had happened when we all lived as a family I held back my tears, so I didn’t look weak. I didn’t want anyone to think I was vulnerable, so I put up this hard exterior pretending it no longer bothered me but that only seemed to provoke her into telling more, she seemed to find it difficult not to bring it into a conversation when I was with her and although I am certain it wasn’t something she did purposely, she placed so much doubt and uncertainty into people’s minds about me. Occasionally, I built up enough courage to protest and tried to evade the painful questions that her friends asked me about the memories I had been storing inside my head for years. When I think back and remember all the devastating things I had suffered, I realise it was not just the effects of the abuse I carried with me, but also the degradation of the terrifying medical examinations that followed it. It was something I had never released from my thoughts and yet it was one of the most horrifying memories I had. I still remember the couch where I was laid and the array of silver instruments which had been neatly organised and put on top of the trolley in full view of me. The oversized stirrups, which were normally used to examine pregnant women, literally frightened the hell out of me as they were casually unfolded and erected around each of my thighs – their purpose to take the strain as my legs were held apart, while being examined internally. No steps were taken to lessen my embarrassment and no sheet to keep me warm or comfort me; an ordeal that constantly reminded me of the terrible trauma of the abuse John Wass had inflicted upon me. I cannot recall how many times I had wished I had never been born, but as I sit at my desk I try to forget everything he ever did to me, and to remember some of the happier moments I experienced; I try to clear my mind of Kim Briggs and I wonder... where do I begin?


For me the beginning always seems to be the hardest part and yet, once I have finally found the right place, a torrent of words flow; as memories flood in from the past...


I woke up this morning thinking about all the years I had spent in the children’s homes and wondered how on earth I had survived. When I was removed from my family home at the age of nine I was taken to live at Springhill Children’s Home which was referred to as ‘a reception placement’ which was situated in Duffield, in Derby where I felt really happy and settled. But then I was removed, along with two of my younger siblings, and was taken to live at the Outrake Children’s Home which was situated in the Peak District, a tiny village called Little Longstone where I lived alongside twenty or so other children and slowly developed into a teenager. This was where I spent hour upon hour, day after day with other unfortunate children, who like myself endeavoured to pass time composing letters to our parents who we barely ever saw, only to witness the staff screw the letters up into the palms of their hands and dispose of them soon after. I recall there were times when I tried to write poetry, but my mind focussed on nothing else but the abuse I had suffered, so I doodled and scribbled onto pieces of paper that I carelessly tore out of my school books and received punishment for when I returned to school. Desperate to try and prevent my abusive childhood from destroying my future, I tried to bury the memories that taunted me and built a barrier so tough around myself that I allowed no one to pass through it; or get close to me. I suffered in silence, hoping to forget everything that had ever happened to me, but I just couldn’t rid myself of the past.


So many bad memories to counteract the good and yet the power of determination overrides everything; and I am able to continue my story.


The Outrake, now better known as Chestnut House, is situated on the edge of the Peak District at Little Longstone, Derbyshire; where I lived for just a small part of my life. After many years of wondering what was going to happen to the oversized mansion, I found myself returning to it and staying in one of the little cottages that it had been divided into. The Outrake’s kitchen had become Chatsworth Cottage with its large, wrought iron spiral staircase that dominated the open plan living area and led up to the twin bedroom which used to be the boys’ dormitory before it was assigned to the girls. When I met Annie, the proprietor of Chestnut House, my first response when she opened the door was one of shock to see how much they had altered what I will always remember as the Outrake Children’s Home. Although I tried to look and sound pleased with the alterations, and the presence of the large spiral staircase to the left of me, I could have cried a mountain of tears. I felt so full of emotion I couldn’t speak and didn’t really understand why I felt that way, apart from the Outrake’s old cook, Connie, I only visualised myself and my friend Shirley standing at the old kitchen sink, way back when we were children, peeling so many potatoes – I learned to hate that job. I suppose I expected to walk inside and find everything the same as I had left it when I was a child. Remembering it was my first permanent home, I recalled the day I was removed from my own family home by the Derbyshire Social Services in 1966, the year my whole family was divided; and I began the journey of a lifetime. I was nine years old when I arrived at the Outrake Children’s Home and it looked so daunting, the very thought of entering the house put tremendous fear into my bones, I was crying for what seemed an age and even after many weeks of being there, I still cried myself to sleep at night.


My younger siblings seemed much braver than me, although I often caught them standing in a corner all alone; crying a mountain of tears. I reassured them with words and promises I knew I couldn’t fulfil but I felt it was something that was expected of me; being their older sister and all. We had been through so much and come so far, I desperately hoped that the Outrake would be the fairy-tale ending to our dreams, hopes and wishes; I didn’t want to believe we were put on this earth just to suffer; and so, I raised my guard one more time knowing we weren’t going to have an easy time of it. There was no feeling of belonging, no responsible parent to take care of us and no trusting family member to rely on, we were on our own. Three unruly, vulnerable children left to the mercy of those who really didn’t want to take care of us, so all we could do was follow the instructions and commands of those who were going to spend years moulding us into the type of children that deserved to live inside an Edwardian mansion. As a vulnerable child fear engulfed me, and I felt sick inside, little thoughts ran through my mind as I entered the large house for the very first time and I wondered, why u s, why couldn’t we have been born in another time, different place, different world? It seemed so unfair!


As I stood staring at the spiral staircase, I realised that memories were all I had left of my childhood and the beautiful mansion that was once my home had been altered; but not beyond recognition! As I looked around the room I stood up in, I still recognised it as the kitchen that I worked all those long hours in and felt kind of restricted by the blocked doorways and locked cupboards that I used to have access to when I was a child. I wondered what the rest of the house was like, whether it had been changed beyond recognition or was it like the old kitchen that still had the tell-tale signs of a children’s care home that was well and truly imprinted inside my mind. Although a big part of me felt saddened that the place had been altered; a small part of me felt pleased that something of it still remained.
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The Promise I Made


I seldom think back to my childhood days but today my mind drifted back to the time when I was really happy and enjoyed being part of a family. Having nine other siblings proved difficult most of the time but there were occasions when we all enjoyed normal, family play; bouncing on our beds was a favourite pastime and just like every other child we enjoyed the occasional pillow fight. I recall the day, me and my siblings tried to re-enact the story of Little Red Riding Hood – it was a regular pastime for me and my older brother, Trevor, and occasionally our younger siblings joined in to make up the four main characters. Sometimes, I find it impossible to recall all the laughter, fun and games we played when our family seemed relatively normal; but I do remember building a close bond between many of my siblings. Up until the separation of our parents everything was typical of a poor man’s family, surviving the best way they could, and if we ever complained, Mother and Father told us repeatedly that one day we would look back on our lives and wish we could live it all over again. Of course, that was partly true, although at that time I am sure they were both unaware of the abuse I was suffering. I try to focus solely on the good times we had and pretend the abuse didn’t happen, but I feel my hurt and sadness is permanently fixed at the forefront of my mind and sometimes, I think of nothing else but that! Then I realise somewhere inside my head, the memories of all the good times I experienced are being preserved and remain at the back of my mind and so I wonder; when will I remember them?


My mind drifts and I think of my own childrens’ lives and try to compare theirs against mine. I would like to say I had a similar upbringing to my own children, with family outings, bike rides and hot meals served around the table; with food enough to feed extra mouths of friends they invited. I would like to say I was loved and well cared for and bathed every night before being tucked into bed with blankets and quilts that kept me warm and snug. I would like to say there was always someone there when I fell and grazed my knee or cut my hand while rummaging for food; but of course, that wasn’t the kind of life I experienced. My life was different; it was nothing like my children’s lives, so it cannot be compared with theirs! As I sit and mull over the awful remarks that some people have made about me, I wonder if it would ever be possible to put into words the difference between my upbringing and theirs. I wonder if I will ever know enough about English literature to enable me to describe in the best possible way, how much better their life was to mine… Maybe, maybe not! I never wanted my children to know how tough my childhood had been, but when people who didn’t really know me intervened and remarked on things they knew nothing about, I found it necessary to be more upfront with them; one of the reasons I felt it necessary to write my autobiography! After writing Little Molly and Molly II, I promised my daughter, Cheniel, that I would try and recall some of the good things my mother did with her life before the breakup of our family; as I know only too well that sometimes bad memories overpower the good and they are all I remember… and so I begin Molly III remembering the day that my brother, Simon, was born.


I came in from school not expecting Mother to be home as I had already gotten used to not seeing her around so much, her fingers were raw to the bone from working all the hours at the factory, she referred to as, ‘Potters’; a place that lived up to its name and produced lots of earthenware – pottery made of baked clay. She had worked for many years, all through her married life and before, at Pearson’s, Robinsons, and other factories situated in and around Chesterfield; the town where I was born. The work that took place inside the factories was gruelling, in those days there was no easy way of earning a living, but she was a good employee and worked really hard to keep her job; despite the pain it caused her. Having suffered from diphtheria, an acute infectious disease caused by the Klebs-Loffler bacillus, as a small child, she suffered lots of side effects and was left crippled and remained in callipers until the age of fourteen; so, her life proved to be very difficult at times. The constant pain that she suffered in her legs was one of the lesser side effects, but it didn’t deter her from working. I recall whenever she spoke to me about her own childhood and suffering from a form of paralysis caused by the diphtheria, she never complained much and always seemed grateful that she had lived through the war and was able to lead a relatively normal life. She told me there was no vaccine against diphtheria in those days and she was one of the very few who had suffered; but survived it!


The 17th of April 1966, I was seven years old and as I arrived home from school I ran through the front door of our house, not expecting to see Mother there but as I ran into the kitchen I recall her sitting at the table on one of the very few chairs we had, she looked tired and wan and was nursing a baby in what seemed a bundle of clothing. My eldest sister Anne, who was aged twenty at the time, stood in front of her, and my older sister, Carol, was leant against the dining room door; a little behind her. They were speaking in very low-key voices and looking down at the newborn baby that Mother held in her arms. He was dressed all in white and looked so clean I was frightened to touch him for fear my grubby fingers would tarnish his matinee coat. His dark hair and his beautiful olive coloured skin made him the most beautiful baby I had ever seen. After taking stock of his tiny fingers and his little button nose I asked with excitement, “Mam, whose is it? Whose is it Mam?”


“Shush, Molly! Shush! You’ll wake him,” she said in her broad Derbyshire accent.


“But, Mam, whose is it?” I asked. “Is it ours?”


“Course its fuckin’ ours, whose du yur think it is? Shift, get away from him,” Carol snarled as she looked across at me.


Paying very little attention to or her sarcasm, I excitedly asked, “Can I hold it, Mam? Can I? Can I?” I repeatedly asked.


Suddenly, and without so much as a word, she very slowly and lovingly placed the little bundle into my arms, while she kept a gentle hold of him. I nursed him only for a few seconds but within that time I had taken stock of everything about him, the clean fresh smell that lingered about his clothing, his little white socks and the colour of his ebony hair. “What’s its name, Mam?” I asked quietly.


“Simon,” she uttered. “His name is Simon.”


As I put my arms around him I felt the warmth of his skin on my hands and as I gently patted the bundle, just like Mother did, he won my heart instantly. As I listened to Mother, Anne and Carol talking, I looked down at him and felt my heart miss a beat, as I suddenly realised he was my baby brother. I was so excited, I couldn’t wait to tell my friends. As Mother gently prized him from my arms, I reluctantly let go; but waited anxiously for another chance to hold him before I ran outside to tell everyone that I had a new baby brother.


Each and every one of us took turns to hold Simon that day and literally pleaded with Mother again and again to allow us to hold him some more, until she was so worn down that she put a stop to our nonstop pestering and placed him into his pram to sleep. It was one of those moments when Mother’s patience seemed to be everlasting and I and my siblings changed when we realised we could not fight and argue like we used to; but tiptoed around the house so as not to wake him. As I desperately try to recall the happier moments of my life, I realise even memories I hold closest to my heart are tainted with all the hardship and abuse I suffered as a child but, for the sake of my children I delve to the back of my mind, trying to decipher the good from the bad so I can record the happier moments of my childhood.


Up until the moment of writing my first book ‘Little Molly’ all I could think about was the abuse and neglect I had suffered, but now I feel I owe it to my parents, as well as my children, to record some of the better moments of my life. Although I seem to remember very few moments when I felt as happy as I did when Simon was born; it seemed even then it was just the simple things that made me happy. I recall the very first time I ever noticed, that a combination of stars amalgamated above my head and brightened the darkened sky; as I roamed the streets at night. I was around eight years old and had suddenly learned that part of my education included a weekly visit to the school library van and books seemed to play a significant part of school life. Although I was far less able to read than most, I found looking through a book, observing pictures gave me hours of enjoyment and I loved it. But the ridicule I encountered from other children, when it became obvious I could not comprehend the art of reading, I became a target and was picked on by children who were far more able; it was at that time of my life I became unsociable and withdrew from the class. My teacher, Miss Chalmers, was a pleasant character, tall and slim with a hint of orient about her, however I pushed her patience when, through no fault of my own, I regularly failed to attend school and became the typical outcast, whose lack of punctuality and unruly behaviour not only put me at the bottom of the class academically but also at the lower end of her estimation. Although I originally enjoyed school it took only a few months for me to fear the high expectations the teacher had of me, so just like my siblings I began to hate school. I lived solely by my family’s rules and because I was just a small child it was impossible for me to counteract what they impelled. It felt natural to submerge myself into The Giant Book of Old Mother Goose Stories that I yearned to read like the other children; yet my lack of concentration interfered with everything I did so I failed drastically. It was only because of my family’s love of music that I discovered many of the songs they sang I committed to memory and learned them off by heart. ‘Twinkle! Twinkle! Little Star’ was one of the first songs I ever learned to sing but even so, the continual chanting of such songs did not increase my knowledge of the night sky or indeed our universe. The colossal formation of beautiful stars in the sky did not enter into my world, until my family considered me old enough to run after-dark errands for my mother. Although I cannot be entirely certain of my age at that time, I recall that I marvelled at the alluring night sky, as I realised for the very first time that the North Star we spoke about in class was not just part of an advent story we re-enact every year at Yuletide; but was actually an incredible part of our world.







[image: images]








[image: images]CHAPTER 3[image: images]



Our Family Life


I recall, I was around four years old, it was a hot summer’s day and I had just been bathed in the old porcelain sink, which was situated between two highly scrubbed, wooden draining boards, in what was probably the busiest part of our kitchen. My younger siblings had already been bathed and dressed and waited anxiously for me to be dried and dressed before we were allowed to join the older siblings in the waiting process, before the whole family left our house dressed in their Sunday best. An outing to ‘The Foxen Dam’ was enjoyed by all and caused an infectious pattern of excitement. It was quite a distance from our house but a place we all loved so much we giggled and chattered excitably as we made our way around the estate; we loved to go there. Bluebells adorned the woods with their magnificent array of colour and many other families enjoyed picnics at the water’s edge; it was a lovely feeling walking out with my parents when our family was together. They hadn’t separated then, and their troubles seemed very few and far between. All my siblings seemed reasonably happy and, apart from John dominating the whole family, we all seemed to care a little for each other. Mother and Father showed us how to cut through our estate and down water-pitted lanes to arrive at the ‘Foxen Dam’ much quicker than we would have done had we walked all the way around the main roads. By the time we had arrived there it seemed like we had been walking most of the day and for miles, but as soon as we caught site of the water’s edge we ran through the woods screaming with delight; calling out to each other as we trailed carelessly through the carpet of bluebells and bracken. We ran and skimmed stones across the water’s edge and picked bluebells by the armful. Mother and Father allowed us to paddle in the shallow end of the dam and watched caringly as the water rippled silently around our feet, I loved the water and the warm sunshine. I watched the sun’s rays as it glistened through the tree tops and listened to the shrill of the birds that echoed all around me. My older siblings produced a variety of warbling sounds with simple blades of grass that they had picked from beneath the bluebells. It was the perfect place where we roamed freely, and yet I felt such a strong sense of security where I was at my happiest; family life was pretty good back then! I had begun to attend Eckington Pimary School despite the fact that Mother hadn’t really wanted me to, apart from one other child I was the youngest in the class. I remember the heated conversations that Mother had with the authorities before she had agreed to let me go, simply because she had considered me too young to attend and begged them to allow me to stay at home for just another year... but I attended anyway. Mother was no different from any other mother at that time, she developed such a strong bond with us that wild horses would not have torn her away from us, and she shed a mountain of tears as each and every one of us slowly reached school age and entered the big wide world of education. By the time I had started school my older siblings, Anne and John, had already left school and were working, but Julia, Carol, David and Trevor were at varying levels of their educational years and attended school just like everyone else. Trevor of course was a year older than me, so we schooled closely together which left Andrew and Lorraine at home as they were far too young to attend school; so remained at home with Mother. I consider those early school days to be some of the happiest days of my life, when I tasted my very first rich tea biscuit and lost my first milk tooth eating it. Losing a tooth back then was never treated as a great trauma but considered as part of our natural development, something we were taught to expect but I still remember sitting crossed legged on the parker knoll flooring in the school hall crying about it, as I hadn’t expected to lose any teeth on my first day at school. But I was the happiest child alive when I found a shiny new penny beneath my pillow the following morning; a gift from the fairies in exchange for my tooth I was told… I believed that story right up until I was age twelve.


The memories I have of my earliest school days, although very vague, are some of the happiest memories I have of my childhood. The aroma of the freshly cut grass immediately springs to mind as I recall the beautiful hot summers that we had back then and the trailing daisy chains that I learned to make while playing with other children. The uneven, giant, playing field was the recreational ground that supplied lots of entertainment for me and many other children that used the hills to roly-poly down during break times. And the masses of buttercups we picked and used to prove, with a hint of reflection beneath our chins, that every one of us loved butter; an old wives tale that was told for many years, but I believed it anyway! Eckington Primary was a lovely school, although I experienced first day nerves and like the varied few, wet my pants – as I had just turned four and proved to be a very nervous child. I recall, I sat rigid on the highly buffed flooring in a pool of urine just waiting for someone to notice me, too frightened to move or raise my hand as the headmistress had suggested when I first entered the room. Listening to the headmistress’s instructions on how to get to our classroom from the main hall and to the children’s toilets took far too long and, before I knew it, I had embarrassed myself; I was absolutely heartbroken. My freshly laundered dress and pants were soaked and I hung my head with shame and embarrassment as my new teacher led me through the hall and out of the main entrance into the car park while every other child remained crossed legged and seated on the hall floor. The best thing I remember about that day was that I was taken home in my teacher’s car; she was really kind and experienced enough to know about a young girl’s pride and tried to play the incident down; while explaining to my mother what had happened. I felt traumatised by the whole thing, but I was soon put at ease and returned to school in shorts and a tee-shirt; ready to start the day. I recall Mother enduring difficulties calmly in those days and seemingly had lots of patience, she was happy to have us around then and nothing seemed too much trouble for her, although we were high spirited and downright rowdy at times, she kept her cool and made difficult tasks look simple. I remember there being many times when she was without a washing machine and used a dolly tub to wash all our clothes in and regularly exert herself trying to remove stubborn stains with the smallest piece of dark green Fairy washing soap, which she sliced from a long cake of soap that she bought from the tiny hardware shop opposite our house. Life was difficult for our parents at that time, it was just after the war and our country had suffered massively. Food was scarce and butter, milk, cheese and eggs where rationed and meat was considered a luxury that many families went without. I’m sure we would have starved had Dad not grown his own vegetables! My mother told me that my grandmother made a lot of my siblings’ clothing which was continually passed down from the eldest to the youngest, until they outgrew them, then each garment was taken apart and re-made to fit us younger ones; it was the way most families survived back then.


I don’t remember my grandmother, as I am told I was only aged two when she died, and it wasn’t until the coroner carried out a post-mortem on her that they found that she suffered from cancer at the base of her spine; which explained many undiagnosed symptoms that she had suffered from. I rely only on the stories that my siblings and my cousin Norman tell of her, according to them she was a very fine woman who spent most of her time caring for other people. Mother spoke highly of her and made it known to me that she loved her very dearly, she was someone Mother could rely on, she was her spirit, her backbone but when she died I think part of Mother died too as it was then that our mother suffered her first breakdown; that was when our family began to suffer. Mourning for two whole years, Mother desperately tried to keep the family together, while she struggled to get over the death of her beloved mother, but it was all too much for her and our lives just gradually fell apart; as she never recuperated. Over a period of six years, Mother suffered two breakdowns and terrible bouts of depression that she couldn’t shake off. Her life became so unmanageable that she found it impossible to cope with managing our home and after many cries for help, eventually abandoned us, not thinking about the consequences. Subsequently, we were removed from our family home and placed into the care of the Derbyshire Social Services Department. I was nine years old at the time and couldn’t understand why my whole world had fallen apart. My brother John Wass had been released from prison after serving a few years for what was termed as a ‘taken into account (TIC)’… The punishment he received for sexually abusing me. I was aged six when he went to prison but it’s only recently that I learned he had committed a burglary at the same time so his charges for the sexual offences were taken as a TIC alongside the burglary, which lessened the time he served in prison; I was absolutely astounded by that information. He had been in and out of trouble with the police most of his life and, I recall, he had been sexually and physically abusing me most of mine, so what upsets me now is not the fact that I had been taken into care for abandonment and neglect but the fact that John Wass got away so lightly with abusing me. In less than four years he was returned to our family home by the probation service which was instrumental in getting him put into prison in the first place. The probation service and the social services department allowed him to gain access to me and left me at his mercy all over again, that’s when I became his victim again! Mother suffered greatly when she lost her mother and then the trauma of a broken marriage was all too much for her to bear, so I watched her keel over, heartbroken! Yet still I couldn’t understand why she had abandoned us; knowing the devastation she once felt when Father left.
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