
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Fall Of The Flamingo Circus

        

        
        
          Kate Rigby

        

        
          Published by Kate Rigby, 2014.

        

    


FALL OF THE FLAMINGO CIRCUS

by

Kate Rigby

––––––––

Copyright 2012 Kate Rigby

First Published by The Malvern Publishing Company in hardback (1988)

Published by Allison & Busby in paperback (1990)

Published by Villard Books US hardback (1990)

Original Cover Design by Kate Rigby 2023

Incorporating stock background image by BA1969 at www.rgbstock.com


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to the vendors and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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September 1st 1968

My name is Lauren Schanzer. I am 7 years old. I’m going into the juniars soon. I’m going to right a dairy every day like Kate my new sister. My other brothers and sisters are Janessa who is ten, Raymond is eight, Duane is nearly 5 and Hayley is two. Janessa and Raymond live at nannas. Duane and Hayley live in a diffirent house than me but I see them at nannas sometimes and dad is sometimes there. He said mum was drunken and she has walked out for good now. He said he will get us all back in are old house again.

Kate is big. She is nearly 8. My new house is grate big and quiet and when I’m lonley I will right in my dairy because there is only Kate to play with but sometimes she is having piano or balley lessons. In my old house I played with Duane and Janessa and my other friends in my street. It is skarey at night. I got into Kates bed like I used to sleep in Janessas but her mum gave me a grate big room on my own and it has got sentral heating. There were a shadow of a bear on the wall last night and a gost on the stares which made a funny noise so I went into Kates bedroom. I did a wee in her bed by acksidant and her dad found out but he dident hit me with the hammer or tie me up. He said it were an acksidant and readed me a story called skwirral nut kin.

On Sunday I went to sunday school with Kate. I dident no that schools were opened on Sunday but they teached diffirent things than at my other school and talked about Jesus and James and Peter and Simon and we sang songs about I will make you fishers of men if you follow me. In the afternoon we went to a forest to pick some black berrys.  

My new house is at 76 Chestnut Road. There are lots and lots of trees like in the park and nextdoor there is a willow tree but Kate dont play with the girl there. They have got a big dog with long furrey legs. There dad takes him for a walk past are window every day. Kate said it were an Aftgan. I said to her we used to have an Aftgan in my old house but she said I were a lier.
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December 2nd 1968

I am now living at nannas with Janessa and Raymond. I like it here better than Kates. Kates mum were allways crying and she said to Kates dad she couldent look after me no more and that I never talked and that I wetted the bed nearly every night. I listened outside the door because it were open and she said that I would have to go back to the childrens home like I were a puppy she dident want no more. I went back there for a little while but nanna said she could squeeze one more small one in.

I went out with nanna today. Raymond and nanna found an old rope and picked it off of the ground and washed it when we got home so that me and Janessa can play skipping and later we went the chippy and had lots of fish and chips. I havent had them propaly for ages because we have horrible chips at school.There allways cold. I never had fish and chips at Kates nor a bit a lemon. At nannas we can have a bit a lemon or a bit a pepsi and watch the telly more and ITV. 

Dad comes round sometimes and last time he brought presents. He came in with another lady. Janessa said she dident like the lady and was quite rude untill dad told her off. Mum doesent come though. Grandad said she has gone off with another man and they have moved to London but she was running away from are dad not the kids. When dad comes round here him and grandad are allways fighting.

At school I sowed a tray cloth for nanna and I gave it her when I finished it and she said it were very good and she would save it for best and later I showed her my diary and she said it were funny and that my spelling were good for seven year old and she told me to keep wrighting it.

––––––––
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March 5th 1969

It was Raymonds birthday today. He is nine. I brought him a truck. Nanna made him a cake and Janessa stuck the choclate buttons on. He said thank you to nanna but told me in secret later that he felt a sissy blowing out the candles. Grandad joined in and give Raymond a model airaplane kit. He sung some songs and held his glass of beer up but he kept coughing right bad in the middle. He never moved from his arm chair all day. Nanna said hes a bit ill but you get like that at grandads age.
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December 4th 1972

What a load a tripe I wrote when I were little. That was when I were living at nannas and grandad were still alive and dad hadent even married again. We never here from my real mum no more. I get on ok with my stepmum now. I hated her at first. She’s having another baby in March. I want a little brother this time. We all fussed over Melinda when she were born two year ago She’s got nearly black hair like me and are Raymond. When she’s asleep she lies on her front with her arms crossed over her chest like you do For the Big Ship Sails on the Alley Alley O exept the chains broke. She sleeps in mum and dads room at the moment but she’ll probaly have to share with me, Janessa and Hayley when the new toerag comes. I wish I could have a room of my own like lots of my mates.

The lady from the home calls round sometimes still. She called round a couple a week ago to see me and my brothers and sisters. Me and are Duane had red whiplash marks down are backs and bums where we had been belted because Duane held down Angela Waite and scalped all her hair off and kicked her head in cause she called Melinda a basterd and said are house were a right hole. Angela looks worser than a skinhead and the hair cut don’t suit her. Her dad come round with Angela to are house and me and are Duane said we new nowt about it so are dad battered us for lying. He said we shouldent go round kicking people and if we done it again he would hit us harder. When the lady come round he locked us upstairs and said we have gone to a mates house. When she next came mum tried to cover up are marks and my burn on my leg. 

Are dads right narky at the moment cause they want to cut off the electric. The other day he went for Janessa like a feirce lion when he saw the lovebite on her neck. Are Raymonds taller than a lot of his mates so he tried standing up to my dad. He said you shoulden’t hit lasses. Leave her alone. Dad sneered and said she aint no lass she’s a hore. He hit her again and a red trickle slid out her nose. My mum sided with are Janessa and give her a dish-cloth to wipe her nose on. She said “she’s 14 and old enough to have boyfriends. I were courting at that age.” Dad said “you keep out of it. She aint your lass.” My mum emidaetly went to see to are Melinda who were banging a spoon on her highchair. Now mum, are Raymond and Janessa aint talking to are dad. Me and Duane are ping-pong balls. “Tell your dad he can get his own tea tomorrow.” “Tell your mum she won’t get no money if she don’t.”

The last two nights dad asked me and Duane to race him up the hill to the railway bridge. When we got there we puffed and panted and Duane counted how many streetlamps we had come. Then we went the bookies house and played cheat and hangman with Craig while are dads drunk brown ale and talked about jockeys. On are way home the first night two ladys down are street were talking right loud to each other on their doorsteps. One of them said “them Schanzers is a disgrase. They had another row last night you know.” The other one said “its them kids I feel sorry for.” Dad never heard them cause he were ahead but if he sees ladys pearing out he waves up at them and says “how are you Mrs. whatsaname.” Then their faces are gone from the nets and we all fall about laughing. My dads right funny at times.

I am at Millburn Comprehensive School in the first year. Are Janessas in the fourth year and Raymonds in the second. I started my periods two months ago. A lot of the lasses make out theyve started but they aint really. Dawn O’Leary has had three this month at least. I used to be mates with Angela Waite till she said about are Melinda. That Kate girl I used to live with when I were little is there. She’s stuck-up and snooty. Are gang cant stand her. Her hair goes right back in a blond pigtail and looks babyish and she wears her skirts below her knees. I wouldent be seen dead talking to her. Are gang hang out and smoke with the second and third years in the alcoves behind the gym. I nick a couple a mums fags. She don’t notice. Kates still a kid. She don't no nothing. She don’t no what frig means nor does Angela or Kerry. I’ve seen it in my dads magazines at the bottom of his chest of draws. Kate still takes the Bunty and Mandy but we read the Jackie and Mirabel and the books Skinhead and Suadehead. I don’t do many lessons with Kate cept P.E. and Art. In RE. I was behind her going up the bench which was hooked onto the top of the horse. We had to run up the form then jump over the horse without stopping. Well Kate walked up the bench and was wobbling all over the show. I thought she were going to jump but I came smack into her cause she come to a dead stop. I tripped her on purpose so she went flying off but I made up people were pushing behind me which they were so I got out of it. She had to go the sick bay rubbing the lump on her head.

At school my favourate lessons are P.E. and English when we write storys but the rest is crap. Next year we’re going to bunk more lessons.













Saturday June 3rd 1973

Yesterday one of our million cousins Steven from the other side got wed to a lass called Morag. I were allowed to the night time disco. Auntie Ivy looked after the kiddys. Our Janessa was trying to say I were too young. She always tries to take charge. She bosses us more than mum. She’s always cooking and cleaning and fretting. Our Raymond says she'll grow up a right nag-bag. But last night everyone said she looked a little belter with her hair all loose and make-up on. I wished I was nearly fifteen when I watched my dad dancing with her and teaching her to jive to the old rock and roll records like she were grownup while me and the younger ones got ignored or in the way. My dad looked right good too all togged up and dancing with all the ladys and having a laugh with Auntie Ada. He looked the life and soul like he does when he tells his travel tales passed down from his dad.

Me and the Mackennas were bragging to see who new the most about doing it. I new more than they did. They lied more than me.

The mithering Mothersoles my dad calls them have got there house for sale nextdoor. There the third family to move out in two year. Youve got to be tough to live nextdoor to us. We’ve lost friends too cause are familys got a bad name. Some kids have broke friends for no reason then we here off of someone else that there mums told them not to knock about with us no more.

––––––––
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August 9th 1973

I’m sitting in bed at the moment. If mum hadnt of come back early from Auntie Jeans with the baby I would have been a gonner probaly. I am getting better and don’t look so bad. My body still hurts but I’m going to write this down and take it to the childrens home where I lived when I were small so they might take us back in. It all started about two week ago. Well it started before that really. It’s got worse since our Lee-Ann were born. There’s nine of us in the house now counting our mum and dad. Its hard to get heard cause the babys scream loudest and we all get told to shut it. We get given less food. The moneys got to stretch further. You can go to bed starving but by the morning you have slept off the hunger pains.

That Friday night a fort-night ago I wanted to kill myself. Theres nothing to do in the summer holidays. I like it better in school. That day I seen Darrell with another lass looking like they were serious so he must have chucked me I thought. I’d been out with him for two week the longest I’ve been with any lad. He’s nearly fifteen and great to look at. We used to go up the fair every day.

The same day I seen him with his new lass my mum took the baby with her to Auntie Jeans. She said she were going for ten days. Janessa done the cooking while she were away. I took Melinda with me in the pushchair and done the shopping. Janessa cooked us beefburger chips and salad on the Friday night instead of fish. Dad moaned about the salad, “I’m not a rabbit.” He said.

We rowed about the washing-up. They watched telly after. I went to my room. I tried to read my mags but I coulden’t consentrate. Rats were kicking a stone round the street. He had on them boots he tried on in Manfields and walked outside still wearing them without paying. Hes nicked loads. I've done it too at Masons newsagents on the corner. Mr Masons a dozy stick. I've pinched money from bags in the changing rooms while the lasses are in the shower. Me and Gail are first out the shower and she keeps watch for me. No-one has pinned it on us yet. I sometimes take money out mums old coffee jar in the kitchen behind the cracked flour jar but only out the small change jar. I never take from the notes jar cause she’d notice.

I got bored upstairs so went down. Our Janessa and Duane were still watching telly and dad were playing with our Hayley and Melinda. Hayley rolled on her back while he tickled her bare spotty tummy. Her skirt were up and you could see her pants which were grey and holey. Melinda kept hanging off his neck like a monkey. I pored out some cold tea in the kitchen not to drink but to tip on the carpet. But its so dirty and worn no-one noticed much. I tried picking an arguement with our Janessa but she woulde’nt play. She were supposed to be playing mum but shed gone back to being a teenager singing along with the adverts. No-one wanted to talk. So I starts kicking the furniture like and banging my cup with a spoon in over and over. In the end my dad told me to quit. So I thought I’ll really court trouble this time. I put the £2 on the mantelpeice in my pocket. My dad saw me and his face went purple. I new I would be throttled. Its quite scarey when he gets angry but it makes your heart beat right fast like on the fair rides. It made him quit playing with the kiddys too.

He hit and dragged me upstairs and locked me in my room. Thats when I decided to run away. I thought I’d try and get to Auntie Doris in Birmingham the next day. I know where are Janessa keeps her money so I rifled through her draw and took a few quid.

Janessas got a summer job in Boots. She has to work Saturdays so dad let me out the room to do the shopping with him, our Hayley and Melinda in the morning. I went in the supermarket while they waited out side. On our way home Hayley stops by the small park on the mane road. Its got seats all round with old people or tramps sitting there. The bin were flowing over with chip rappers and Hayley saw the pidgens and wanted to play with them so we all troops in and stands by the public toilets while she runs round the little bit of grass covered in pidgen crap. Dad were standing there in his t-shirt he got from the Oxfam shop holding Melinda. Her frilly nickers were hanging over his tattoos and they looked right white against his hairy arm, He had a fag in his other hand then he threw it to the ground and said he were going for a slash. He asked me to mind the lassies and the shopping. This were my only chance to escape before he took me home and locked me up again. While Hayley had her back on me and Melinda were tootling around I slided round the back of the loos and sneaked out the side of the park and legged it to the road nearby without looking round to see if are Hayley had spotted us. I took the back roote to the train station about half a mile away. I didnt no if I had enough fare so I brought a platform ticket. I sneaked on the train with the crowds and stayed in the loo. I was right scared when anyone fiddled with the handle so I changed lavs sevarel times. When we got to Birmingham new street I got off with every one else. I tryed to look like I were with a family. I found a dead ticket on the ground so I handed it in thinking I were bound to get nabbed but they never noticed. I felt right excited like I were on holiday because we aint been on holiday for ages not even to Cleethorps or Scarbrough like we used to.

Next I had to find Aunty Dorises address but I hadent a clue where to start. I asked a few people where Napier road was but none of them new. They just said “sorry” and dashed off.

Then I asks this lad with dark long hair. Well quite dark. He said he were going that way. So I walked with him to the carpark and he said he’d drive us there. His car were an old banger like a Voxall Viva or something. He whizzed along right fast and listened to the radio with the windows open. He never talked much exept he asked me how old I was and I told him just 15 even though I’m only 12 but he never said nothing. He said he were 20. Then he jammed on the brakes on a verge near a flyover and I says are we here already and he says its not far. Then we starts necking and he felt down my blouse and said I were undevelaped for a 15 year old and asked what size I were and I said 34. (A 32 swamps me really). Cars were zooming by to busy to notice us. He groped me and said why dont we get in the back of the car so we did and lay down on the seat and he took out a durex from his pocket. He asked if I were a virgin and I said no but I was and he told me to open my legs and we done it. It hurt like hell.

Then he told me he dident no the road where my Aunty Doris lives so he told me I better try and find it. But I asked if I could go with him cause I did’nt no where I was so he drives me back to his pad. I sat there and had a peace of toast but he didnt speak much. He just listened to the sport on the radio. Then he started asking us questions, realized I’d ran away and said he dident want a harber a miner or summit and said I should hop it. He gets out a streetmap and looks up Napier road. It were four or five mile away but he said he could drive me there. So he takes us there at nine o’clock and it were getting dark. Then he drives off. He wouldent even tell me his name so I’m calling him Dave so when people ask me if I’ve had it off I’ll say yep with Dave from Birmingham.

I felt a right twat just stood there on the steps. I thought what if aunty Doris don’t live here no more but I thought I better ring the bell and see. The front door were on the side of the house. There were a row of bells so I presses number 5 but I couldn’t hear a ring. I rung it again and Carol come down and opened the door. She’s about 17 now and right ordinrey looking with long brown hair. Shes always been grown up. She used to come up north when we were little with aunty Doris and uncle Bert and sit with the adults all the time. We used to go to right good places though like the zoo or the park or the ice rink. Uncle Bert used to take photo’s and tell funny storys. He used to give us shoulder rides and firemens lifts and he new piles a card tricks. My dad never liked him coming. Then uncle Bert had the accidant at work and couldent get round as well so we aint seen them in ages. I hadent stayed here before or if I had I couldn’t remember.

I don’t think Carol reconized us so I said “it’s Lauren your cousin remember? Ive ran away from home.”

Carol didn’t look suprised. She just opened the door und let us in. When I went inside I new why aunty Doris did’nt adopt us when we were in care. There were no room to swing a cat. There were a double bed for her and uncle in the bed sitting-room and a kitchenette. There were a kind of partition with frosted glass and on the other side were a divan for Carol but there were’nt much room for nothing else. Her hair smelt of frying and so did the flat. She said there were one bathroom between nine flats and a phone downstairs. I thought they wont let me stay here cause theres defnitley no room for me. I said to Carol is it ok if I stay? I can share your bed if you dont mind but I aint going back home. She said she didnt know how I could live with uncle Tommy and wondered why I never ran out before. He’s just a brute she said. They only used to come up to see my real mum and us kids cause they were worried for us. Carol said she used to be frightened of my dad and that he was always in a mood when they came to visit and that he gave her the creeps when he spoke nice to her.

She made us a drink. I never told her about Dave that afternoon. I didnt really know her like a mate but she was quite nice. She said you have to stand up to people like my dad.

“Wheres your mum and dad?” I asked.

Carol said uncle Bert were at the club and Aunty Doris was out at a neighbuours house and they wouldent be long. We talked for a bit but she aint really my type. She did’nt talk about lads much or records or makeup. She spoke about her job a bit and her friends but I don’t reckon she had many. She looked like she wanted to be on her tod a lot.

When aunty Doris come back she thought I were Janessa at first. I told her why I was there. She kept saying we’ll sort something out and don’t worry. She’s never fussed much. I think she were quite suprised how I had just turned up out the blue. She heated us up a chicken pie and potato crockets.

Later there were a knock on the door. The woman in the hall said your wanted on the phone to aunty Doris. When aunty come back she said it was our Janessa sounding right mad and wanting to know if I were here. What did you tell her I asked. She said she had to tell her the truth. Our Janessa had been phoning round all the likely places from the coin box. Aunty Doris had to save her from worrying but made her promise to make sure I were not punished once I were home. Uncle Bert wouldnt let my dad hurt me she said. My dad would pick me up the next day so I could stay there tonight and sleep with Carol.

I kept tossing and turning in Carols small bed but I liked staying there. It was quieter than at home exept I could hear uncle Bert snoring. In the morning you could see aunty through the frosted glass but not clearly. On Sunday we had roast lamb. They let the cooking fumes out of the door on the stairs. About 2 o'clock my dad turns up. He asked uncle Bert how he was and uncle asked him in. Then my dad asked where I was and I came through the partition. He just said are you right then?

Aunty Doris told him I was upset that’s why I run out. She told him not to tell me off. Its water under the bridge now uncle Bert said. They looked pleased when they saw my dad was’nt angry with me. He charmed them both so they thought I were safe but I knew that look which meant wait till I get you home lass. My dad were quiet in the car but he were driving like a loonatic at about 85 mph and nearly caused an accidant. I thought he would get arrested. I wished he would. I did’nt care if he bloody crashed I were that scared.

We’ve got a couple a outhouses in our backyard. One of them is where my dad keeps some wood and a few old tools. He had rigged up a heavy chain to a firm bracket on the wall. He padlocked the chain round my neck so I were like a dog in a kennel and tied my hands behind my back. Then he gagged me, left me a potty and slid the heavy bolts across on the outside and clunked that padlock. The chain started irratating my neck so I tryed yanking it away from the wall by stretching as far as I could but I nearly strangled meself.

I remembered our Rats was away camping this week. That night our Duane must have known about us shut in there though cause he pushed some food under the door on a tray. On it there were a round of bread and dripping, some digestive biscuits and a tomato. But I couldnt reach it even when I stretched the chain and my foot right out cause I were in the corner furthest away from the door. I would’nt have been able to eat it anyway cause of the gag. I started crying but couldnt do that proper.

The next day I heard my dad drive off early to work. Then I head our Duane fiddling with the padlock outside. I made grunting noises. I saw him pressing his head to the ground trying to see under the door. He could’nt see me. He could see the tray though. I saw his arm give it a shove but I still could’nt reach it. I stared all day at the food and tryed to pretend it wasn’t food. I thought that the tomato stork looked like jesters legs and pretended the bicks were stones really.

I were right starving and thirsty by teatime. I were getting right cold too. Noone come and I cried but that made the pain in my throat worse. I couldnt sleep much tied like that but I must have sometimes. The day light took years coming. I were so tired when it did come that I slept best then than I had all night with my head drooping against the wall. Then our Duane shook the door again and woke us. He was still trying to pick the lock. Our Rats would have done it no trouble. If Duane could have just got in he could have give me some grub and drink even if he couldnt get my neck free.
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