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Introduction


It is never easy to dig deep into painful buried memories. But after the death of my father I found I needed to put events of the past down in writing to escape the hold they had over me. This book is the result. Writing it proved to be a fascinating, eventful, roller-coaster ride. I laughed, cried, remembered people and places I had forgotten, rediscovered friends and learned so much about myself, who I was and who I have become. My intention was not to hurt anyone, dead or still living, but rather to tell my story truthfully – the good, the bad and the ugly faces of a childhood which was immensely tough but which ultimately made me very strong.


My early years were empty of all the things we take for granted today. There were no Christmas or birthday presents – at least, none that were not snatched away to be immediately resold. There was little food, and no love, warmth or cleanliness – only violence, abuse, greed, lust, loneliness and filth. As a child, I felt that no adult was ever interested in what I had to say. I was ignored, dismissed and pushed away, even by those in authority whose job it was to help and protect children. Many times I tried to get one of those adults to listen and help me. None ever did.


Today much has improved. Child protection services are better, and children are listened to and respected far more. But still many young people slip through the net. There are children out there who are suffering just as I did and who feel just as alone, ignored and unloved because an adult who could help them is not listening. It is our job, every one of us, to find those children, listen to them and help them. As I wrote down my own childhood experiences I thought of the many others who have gone through similar anguish and fear, and of those who are still doing so even now. I hope that anyone who has suffered in the same way will realise, after reading this book, that they are not alone.


What I went through made me determined to give my own children what I never had: to bring them up surrounded by safety, warmth and love; to listen to them, respect them and help them feel valued. These things are the right of every child. This book is for all those children who are suffering in silence, loneliness and fear. And for all those who knew me and who remember the little girl with the dirty face and no shoes who tried so hard to belong. This is the story that no one ever saw. The story of what went on behind closed doors.




1


Cherbury Street


My first memories are of waking to the dull thud of my mother being thrown against the wall in the next room, and to the sound of my father’s voice raging at her. As I listened to the thumps, whimpers and roars just a few feet away I lay in my bed silent and terrified, curled into a ball with the covers pulled high to try to block it all out.


Through the thin wall my father hurled abuse at my mother. ‘Yer fucking cow, yer useless mare, think yer can say no, do yer? I’m yer husband and I’ve got my rights! Now get on this bed and give me what I want or yer’ll get some more of this.’ Another thud, followed by a shriek and whimpers of pain from my mother. A moment later her thin voice would be raised: ‘Yer bastard, yer fucking bastard.’ Another thump, another shriek. ‘What did yer call me? I’ve got two parents, yer stupid cow.’


Next to me my brother Laurence, at five a year older than me, was on his knees, his small shoulders shuddering, his head pushed into the pillow to try to muffle the awful sounds. Across the room our baby sister Kim was crying in her cot. She was two, too young to understand what she was hearing, but old enough to know it was frightening and bad.


This scene was the same every morning. It was the way we started our day, and to us it was normal. But that did not make it any easier. My stomach would be clenched in a knot and I would pray over and over again, my clammy little palms stuck together under the covers, for the shouting and hitting to stop. Sometimes Laurence could not stand it any more. He would run into our parents’ bedroom shouting, ‘Stop it! Stop it! Leave her alone! Get off her!’ and throw himself at Dad in a desperate attempt to protect Mum. Dad would hiss, ‘Fuck off, yer little cunt’, pick my brother up in one hand and throw him out of the room. Laurence would crash on to the floor and crawl back into our room, badly bruised and sobbing with pain and fear.


The next sound we would hear through the wall would be the grunts and gasps of our parents having sex. Of course, at our age we were never sure what these noises meant. We knew it was something Dad did to Mum that Mum did not want, and we knew that when they did it there was a lot of panting and grunting. And we knew it must be horrible – but at least when they did it Dad stopped attacking Mum.


Once it was over Mum would emerge from the bedroom, tying her old, frayed dressing gown around her thin body and holding her broken glasses. She would go into the kitchen and busy herself filling the kettle, putting it on the small hob and making tea. We would listen until we heard her taking Dad his breakfast, and when she had gone back to the kitchen the three of us would follow her. Mum would be sitting on the old wooden chair at the small table, her dressing gown falling open. We could see the bruises and cuts on her body, and there was often blood on the corner of her mouth or oozing from a cut on her face. She would be trying to mend her broken glasses with Sellotape or sticking plaster, tears streaming down her face, her whole body trembling so much that she could not hold the glasses steady. We would go and stand close to her, anxiously putting out a hand to touch her arm or saying, ‘Don’t cry, Mum.’ She would glance at the door in case Dad saw us and then brush us away, telling us to go and get dressed and muttering, ‘You’d better get out the house before yer father gets up.’


We would pick our clothes up from the floor where they had fallen the night before. We slept in our vests and knickers – we did not take them off for weeks at a time – and the rest was just put back on over the top. We were too small to manage dressing ourselves properly, so everything was back to front and buttons were not done up. Laurence and I would dress Kim as best we could before the three of us went back to the kitchen, hoping for some breakfast.


Like the rest of the flat, the kitchen was dirty and smelly. On an old worn-out tray on the Formica-topped table stood a battered brown teapot and a few chipped mugs. Apart from a packet of tea, a sugar bowl and a partly used bottle of milk, our larder was usually bare. The milk, left standing all night, would have formed a film over the top and be starting to go sour. The sugar bowl was often empty, and on those days Mum would pour in some hot water to soak up the bits that had congealed at the bottom. The only food would be a few stale crusts of bread, but most of these were saved for Dad’s favourite breakfast dish. Mum would put the crusts in a bowl, sprinkle sugar over them as liberally as possible and pour on boiling milk. This was served to him in bed, with his usual cup of tea and cigarette. For us children, breakfast was usually a cup of weak tea. The milk had been watered down to make it last longer, so to help the flavour we would put in whatever sugar was still available. If we were lucky we would get a ‘nobby’, the knobbly end of the previous day’s loaf, to share.


After breakfast Mum shooed us into the street to fend for ourselves and told us not to come back till teatime. We knew Dad would settle into the armchair in the living room for the rest of the day, with his cigarettes, the telly and his endless cups of tea. If we disturbed him we would be in for trouble. So we would sit on the kerb, like a little row of ninepins, with our dirty faces, grimy clothes and scuffed shoes, waiting for the other children to come out of their houses.


This was 1960, and the post-war building boom had not yet reached our corner of London. We lived in an area of the East End that seemed to be in a time-warp, neglected and forgotten. Cherbury Street, in the Borough of Shoreditch (which later became Hackney), was bleak and ugly, one of several identical streets which ran parallel to one another. It was lined with dilapidated Victorian houses, all full of families living in overcrowded and insanitary conditions. There were no trees or shrubs to alleviate its unrelenting grimness, nor were there any cars parked along the road – no one could ever have afforded one.


We shared one of these large, ugly houses with three other families. Like the rest of the street it should have been demolished years earlier and in fact it subsequently was, when the whole row of houses was pulled down and new flats built in their place. But when we lived on Cherbury Street, the whole place stank of decay, and the entrance hall and stairs were strewn with rubbish. Our flat was in the basement, where the five of us shared two rooms and a minute kitchen, with a toilet in the back yard. Very little light filtered in through the high, barred windows, and the whole place was damp, dingy and filthy. We children slept in the living room, Laurence and I on a put-you-up bed that had to be folded away during the day, and Kim on a cot in the corner. Our mattresses were saggy and ancient, and the bedlinen and blankets, thin, stained and old, offered little warmth or comfort. Our furniture was a hotch-potch of jumble other people had finished with. There were no curtains, nothing matched, and the few drawers there were had nothing in them anyway since none of us had more than a few items of clothing and no one bothered cleaning them or putting them away.


Once we three had been turfed out of the house there was nowhere for us to play apart from the bomb-sites, still not redeveloped, which surrounded us. These were supposed to be strictly out of bounds, but like the other children from our street we spent most of our time playing among the piles of rubble, bricks and broken glass. But we were not popular with the other kids. Even in conditions of such deprivation there was a pecking order, and we knew our place was right at the bottom. We were marked out from the moment we moved into the street. Before we had been there five minutes our parents had caused a scene. Mum had started chatting to the woman next door, and Dad, outraged that she was idling instead of making his tea, had come out and begun hitting and kicking her. He had dragged her back inside with curses and punches, laughing and telling the open-mouthed bystanders that she was a woman who needed taking in hand. Within a couple of weeks everyone knew that Ronald Ponting beat his wife Lilian up almost every day. Word would spread that there was a fight in our flat, and the children would gather round outside and laugh and shout insults.


If the three of us were outside when our parents started fighting we would try to hide. We desperately wanted the other kids to like us, but with our parents creating a public spectacle which horrified all the neighbours there was not much chance. From the beginning we felt different, the lowest of the low, and there was nothing we could do. Even as a small child I felt ashamed of the way my parents behaved. I longed for them to stop and behave normally like the other kids’ parents, but there was little chance of that – they fought all the time and did not seem to care who heard them.


At the beginning there had been sympathy for Mum from the neighbours, and some of them had tried to step in and help; a few even called the police once or twice. But Dad soon sent them on their way, snarling at them to keep their noses out and telling the police it was a ‘domestic’ and that they were not needed. In the end everyone got used to hearing Lilian’s shrieks and screams at all hours of the day and night, and sympathy gave way to exasperation. ‘Why doesn’t she get the ’ell out of it?’ was a comment I heard many times.


The parents were, however, mostly sorry for us children. Sometimes one of the other mothers would put a comforting arm around us and give us a hug, or I would get a ‘Chin up, Blondie’ from one of the men. But mostly they just watched and tut-tutted from their front doors. I think we became a standing joke. Not many people had televisions, and I remember hearing a neighbour remark one day, ‘Who needs a telly with the Pontings living here? They’re all the entertainment we need.’


The children were just as unkind as some of their parents. They knew we were even worse off than them, and our unwashed and neglected state marked us out as much as our parents’ awful scenes did. In our house there was no soap or shampoo, clothes were seldom clean and washing of any kind was a rare event. We smelled of dirt and decay, our hair was always tangled and our faces smeared in snot and dirt. The other kids would call us names: ‘Smelly Pontings!’ was their favourite taunt, and they would chant this at us over and over again. We would walk off and pretend we didn’t care, trying to look defiant, but the constant rejection and teasing were awful.


We longed to be accepted and to join in the other kids’ games, but this seldom happened. The most prized possession any child in our street had was a ball. With your own ball – carefully guarded and with your name written on it – other children came racing to play with you. But we had no ball, not even a chance of having one, and no one asked us to share theirs, so we were left to watch enviously as the others played catch or rounders or bad egg. Bad egg was a risky game; if you lost you had to walk through the arched arms of the other children, and they would punch and kick you. On the rare occasions that we were allowed to join in they made sure we lost and we got a good kicking. Another favourite game involved old prams, which were used as racing carts. As large numbers were needed we sometimes got to play this game with the others – although, of course, we were never the ones who got to sit in the prams and be pushed along.


Hunger was a permanent problem for us three kids. With nothing to eat most days until evening, we became little scavengers very early on. We would hang around other people’s doors and sometimes one of the mothers would take pity on us and give us a piece of bread and dripping. But not often, because no one had much to spare.


We spent hours combing the bomb-sites and the surrounding streets and gutters for empty beer or lemonade bottles which we could take back to claim the penny deposit. On lucky days, when we had collected enough pennies, we bought delicious things called bottled jubblies from Rutter’s, the local grocery shop. This was a magical place to us. Situated at the end of the road and nestled between a bagwash shop – the precursor to the launderette – and a newsagent’s, it was full of wonders. Sawdust covered the floor and a large chiller cabinet took up most of the space inside. Behind the counter, in front of shelves of neatly stacked tins, stood the owner, a tall, dark man who always wore a crisp, white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Around his waist he would tie a heavy blue and white linen apron, and there was always a tea towel tucked into it to wipe his hands on after each customer had been served.


Taking centre stage on the counter was a large joint of ham. Sometimes we would watch, our mouths watering as we breathed in the beautiful smell, while the shop-keeper carved thick slices off the joint and placed them on a large piece of greaseproof paper, before weighing them and popping them into a brown paper bag for some fortunate customer. In an old freezer at the back of the shop there were small quarter-pint glass bottles of diluted orange squash. These were the jubblies, our favourite treats. On our lucky bottle days we would hand over our pennies and then carry the jubblies carefully down the street before sitting on the kerb outside our flat, scooping the iced orange out with a spoon and tipping it into our mouths.


On rainy days we had to find shelter wherever we could. Often we would creep upstairs in our house to see Mrs Casey. She was a tiny widow who lived in a single room on the first floor, surrounded by pictures of her dead husband. All she had was a bed, a small sofa and a table with two chairs. But she was kind and would often come to our aid, inviting us in, treating us to slices of toast and telling us all the local gossip.


At the end of the day we would see the other children collect at the bottom of the street to wait for their fathers to come home from work. The men would greet them with smiles, swinging the smallest on to their shoulders and ruffling the heads of the others. We three could only watch and wonder why our father never went to work or ruffled our heads. Why did our dad spend his days in front of the telly? Why was he not like the other dads, who looked friendly and seemed to like their kids? When we went inside for our tea there was no friendly chat, no catching up on the day or sitting down together to watch the telly. We would get whatever food there was in the kitchen – often just bread and jam or bread and dripping, with lots of salt to give it flavour – and then hope we could get through to bedtime without a beating, which meant staying out of Dad’s way.


Dad beat us almost as often as he beat Mum. He would swear at us, lash out or kick us for no reason other than that he felt like it. When we were in the house with him we were like three silent little shadows, trying to make ourselves invisible in the pathetic hope of avoiding his wrath. But that was impossible. He would turn on us at the smallest excuse. If one of us failed to fetch him his cigarettes fast enough, put a cup down on his newspaper or simply did not get out of his way in time we would get a beating. He would use his hand, his belt, his shoe or anything else within reach, lashing out until his anger was spent. Beatings were part of everyday life, and none of us had any chance of fending him off. We would run around the room trying to escape, but it was useless. As blows rained down on me I felt like a rag doll with the stuffing knocked out of me, or a balloon being punched around the walls, with no will of my own.


When the beating was a bad one there came a point when everything blurred into one huge pain which I thought would never end. My natural reaction was to curl up on the floor, trying to cover my head with my arms as he towered over me, but it did not make a lot of difference. When he had vented his fury Dad would just walk away, leaving us in weeping, shaking little heaps on the floor, and sit down in his chair, shouting at Mum to make him a cup of tea as though nothing had happened.


After a beating I used to hurt all over. But Dad was clever. Although he injured us, we hardly ever ended up in hospital. There would be heavy bruises, cuts and sprains, but usually he stopped before it got worse than that. The injuries he did inflict were just ignored. Sometimes, if it was really bad, Mum would give us a plaster or a cold towel to hold over the hurt place, but even that was rare. If we cried, Dad would scoff that we were putting it on and tell us to shut up.


If anyone ever noticed an injury on one of us, we said nothing. Dad had sworn us to silence – the last thing he wanted was child protection officers sniffing about. He said if we told we would be sent to a children’s home where life would be much worse than it was at home. Hard as this was to imagine, we believed him and kept our mouths shut. Nowadays any doctor who treated such injuries would alert social services to a possible case of child abuse. If subsequent investigations proved these suspicions to be correct, the child would probably be put in the care of foster-parents. But, forty years ago, things were not like that: no one asked questions, and on the rare occasions when one of us landed up in hospital we were just sent back home for further abuse.


Because their income consisted mainly of social security payments our parents relied on hand-outs for everything, apart from a few luxuries like the television which they got on hire-purchase. We children wished we could see the programmes other kids watched, like Fireball XL5, a great Gerry Anderson puppet show, Hoppity, or the magician David Nixon doing his card tricks, but Dad would never allow us to watch them. Mostly after tea we would be sent back outside until bedtime. On the rare evenings when Dad allowed us to sit in the living room and watch a programme with him it had to be his choice, which meant Dixon of Dock Green, Z Cars or Scotland Yard. As a small child I had no idea these programmes were fiction. Watching them, I assumed the police were so busy dealing with robberies and murders that they had no time to come and stop Dad hitting Mum and us kids.


Not for nothing was hire-purchase known as the never-never. A man would come to the door every week for the payments on the telly, and almost every time we children would be sent to make an excuse. When it was my turn I would stutter that my parents were out and the man would raise his eyebrows, sigh and say, ‘Well, tell them it’s three weeks they owe now – I’ll be back.’ I would nod and scurry inside, grateful to have got rid of him because it would mean Dad might be in a better mood. If the man persisted and threatened to come in and repossess the telly Dad would send Mum to pay him something, hoping that a token payment would do the trick. When he had had to part with money he would be in a bad mood for the rest of the day, which always meant a beating for Mum or us kids or both.


Dad spent most of the family’s benefits on cigarettes and things for himself. There was no thought or logic to his spending. He would suddenly decide he wanted fancy electrical goods, some new gadget he had seen, like a device to cut crinkle chips, or a camera, and that would be the money gone for another week. There was never much left over for food. What groceries there were had to be bought on a daily basis, mainly because, like most of our neighbours, we never knew where the next few pennies were coming from, but also because we had no fridge. Fresh food was bought from the corner shop and eaten the same day, which was why we rarely had anything left for breakfast next day. On a good day Dad would feast on pork chops at teatime while the rest of us had mince or a cheap cut of meat, boiled potatoes and cabbage. On a bad day it was porridge or bread and dripping. There were a lot more bad days than good.


Things were not helped by the fact that Mum was a hopeless housekeeper. She could not cook so the food she made always tasted awful, and she had no idea how to manage on a small budget. She barely ever did any cleaning or laundry, and she seldom washed herself or any of us. Her whole life was spent trying to keep Dad happy. Her job was to keep us out of the way and get Dad whatever he wanted. And what he wanted more than anything was money. Time after time he would scream at her to find some money and push her out of the front door. She would come back hours later, worn out, with a ten-bob note in her hand (50p in today’s money, and not worth that much even in the 1960s). Where she got it, we had no idea. It was not until much later that we understood what was going on.


Mum did not always leave the house when she needed to get money; sometimes men would come round to see her. Dad ignored them and stayed in the living room watching telly. Mum called the men ‘uncles’, and she would say, ‘Uncle and I are just going into the next room for a chat.’ The uncle would often give us a wink or a pat on the head, and sometimes the nice ones gave us a sweet. Then they would disappear, until a while later they would both reappear and the uncle would leave. At the time we did not think to question it. All we knew was Mum had got some money, and we were glad because that meant cigarettes for Dad and tea on the table.


Tall, with black hair slicked back and full of Brylcreem, Dad was stocky and powerful. He had a large hooked nose, broken years earlier, and an almost permanent scowl on his face. On the rare occasions when he did smile he revealed discoloured, chipped teeth which had not been cleaned for years.


Dad had been born tongue-tied – his tongue was attached by an extra piece of skin to the floor of his mouth, so that it lacked full movement. This left him with a speech impediment; his words, which came out in jerks and grunts, were unclear and he mumbled. He could not, for instance, say our names properly. Kim always sounded like ‘Tim’, Laurence was ‘Orence’ and I was ‘Enny’. His disability also meant that there was always saliva around the outside of his mouth, and the spit would fly about when he spoke.


Our dad never opened his mouth without using a string of swear words. He only ever spoke to us in snarls and most of the time he did not use our names anyway – we would be ‘You little cunts.’ By the time we got to school we thought it was normal to use a sprinkling of expletives in every sentence and we did so too, until a few cuffs from the teachers taught us to keep our mouths shut in their presence.


As well as his speech problems Dad had fits. The story, which I learned when I got older, was that while stationed in India in the army he had fractured his skull in a fight and suffered brain damage. Dad’s head injury was his excuse for everything: living off benefits, hardly ever working, and behaving like a brutal bully. When we were small the fits were frightening, but after a while we realised that Dad was faking. He could turn his fits on at will, whenever it suited him. If a debtor got too persistent, or someone started asking awkward questions, he would suddenly throw himself to the floor and froth at the mouth. We knew he was acting because the way he fell was too careful, and we would watch him squinting up at whoever was there to see if they had been taken in. Amazingly, they often were. Startled by Dad’s sudden ‘fit’, they would usually beat a hasty retreat. But apart from those occasions which called for a fit, Dad was perfectly healthy. He never had one when the family was alone in the house.


Thanks to this talent for deception, most of the time Dad could get away with living on the army pension he received for his injuries and handouts from National Assistance intended for the support of his family. But every now and then poverty would force him to look for work and he would find a job in a factory or on an assembly line. When Laurence was born he was working in a bakery, and when I was born he worked for a while as a packer. But he would always leave the job within a few weeks, claiming it did not suit him or that he had been victimised, and go back into his old routine, chain-smoking in his armchair. And after a few years he gave up any pretence of working and settled down to a life on state handouts.


Despite his current sour appearance he had been fairly attractive as a young man, and he could still turn on the charm if it suited him. He played on his ‘war wound’ and plenty of people, believing that he had served his country and was a forgotten hero, would turn a blind eye to his appalling behaviour. Even the social workers who turned up from time to time were taken in. Dad would put on a great performance as the caring father, struggling to overcome his disabling fits and to bring up his children, and they would swallow the story and usually come up with some extra benefit or allowance to help him.


In contrast to Dad, Mum was a slight figure. In her youth she was pretty, with auburn hair and dark brown eyes, olive skin, a good bosom and long legs. She was reed-slim, no more than a size eight, but she had curves and her figure attracted admiring glances. In other circumstances she could have been a beauty, but her hair had been cropped short at Dad’s insistence – he always cut it himself – and her face was hidden behind ugly, thick-rimmed glasses. When she went out she usually kept her head down, to hide the cuts and bruises on her face and to avoid the curious, pitying glances from her neighbours.


She sometimes wore mini-dresses when I was small – even after several children her figure was good and men would turn their heads to watch her. But in time she stopped wearing them and settled for a uniform of nylon slacks and a jumper, with down-at-heel plastic shoes and a grubby little apron with a pocket in it where she kept her secret stash of cigarettes. Like Dad she was a heavy smoker and she walked around with a cigarette glued to her bottom lip. Often the cigarette burned away without her taking a puff, and the ash on the end grew longer and longer but never fell off.


Mum had met Dad when she was nineteen and he was around twenty-four. They had jobs in the same factory and he had asked her out through a friend. In those days she had had long hair and wore contact lenses, and lots of the lads in the factory fancied her. But she chose Dad, and within ten days he had persuaded her to chop off her hair, swap the contact lenses for glasses and marry him. No one came to their wedding except Dad’s best friend – their families were not even told about it until afterwards.


Broke and homeless, the newly-weds moved into a damp, dilapidated houseboat and thirteen months later Laurence came along. A year after that I was born, on 15 March 1956 in the City of London Hospital. I was named Jeanette Lilian Ponting and I was a healthy 7lb 14oz – what they called a ‘bonny baby’ in those days. I have only found one picture of myself as a baby; any other photographs there might have been were lost long ago. That earliest picture is a small black and white snap of my brother and myself: I must have been around eight months and Laurence twenty-one months old. My mother is missing, but I am sure she was in the photograph, holding us on her lap. Someone tore her off; I have never discovered who or why. In another picture I am a little older, wearing a short double-breasted coat, white ankle socks and brown sandals. My haircut is the typical ‘pudding-basin’ of the time – straight fringe and short square bob. Laurence is standing beside me, his blond curls neatly smoothed, with an arm around me, already very much the big brother.


Kimberley was born two years after me. My father’s parents, Sidney and Florence, organised a christening for the three of us in the local Methodist church. There were none of Mum’s family there – they were Irish Catholics, and it was made clear by the Pontings that they would not be welcome.


From the start of their relationship Mum was totally under Dad’s spell. He controlled her every move. It was as though from the moment they met he owned her and could do whatever he chose with her. No matter how many times he hit or humiliated her, she would never leave him. As little kids we would hear her sobbing in pain from another beating, then not long afterwards she would be giggling with him in the bedroom like a lovestruck teenager. Even at that young age it made no sense to me. Why would she laugh with him when he hurt her so much?


I have often wondered, looking back, whether Mum had some sort of learning difficulties. I might be wrong but if so, it might help to explain why Dad was able to keep his all-powerful hold over her and why she forgave him over and over again for his cruelty. Certainly Mum was child-like in all sorts of ways. She could not read or write much beyond a signature, and she would believe anything. She took old wives’ tales very seriously. Ringing in the ears and a bird in the house both meant there would be a death, bubbles on your tea meant money coming, and to light three cigarettes from a single match was unlucky. She was always throwing salt over her shoulder to avoid bad luck – a sad little gesture, really, since her life seemed to be one long streak of bad luck. She was convinced she could talk to spirits and one day, when we were a little older, Kim climbed a tree and as Mum walked underneath she whispered, ‘Lil Ponting . . . Lil.’ Anyone else would have guessed it was a trick, but Mum wanted to believe it and even after Kim told her what she had done Mum was convinced she had a gift.


I think Mum cared for us, in her own way, but Dad was always her priority. When I was small I longed for affection from her. I wanted to cuddle up on her lap and smell her warm, safe smell. But that was never an option. If I tried to hug or kiss her she would gently push me away or tell me to go and play, and I soon gave up trying. The only affection between us was after she had suffered a beating, when we would try to comfort her and she might give us a brief hug. Apart from that she would sometimes hold our hands crossing a road, or give us a quick goodbye kiss on the cheek when she was off out, but that was it.
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