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The two most important days in your life are the day you are born and the day you find out why

—Anon., attributed to Mark Twain


I am the bull in the china shop

With all my strength and will

As a storm smashed the teacups

I stood still
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PREFACE

At fourteen I tattooed the initials of what I thought was my name into my hand. The tattoo is still there but it wasn’t my name. It’s a reminder that I’ve been somewhere I should never have been. I was not who I thought I was. The Authority knew it but I didn’t.

The Authority had been writing reports about me from the day I was born. My first footsteps were followed by the click clack clack of a typewriter: ‘The boy is walking.’ My first words were recorded, click clack clack: ‘The boy has learned to talk.’ Fingers were poised above a typewriter waiting for whatever happened next: ‘The boy is adapting.’

Paper zipped from typewriters and into files. The files slipped into folders under the ‘S’ section of a tall metal filing cabinet. For eighteen years this process repeated over and over again. Click clack clack. Secret meetings were held. The folders were taken out and placed on tables surrounded by men and women from The Authority. Decisions were made: Put him here, move him there. Shall we try drugs? Try this, try that. After eighteen years of experimentation The Authority threw me out. It locked the doors securely behind me and hid the files in a data company called The Iron Mountain.

So I wrote to The Authority and hand-delivered the letter. The reply informed me I had to write to Customer Services. I wrote to Customer Services. Customer Services replied to say they were not permitted to release the files. The Authority placed me with incapable foster parents. It imprisoned me. It moved me from institution to institution. And yet now, at eighteen years old, I had no history, no witnesses, no family.

In 2015, following a thirty-year campaign to get my records, the Chief Executive of Wigan Council, Donna Hall, wrote me a letter. She had them. Within a few months I received four thick folders of documents marked ‘A’, ‘B’, ‘C’ and ‘D’. Click clack clack. On reading them, I knew.

I took The Authority to court.

How does a government steal a child and then imprison him? How does it keep it a secret? This story is how. It is for my brothers and sisters on my mother’s side and my father’s side. This is for my mother and father and my aunts and uncles and for Ethiopians.


CHAPTER 1


Awake among the lost and found

The files left on the open floor

The frozen leaves on frosted ground

The frosted keys in a frozen door



Eighteen years of records written by strangers. All the answers to all my questions were here. Possibly. And yet, I feared what they’d reveal about me or what they’d reveal about the people who were entrusted with my care. What truths or untruths? Maybe I was loved. Maybe my mother didn’t want me. Maybe it was all my fault. Maybe the bath taps in the bathroom were not electrified. Maybe that was false memory syndrome.

A friend burned her files when she received them from The Authority. Another can’t look at hers to this day. I’ll start by simply recording my reactions to the first early documents and we’ll see how this unfolds.

[image: image]

St Margaret’s House was an institution for unmarried mothers ‘affiliated to the Liverpool Board of Moral Welfare’. On 30 June 1967, State Registered Nurse L. Winnard wrote that ‘Lemion Sissey’ (misspelt) was ‘free from infectious disease’. In a second note on the same day she recorded that the six-week-old baby – now ‘Lemn Sissey’? – weighed nine pounds.
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In the letter below I’m six months old. At this point my mother is invisible.
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And then there was this:

[image: image]

On the back of the photo it says:
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So my name has changed to Norman Sissay; I am supposed to be part Greek. An adoption agency asks whether ‘Ethiopian means he is negroid or not’. This is the first time I have seen myself referred to as ‘Norman Sissay’.

[image: image]

When the letter from which this extract is taken was written, I was almost eight months old. In England unmarried pregnant women or girls were placed in Mother and Baby homes like St Margaret’s with the sole aim of harvesting their children, then the women were shipped back home to say they had been away on a little break. A little break. They were barely adults themselves. Many of them didn’t understand the full implication of the word ‘adoption’. They were sent home without their newborns after signing the adoption papers. They must have been bewildered and in shock at the loss of their first child. I found testaments online from people who lived near to St Margaret’s.


It was very eerie in certain parts it really felt haunted.

I can remember being in the Billinge Maternity unit when one of the young girls from St Margaret’s had her baby. The only visitor was a lady social worker and on the day mum and baby were due to leave, mum was taken away in one car (crying) and baby hurried away in another!



My mother would not sign the adoption papers for Norman Goldthorpe. So Norman Goldthorpe defied her and assigned me to ‘long-term foster parents’ Catherine and David Greenwood.
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I was 228 days old at the time. I must have been with them from at least 150 days old. My foster parents told me some years later that I was alone in the hospital because no one would adopt a ‘coloured’ baby. They said they chose me after praying to God and that my mother didn’t want me.

Mr Goldthorpe was adamant that my name would be Norman. Norman means ‘Man of the North’. The foster parents wanted to call me Mark from The Gospel of Mark, and their last name was Greenwood. My name was Norman Mark Greenwood. The Authority wouldn’t officially acknowledge the name my foster parents called me. I am Norman Sissay in the files. The foster parents wouldn’t acknowledge the name The Authority gave me. I was Norman Mark Greenwood and I knew no different. It was a land grab. But without my mother’s signature on the adoption papers The Authority could not adopt me.

My mother must have been at her most vulnerable. She was pregnant and alone in a foreign country where she had come to study for a short period of time. Her college in the South of England sent her to the North of England to St Margaret’s to deal with her pregnancy.

These places were baby farms. The mothers were the earth and the children were the crops. The church and state were the farmers and the adopting parents were the consumers. My mother was supposed to give birth and sign the adoption papers. She didn’t. She wouldn’t.

Testimony has come to light in national campaigns for unmarried mothers in England that in the 1960s coercion and subterfuge were used to get vulnerable women to sign the adoption papers. This is exemplified in the 2013 film Philomena.

My mother understood what adoption meant and would not sign. Her father – my grandfather – was dying in Ethiopia. She had little choice but to return to Ethiopia without me. With my name changed and the foster parents’ identity hidden there was little chance she could find me if she wanted to.

I was three and a half years old when The Authority served a Notice on my mother via her church in Ethiopia to say that ‘all the rights and powers of the parent of Lemn Sissay be vested in the local authority it appearing to this Authority that the parent has abandoned this child’. The document further states that: ‘If not later than one month after the service of this notice, you shall serve a notice in writing on the Council objecting to the resolution, the resolution shall lapse on the expiration of fourteen days from the service of the notice of objection . . .’

She was given one month to object to the notice. Then she would have fourteen days to take The Authority to court, where she would have to prove to the court that she was a fit mother. The notice would have taken approximately a month to arrive in Ethiopia and another month for the letter to return. There were no direct flights from Addis Ababa to London. My mother would have had to fly from Addis Ababa to Athens and then from Athens to London. It was an impossible deadline. It was a set-up.

The Authority depends on the sleeping prejudice of assumptions because for this notice to have any premise we must assume that the mother didn’t want the child or that she was unfit to keep the child.
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My story begins without her or any knowledge of her.


CHAPTER 2


I will build an embassy

In your heart over time

There is a plot of land inside me

Build one in mine



The Greenwoods and I lived at Number 2, Osborne Road, where the swallows came each summer to nest in the eaves. It was a semi-detached house fronted by sandstone with a sheer, solid, red-brick gable-end wall flush to a cobbled street on the left. The garden at the front just about coped with a giant laburnum tree lunging from the bottom left corner. Google Dictionary tells me the laburnum is ‘a small European tree which has hanging clusters of yellow flowers followed by slender pods containing poisonous seeds. The hard timber is sometimes used as an ebony substitute.’

We had roses round the perimeter and a pathway on the right side. There was symmetry between our house and next door’s. Both had giant bay windows downstairs and up. Parallel to the cobbled street were the backs of houses facing Wigan Road where the big park was. At the front, beyond the laburnum tree, across Osborne Road, was the Flower Park.

There was a chemist and two doctors in Market Street, a baker’s and a butcher’s where we went on Saturdays, two junior schools, a grammar school and a comprehensive and the shoe shop where my mum worked her first job before she became a nurse. It was a small town sown with housing developments from different eras. They were separated by parks. There was no river. All the water was in the baptismal pool beneath the floorboards in front of the pulpit in the Baptist Church.

We attended Bryn Baptist on Wednesdays and Sundays. We wrapped ourselves in hymns and were lost amongst the flock. It’s where our friends and family were. And we prayed. We prayed at breakfast. We prayed at lunch. We prayed at dinner. We prayed before sleep and in the mornings. There was good and bad in the world. There was God and the Devil around us. There was darkness and light, daytime and night, black and white.

On the surface Ashton-in-Makerfield was a plain-speaking Lancashire town. Even the street names were plain-speaking: Liverpool Road led to Liverpool, Wigan Road to Wigan, Bryn Road to Bryn. Market Street is where the market was. And the road to hell went to hell. And racing through the fields, hidden from view, was the fast, furious East Lancs Road linking Manchester to Liverpool.

Ashton was adventureland – shop doors rang when they opened, milkmen whistled from milk floats, old men tipped their flat caps, a horse and cart drove through the mist early on Saturday morning. It was the rag and bone man shouting ‘Rag and Bone’ in three notes like church bells.
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Christopher, the Greenwoods’ first-born child, my little brother, came along in July 1968. We were opposites. He was blue-eyed, albinoish timidity and I was a brown-eyed, Afro-haired potty-on-my-head kind of child. Sarah was born two years after Christopher and eight years later came Helen.



[image: image]

Only fourteen months apart in age, Christopher and I fought like brothers – cats and dogs had nothing on us. I adored him.

[image: image]

When it came to the colour of my skin my parents referred to me as chocolate. It would have been impossible to ignore the dark-skinned heroes in 1970. Muhammad Ali was at his most famous that year. No one told me I was the same colour as him. No one told me I was the same colour as Martin Luther King. In my parents’ eyes, though, there were no black heroes. In their world, Africa was full of poor people waiting to be saved.

Racist comments from the outer world became more frequent. Mum and Dad’s response was to tell me to ignore it or to say back, ‘We are colour blind,’ or ‘We are all human beings. We are all God’s Children,’ or else: ‘Sticks and stones will break my bones but names will never hurt me.’ But names weren’t the problem. The underlying unkindness was the problem. We don’t fear the snakebite. We fear the venom. It has been formulated inside the snake from the moment it was born. It was the underlying unkindness of other children that bothered me because it came from their parents.

My mum fostered a child as her mother did before her; only my mum fostered a ‘coloured’ baby in 1967, in a time of racial intolerance in England. Some smiled and stopped to look at me in my pram and others spat on the back of her coat as she walked by. Years later they would do the same to me. So whatever this racism was, it would be the shadow to the light of my parents’ love.


CHAPTER 3


Meet me by the morning

On the corner of night

Where the mist rises

Where love might



Every street has its weird family. Often they are not weird at all, just bohemian, childless, pious, snobby, too well educated, super-stylish. They’re just different. You never think it’s your family, though. No one does. Our family loved God and God loved us. We feared God. We lived in love and in fear of God. It was a lot for me to take on board, especially as I also loved Jubblys, Curly Wurlys, R. White’s Lemonade, a quarter of Bon Bons, Sherbet Dip Dabs, Milky Bars. And I didn’t fear any of them.

I was a happy child, always listening to adults, to what was being said, trying to pick up the root of the conversation. I was inquisitive and unafraid. Another way of looking at it might be that I was so afraid of missing something that I had to know everything that was going on around me.

Granddad Munro made wooden chests for each of us. One for Norman. One for Christopher. One for Sarah. Outside we ran free. The Flower Park, the Big Park and the copse near the school – these were my adventure playgrounds. I was a regular candidate for the early-bed brigade and spent much of my time mooning at my friends from the bedroom window.

Mum called me in one day, but for once I wasn’t in trouble. Mum and Dad were in the kitchen. ‘Get upstairs!’ she shouted at me. But I didn’t go upstairs – not all the way. I stopped to listen as she continued with the same tone to my dad.

‘Just go out and do it. Now! Before the whole town sees it,’ she said, banging cutlery, rearranging chairs, slamming cupboards.

Mum was a nurse. I wondered whether she was like this in the hospital when she delivered the babies. ‘Just go, now! Here, take this, and you’ll need a bucket too, won’t you?’ The sarcastic tone hung in the air.

As Dad walked out the front with a mop and a bucket, I followed. On the red-brick gable-end wall of our semi-detached, someone had scrawled in giant letters: ‘BASTILLE’.

‘Dad, what’s Bastille?’

Unusually for him, he didn’t explain, but carried on sponging the wall and said, ‘Look it up.’ So I headed back in for the encyclopaedia.

‘Bastille was a fortress in Paris. For most of its history it was used as a State Prison . . .’ The rest of the day we spent on tenterhooks. It had got to Mum. And Dad too. He just shut himself up in the front room for hours. I didn’t think it had anything to do with me.

‘I bet it’s those kids,’ Mum said.

Our mantelpiece was inhabited imperiously by Wedgwood figurines: maidens with long necks and flapping ducks on their way to market. There was a disparaging tone towards the next-door neighbours because they didn’t go to church. They couldn’t afford Wedgwood. And they spent their money on bingo – gambling is the Devil’s work, after all. The grass grew wildly in their garden and their children were scruffier. But I liked them. I liked my neighbours and I liked their children. I liked everybody. Why wouldn’t I?

Mum had short black hair and dark eyes. She had stern teeth with a slight overhang. She was the louder personality. When she and Dad argued, she’d smash plates, throw ladles. I’d sit on the stairs listening to the chaotic cacophony, the clatter that underlay the stress of relationships and parenthood. She was volcanic and volatile. I never ever imagined that the arguments might have been about me.

She smelled like mums smell; there must be a smell a child is attuned to from being a baby, a cross between baby powder and witch hazel. I don’t believe that an adopted baby gets any less love from their parents than a child naturally born to them. For ages, until the end came, no matter how volatile the day had been, I would pray that she’d open the bedroom door before I slept. I’d pray that she’d sit on the edge of my bed and sing me to sleep as she did when I was younger: ‘You are my sunshine, my only sun-shine, you make me happy when skies are grey . . .’ I believed her.

Her smile seemed like it was fighting back sadness or tears. Dad was broody, tall, witty and silent. In contrast to Mum’s agitated discordance, Dad did dad things quietly. He read the paper and occasionally let it all out on the squash court. One of the social workers wrote that he was ‘basically shy and at ease talking about academic matters but more difficult when talking of personal matters’.

[image: image]

The front room was his library. It was the quiet room, which doubled up as a posh room for visitors. The bay window looked out to the laburnum tree, which at night threw grue-some shadows back at us.

Cornerstone books for me back then were the Bible and books on the books of the Bible, the Famous Five series, Secret Seven, of course, and The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. C.S. Lewis was a rock star in our house. All of the books stacked along the bookshelf in the front room waited for our hungry eyes. I don’t remember other novels or poetry – except T.S. Eliot’s Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats, which was my favourite, and I memorised it.

Mum and Dad said I was like Macavity. It felt affectionate then, but later I realised something wasn’t right. Macavity was dark, quick and a thief. Macavity was such a contrast to my blond blue-eyed brother Chris. His affectionate nickname was Bunty.

[image: image]

11 December 1974

I was a questioner. In the Baptist Church, our church, we were taught to question why. The answer was often ‘Because we are sinners’. At school I was subject to all kinds of questions about my race, which I couldn’t answer. I brought all these questions home.

‘She left you . . . she didn’t want you . . . if I find her I will scratch her eyes out . . . how could she . . . ?’ My mum’s love was elevated by how much she hated my birth mother for leaving me. That’s all I knew. All I knew was that my birth mother, the woman who had my face and my blood, was from Africa and Africa was where poor people were.

April 1974

I’m seven.
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CHAPTER 4


Raise me with sunrise

Bathe me in light

Wash all the shadows

That fell from the night



I developed a sense that there was something wrong with me around the time I began attending junior school. R.L. Hughes Infants was my first school. It was straight up at the top of Osborne Road. We’d normally walk with Mum when she could take us but later I reached the age when I could walk on my own with my brother.

I liked the exact curvature of the earth of the school grounds. The green, green grass went on for ever. And the football field and running track. The neat 1960s buildings. I preferred it to home; there was less static in the air.

Mr Graves was the headmaster. He entered the hall each morning and stood near the monkey bars with his arms behind his back. They said he was an officer in the army. The music teacher sat in front of the piano. Mr Graves gave a solemn nod. And the pianist would begin with the prelude while peering over her glasses and then we would sing the song we also sang occasionally at church:


All things bright and beautiful,

all creatures great and small.

All things wise and wonderful,

the Lord God made them all.



I looked at my headteacher in awe.
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I hadn’t realised at any point that none of what I have told you so far is true. I wasn’t a happy child. I was a deceitful one. I was causing problems for everyone. It must be true. These are the words of Mr Graves from the social worker’s report of January 1976.
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I loved life. I was nine. My brother Christopher was eight. I loved school. I loved him. I showed my love for him by punching him. We had the same rivalry most brothers have. We fought with unbridled determination, the way brothers do. We wrestled. We sweated until one of us, invariably Christopher, would burst into tears. Catherine and David had no children when they took me. Christopher was their first-born but I was their first. I was the eldest. I loved my town. I loved my family. I loved the sibling rivalry. I loved the Market, the Flower Park, the Big Park, the books. The church. My friends.

The headteacher suggesting to the social worker that I be moved for the sake of Christopher couldn’t have happened in isolation – ‘Norman’s successes were too many’. How could a child’s successes be too many? The social worker said, ‘Norman doesn’t like Christopher beating him.’ Of course he doesn’t. He’s my brother. Something was at play. Something I didn’t understand. ‘Norman’s behaviour had been inappropriately rewarded. He is never going to learn to cope with disapproval if approval is all he is being exposed to.’ This inclines me to think my foster parents must have spoken to the headteacher prior to his speaking with the social worker, as there is no counter-narrative in the files.

All I can tell you is what my parents told me: my mum was a nurse, my dad a teacher. And my brother and sister were my brother and sister. This was our town. But I couldn’t help giving my brother a Chinese burn ’cause that’s what brothers do. Isn’t it?


CHAPTER 5


Smouldering embers

In the sky above

Anger is an expression

In search of love
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Eight years old. For the record, I did steal biscuits but not two whole packs. This exaggeration would come back to haunt me. What I did was this: I stole biscuits from the biscuit tin and then rearranged them in the tin in a stacked ‘roof-column system’ to hide the fact I had stolen them. Genius.

One holiday in Scotland at my granddad’s home the family left me in the cottage, as punishment for lying about stealing some cake. Sarah, Christopher, David and Catherine walked down the hill to Lochinver. I thought I had been locked in my room but the door was open. I sobbed my way downstairs. The rich smell of silver birchwood from the embers of the fire filled the front room. Wiping tears from my face, I saw on the table a half-cut ginger cake. The tears evaporated, replaced by butterflies in my stomach. Maybe I can have a piece, I thought. If I cut it in exactly the same way as it was already cut then no one will notice I’ve taken a slice. Genius. And so I did. Macavity was much cleverer than that. The cake tasted so good that I figured one more slice wouldn’t do any harm at all. There were no witnesses, but then there was only one suspect. It tasted so good. So I did it again. To this day I don’t know why I got into this habit of stealing biscuits and bits of cake. But I did. They told me I was devious.

The problem was that my first instinct was to say, I didn’t take the cake. I hadn’t considered that the reason they had left me in the cottage in the first place was as a punishment for stealing cake. Still, I denied that I had stolen the cake. Macavity would have had more guile and more style. Soon enough, after another hour in the bedroom, I realised that I had to admit to taking the cake. What I didn’t realise was the significance of my transgression. The lies worried them more than the theft.

This habit of stealing cake was the crack in the dam. There was something bad in me. Something I didn’t understand. ‘Don’t look at me with those big brown eyes’ was the strange refrain my mum would shout at me. I didn’t understand what she saw. If I argued that I didn’t know what she saw, then would I be lying? How could I see what she and my foster father saw?

Back at home, the front room was where I was punished. Same place we ‘entertained’ visitors, same place the books were, same place the social worker would sit. The leather sofa was polished to perfection and smelled of Pledge. Stealing cake and lying about it was an indication that the Devil was working inside me. The front room was where I was caned.

I loved the normal stuff. The middle room, where we mostly lived and watched The Clangers and Crackerjack! on the TV. The files tell a different story, though, a story narrated by my foster parents and filtered by the social worker. Within three years it will be reported that I threatened to kill the entire family, except for baby Helen.


CHAPTER 6


As the pastor dragged the ‘forgiven’

From the watery grave

They’d say ‘Jesus Christ’

And he’d shout ‘You are saved’



It was run by the Elders. Bryn Baptist Church, a mile from our home and a mile from Grandma and Granddad Munro’s. Occasionally, Granddad Munro played the organ when the regular organist was away. He was always slightly out of sync. Mum and Dad avoided looking at each other. My Granddad, with his missing teeth, flat cap and a twinkle in his eye, was the best granddad in the world.

Church was full of horrific stories: burned bodies and dead babies strewn in passageways, weeping and wailing mothers, a story of a woman who was turned into a pillar of salt, prostitutes and beggars, lepers and mass baby killings, people drowned in the huge flood and Jesus stabbed with huge nails, hung on a wooden cross, with a crown of thorns and blood pouring down His face. Poisonings, stabbings, burnings, child murders and rape.

‘Repent. Repent for your sins.’

The temperature rose with the pastor’s words. Girders of green, blue and red light fell upon the rapt congregation from the stained glass.

Mum threw up her arms. ‘Praise Him.’

So I threw up mine. Was I saved by Jesus? Shadows swooped over me as clouds swiped the light away. And then it was back again. The congregation flew to the sky. Chris, my brother, was looking at me, lips pressed together in a mean line, his eyes slanting.

‘You stink,’ I mouthed back at him.

‘Praise God, praise God,’ I sang out with the congregation.

I spent twelve years kneeling and praying. It’s what we did. It’s all I knew.

And it was the powerful rhetoric and lyricism of the church that took me to poetry. All stories in the Bible and in church had to be interpreted; everything was symbolic and analogous. Peter had lied and then repented. We should repent for our lies. The woman turned to salt for looking back. We should not look back. Jesus died so that we could live.

I wonder now at the literalness of it all. The cross on the front room wall was made of seashells and had a likeness of Jesus hanging on it. Dad decided to take Jesus (and the glue) off the cross because ‘He is risen’, although the glue was harder to pick off.

There is barely any mention of religion in my files. It wasn’t discussed with the social worker. In my parents’ eyes he was a heathen.

We seek the attention of the world from the moment we are born. An extrovert is just an introvert trying to prove they are not.
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CHAPTER 7


Dawn is a wake for dusk

Light will find what it must

What will be will be and thus

Shadows speak for us



The journey to Winnock became an oft-repeated one thoughout my childhood. Dad always stayed in the car when we got there. He stayed with Sarah because Sarah was too young. Winnick was a sprawling red-brick institution set in manicured greenery. It was the picture of order and quietude covering up the secrets and lies.

Mum, me and Chris walked through the front door to an archway and after Mum signed a register we stepped into the wide tiled corridor of the Asylum. It smelled of vomit, bleach, Savlon and urine. Our footsteps were louder here and followed by a sharp echo. Haunting moans pealed into the air as we stepped onwards. A nurse appeared as if from nowhere and rushed past us. Chris was chewing his lip and getting paler and paler. He’d developed a nervous habit of sucking his upper lip, leaving it dry and chapped.

Our long journey in this other world led to a big public room, like a cove, with lots of winged armchairs with women in them. I scanned the room slowly and I noticed that none of the women were right. They were holding their heads all wrong, they were strange, dribbling creatures. Then Mum spotted one of them and stepped quietly over to her. The woman had an overhang to her mouth, wolf-like, dribbling, hair like a nest, and she was rocking backwards and forwards, a twisted arm held out like a snapped twig. There was a familiar shape to her eyes.

‘This is Aunty,’ Mum said. ‘Say hello to your aunty.’

I pulled myself together. ‘Hello, Aunty,’ I said. I liked her and she liked me. I could see a twinkle in her twisted slow eye as her bent head rocked back and forward and her twisted elbow pushed out a clawed hand towards me and brushed my cheek. She couldn’t speak. But her grunts were enough for me to know.

Chris twitched and managed a mumble. Mum took out a hanky and lovingly wiped drool from Aunty’s mouth and chin. How long did we spend there, watching her rocking back and forth? I knew instinctively not to ask questions as we headed off.

Mum visited her twin regularly, sometimes alone, sometimes with us. My aunty had been like that ‘from birth’ and, as children have a sense for these things, I realised that no one mentioned her: not Grandma, her mum, or my mum, her sister.

My grandmother, Phyllis Munro, never visited her daughter with Mum and us. I wonder, does Catherine believe she took away what her sister needed? What a thought! People can be cruel to themselves. People can be cruel to each other. Was my mum born in shock that she had survived? Did she blame herself? Did her mother blame her? Was Catherine living with a constant sense that she was not good enough because she had taken the air from her sister? She would do everything to prove otherwise. She would foster a black baby and show her mother (who was a foster parent too) that she was good, in spite of what she had done to her sister inside her mother’s womb. I honestly believe that if my mum could have changed places with her sister in the asylum then she would.

Nature may be cruel but at least it is honest. It’s not the doings of the Devil or of God. My aunty hadn’t done anything wrong. Her sister hadn’t done anything wrong. Her mother hadn’t done wrong. This was not a curse for sins. If they could all let themselves see that this is the beauty of nature. My mother’s twin sister was beautiful. She was as beautiful as any catwalk model and her mind was as relevant as Alice Walker’s. It’s not my aunt who has the problem. It’s my grandmother who couldn’t look at her, and whose subsequent hatred of her other daughter – my mother – caused my mother’s inescapable feeling that she didn’t deserve to be alive. No Christmas and no birthday would rid my mother of the feeling that her twin sister had a birthday and a Christmas too.

All things bright and beautiful, all creatures great and small!

There were two other sisters, Ruth and Sue, and a brother called Alec – my uncles and aunts. I think Sue was the adopted one. Ruth’s portrait hung in my grandmother’s front room above the fireplace. It hurt my mother, but not because she would take anything away from Ruth. It was because my mother felt her picture would never be on the wall because it would remind her mother of her other daughter, the one we visited.

I was born into a laburnum-tree family with its beauteous bloom and poisonous seeds. I saw Grandma at least once a week, and I loved her. Maybe she did love Catherine Greenwood, the twin who survived. Maybe she loved her so much she couldn’t show it. Because to show it would have made her feel she loved her daughter in the asylum less. Maybe Catherine was her favourite, the one she fought for, the one who survived; she was the first. But Catherine never felt it and consequently found love difficult to give.

Grandma Munro was always cutting her down to size. The disappointment inside Mum deepened and I guess it explained her begrudging discontentment with others. The parent and daughter reinforced each other’s dysfunctional behaviour like rutting stags caught in each other’s antlers. In fact, all they wanted of each other was love. This was the great rift. Catherine was the first daughter and Phyllis was the first mother. And the other daughter was in an asylum. This is how anger is stoked. Bitterness rots the vessel that carries it.

None of this is in the files. Grandma was a registered foster carer with the local council, like her daughter. I never saw any other foster children there. The only time I knew of a foster child being at her house was when I was sent there. Duncan Munro, Granddad, was an outpost, an ex-whisky-drinking, motorbike-riding maverick from Lochinver in the Highlands.

We holidayed there at every opportunity. He owned a picturesque cottage surrounded by hazelnut trees and silver birch that bowed down the hillside to the bay of Lochinver. My memories of those times are idyllic: the smell of wet heather and bracken, the majestic vision of Suilven in all its glory. If God lived anywhere it would be here, I reckoned.

Before settling down with Grandma, Granddad would often get mad drunk in Lochinver and jump on his motorbike and ride up the treacherous cliff edges like a hurricane. And now and again, I’d catch glimpses of that wild Highlander. The cottage had a little stream (a burn) that we used to bathe in. And we’d go down to the bay with him to get salmon, trout and mussels. I’ve loved mussels ever since.

He was a rugged, left-wing free spirit, and he’d ended up in Bryn, of all places, and there was something about me being ‘other’ and him being ‘other’ that gently brought us together amongst the nodding tomato plants of his green-house. I liked nothing more than standing there, clearing away weeds while he clipped the tomatoes and told me stories.

From seven to twelve Mum would send me to stay alone at my grandparents’ home in Bryn. Grandma made me mop the floors, polish the furniture, sweep the yard. I can’t remember any of my brothers and sisters being sent away. It’s only at the time of writing that I realise it was just me. I didn’t mind. I enjoyed chores.

My grandma was so overweight it would eventually kill her. She ruled over my mother with a rapier tongue and a cynical withering look, which could reduce Mum to tears. Grandma Munro was the queen of the chessboard. She surveyed the world like its aim was to take her out. There wasn’t space for grey areas in Grandma Munro or self-reflection. There was a pathological need to be right about things. There was little time for reflection. There was good and bad, right and wrong, heaven and hell. All of this clarity would belie the murkiness.

I can still hear the emptiness of the school song mocking and echoing down the corridors of the asylum.


All things bright and beautiful,

all creatures great and small.

All things wise and wonderful,

the Lord God made them all.



Was there something cruel in this family, a strong undercurrent threatening to drag me out into the wide ocean? Was there something about this family that locks its damaged children into places they can’t be seen and then punishes itself for the guilt it feels?


CHAPTER 8


Shadows plunder me

Beneath the sun and moon

The undercurrent under me

The electric bathroom



When my hands touched the tap, electricity surged through my body. It terrified me. I stood, naked in the bathtub, and screamed. Dad rushed in. Dad tried the tap with his hands. Nothing happened. Mum walked pensively into the bathroom. He asked me to do it again. I did and electricity shot through me. Again I screamed. Mum was standing behind him. ‘Again,’ she said. Dad tried it again. Nothing. And nodded that I should do it again. I pleaded with them and saw the disbelief. If they were thinking that my reaction was false, what were they thinking about me? I slowly drew both my hands to both taps. It happened again, electricity twisting my insides. It felt as if a layer of skin was being pulled from my body in the way a tablecloth can be pulled from a polished table. My mother looked more and more horrified. And this time she nodded for me to put my hands on the cold and hot taps.

Once again, Dad tried the taps. Nothing.

‘Grab one tap,’ she said.

By now I was crying, but they were both looking at me as if I was possessed. My dad nodded to me. My hands clasped the taps again. And again, my arms, fingers and teeth were pummelled by the electric current. I look at my mother and her face was full of disgust and dismay as if to say, ‘What is inside you?’. I thought, What have I done?

‘The water! He’s in the water!’ My dad was a schoolteacher. He lifted me out of the water and hugged me to him, tighter and tighter. ‘He’s in the water,’ he said.

This memory was so clear in my mind that I thought it must not have been a memory at all.

This is how it was reported in my files:
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I was nine. All the information in the reports was first curated by my foster mother and then presented to the social worker. In the report Sarah, my sister, is in the bath with me. But she wasn’t. We did bath together but not this time. Not in my memory. So why would they say she was?

I was alone with the electrocution. Little misinformations in the report make invisible people appear to prove that it didn’t happen just to me. The black eye also mentioned in the report was another little misdirection. The black eye was from being beaten up by racists. My quick mouth could outplay any racists but not my fists. And it was simply a matter of numbers.


CHAPTER 9


Look what was sown by the stars

At night across the fields

I am not defined by scars

But by the incredible ability to heal



Mum was a state registered nurse. She took a professional interest in our pain. At the hint of a scratch, a graze, a bruise, a bump, a cut or an itch she’d sit me down at the kitchen table and draw the medical kit from the top of the kitchen cabinet. Out came the witch hazel, the bandages, the scissors the plasters, the Savlon, the gauze, the medical tape and the smelling salts. I loved it. I am not sure I ever felt as close to her than when she’d say, ‘This is going to hurt,’ before dabbing my grazed knee with a pinch of cotton wool soaked in witch hazel.

It’s because she was a nurse that she had the comb. Each morning before school I’d stand by the heater in the kitchen. The comb was a strip of metal with barely visible slits. I stood facing away from her and she stood behind. Mum dragged the comb through the roots until my skull felt like it had been dipped in acid and was pouring with blood.

‘You have hair sore,’ she’d say. Apparently ‘hair sore’ was a medical ‘condition’ that made the hair sore when it was ripped through with a thin comb. It felt as if the skin was being ripped from my skull. Tell a child you’re his parent for ever and he will believe you. Tell a child he has hair sore and he will believe you. I believed her. I had ‘hair sore’.

Then, on a spring day, Mum got me up in my best shirt and trousers. I was going to meet a pop star. Errol Brown was the lead singer of Hot Chocolate. They had a massive hit with ‘You Sexy Thing’. Mum took me to an apartment in Winstanley. I remember there were bowls of nuts and crisps and it wasn’t even Christmas. Errol Brown chatted to me about school and stuff. He was black like me. I was very subdued, slightly nervous and intrigued all at the same time. And then, he left the room and came back with a present for me. I stared at the strange and elegant genius of design and style: an Afro comb. ‘Your very first Afro comb,’ said Errol Brown.

He had been visiting a newborn child of a family friend at the hospital. Mum was the midwife on call and I guess they must have got talking about me. Maybe she showed him the thin-toothed comb she’d used. Maybe he winced behind a smile and gritted his teeth to stop himself saying, ‘What in hell’s name do you think you are doing with this boy? Huh? You think asking me about the comb after eight years of tearing out his hair is okay? How come you are only deciding to find an Afro comb now? Why now? His hair is Ethiopian hair! Ethiopian hair is VERY particular! Just like your hair is very particular. Why did you not get this boy an Afro comb from the day he had hair? Why not?’

He didn’t say those words but any Caribbean or African (especially a parent) would question the unnecessary violence of ‘hair sore’.


CHAPTER 10


Secrets are the stones

That sink the boat

Take them out, look at them

Throw them out and float



19 April 1978
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Why would the social worker, Jean Jones, say that my mum and dad ‘are seen by Norman as his parents’? They told me they were my parents for ever. Why would I think anything else? But why would she make the comment now? In two months’ time they would send me away for ever as if I were a stranger.

As with most brothers close in age, Christopher and I fought like snakes on each other’s territory. Christopher always, even in the midst of thrills, betrayed a fretfulness, as if the edges of his world were beginning to shake and his mum could see it. He was an introvert. I had no idea that Mum thought it was my fault. We raced each other home from school every day, and every day I beat him.

I waited in the kitchen by my mum. He dived into Mum’s arms and said, ‘Mum, I beat Norman, didn’t I?’ She stroked his head and said, ‘Yes, you did.’ And then she looked at me. ‘Yes, you did.’

Over the past few years I had begun to sense that I had done something wrong and yet didn’t know what it was. There were times when Dad was charged with punishing me in the front room with the cane. He asked me to yelp so that it sounded like I was being punished. Other weird things started to happen.

I was ten, and we were off to a wedding in our new clothes. Chris, Sarah and I were on top of the world. Sarah looked pretty as a picture in her blue floral dress and flower basket. Just before leaving the house, Mum looked at me for a second; something pinched her features. She said, ‘Take them off and give them to him.’ I didn’t understand. I took off my trousers and gave them to my brother. These moments stuck in my memory. It was the sense of an underlying unkindness that stayed with me.

	
	[image: image]


CHAPTER 11


How Darkness runs

From melting shade

How bright the sun

How unafraid



1973

I have only two school reports from my infant and junior schools, which tell me something about who I was.


Character and temperament:

Norman is a carefree and happy child and, with the common sense he shows, he is an asset to the class. His lively personality makes him popular with the other children with whom he works and plays well. He gets on very well with his younger brother and often seeks him out in the playground.



At eight years old in 1975 the social worker scoffs at any idea of my having educational aspirations.
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7 September 1976
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To put it simply, my social worker and my foster parents considered that the school commenting on my ‘normal’ behaviour was purely down to my race. I should explain this. My mother told me that I got undue positive attention because of my colour. This comment on my ‘normal’ behaviour was seen as undue positive attention. It was a no-win situation because I clearly got undue negative attention because of my colour. What they wouldn’t see is that I got positive attention because I was a positive child and I got negative attention because of racism.

7 July 1978

The social worker, foster parents and I were wondering which upper school I would attend.
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11 July 1978

Junior school report in full. Eleven years old.


Child’s general progress:

Norman is an enthusiastic worker. Unfortunately he lacks the concentration to follow through his ideas.

Conduct:

He is co-operative and eager to please.

Character and temperament:

A cheerful happy boy.

Relationships with staff:

Very popular and extremely sociable. Norman is amenable to discipline.

Participation in school activities:

He has an amenable approach to all school activities but lacks perseverance.

Cleanliness:

Always clean and tidy.

General progress:

Norman is a most likeable boy – a ray of sunshine.



12 July 1978

The social worker’s response to the headteacher:
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CHAPTER 12


Leave alone the heartless

The landlords of decay

Light breaches darkness

Every single day



December 1978

The social worker reports that ‘Mrs Greenwood had a daughter’. Her name was Helen. It was an unexpected pregnancy. The household now had four children and two adults.

Between November 1978 and the following report there are no visits and two phone calls from the social worker. This is partly due to the social worker’s illness in January and February. The next phone call is on 13 May 1979 – eight days before my twelfth birthday.
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The more Mum tried to beat me, the more I would run to her for a hug. I was sent to live with my grandma for a month and returned on 16 June 1979.
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Home was now hell. I couldn’t do anything right. The better I did, the worse I was treated. I was deceitful. I was tricking everyone into thinking I was a good kid. For the life of me I didn’t understand. A Danish filmmaker – Katrine Riis Kjær – captures the exact confusion I felt in the dinner scene of her documentary about the international adoption industry called Mercy Mercy. In this scene, two adoptive Danish parents examine their adopted child at the dinner table. She is in trouble. She looks confused. The adoptive mother speaks to the father under her breath: ‘You keep an eye on her. You have to keep an eye on her.’ She can clearly hear it. The young Ethiopian girl does not know what is happening. It gets worse for her. They ask her questions when her mouth is full and berate her for not answering. It gets worse. Much worse. The scene encapsulates what it feels like to be hounded by the people you have been trained to love.

16 June 1979
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I didn’t threaten to murder the family. I have no history of threatening to murder people. Full disclosure: I probably said to my brother, ‘I’m going to kill you.’ Brothers say things like that in the heat of the moment. But I don’t believe that my eight-year-old sister said, ‘Mum, Norman has threatened to kill the whole family. Except Helen.’ I was twelve! And I had just started at high school. Jean Jones, the social worker, disappears. The following report is from 2 November 1979, days before they would send me away for ever.
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The only report from my high school is from the summer of 1979. The reports for children in care were different. This was called a ‘periodic school report for child in care’. Here is the report in full:


Child’s general progress:

Good progress within his form.

Conduct:

Well-behaved in lessons.

Character and temperament:

Pleasant.

Relationships with staff and other children:

Always keen to please and has many friends.

Participation in school activities:

Always willing to participate.

Cleanliness and tidiness:

Very good.

General progress:

Good progress. Noman has settled down well in his first year at this school.

Signature of headteacher:

Keith Allen
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I felt like I’d done everything to show them that I loved them, and I’d done everything to show God that I loved Him. I still had to ask God for forgiveness. And they were still my parents for ever, right? I was still her only sunshine.

On 1 December 1979 the report records that Mum called the social worker to take me away.
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Norman Mills, my new social worker, has since told me that he informed my foster parents that having made a commitment to me as their parents it was not right for them to demand I be taken away. So I didn’t go.

Mum had said time and time again, ‘You are defying us deliberately because you know there’s somewhere you can go: to children’s homes.’ She said it so many times that I couldn’t deny that I didn’t know about them. But even though I knew there was somewhere to go I didn’t want to go anywhere. They were my mum and dad. This was my family. They had said they were my mum and dad for ever. I couldn’t imagine anywhere else. How could I? So when she said to my uncles and aunts, ‘He knows he can go somewhere. He uses it against us,’ I couldn’t deny it.

There are two sure-fire ways you can have a child put into care. You can say this kid might come to harm if he is not taken away or you can say the child might do harm to others if he is not taken away.


CHAPTER 13


He lost touch at night

Their fingertips withdrew

Nobody touched him, light,

Except you



It was the end of December 1979 and I was excited when I entered the front room for the family meeting. I was excited because the family meeting was just me and Mum and Dad. Just me. No brothers and sisters. I felt important. I sat at the table and my mum looked at me intensely.

‘You don’t love us, do you?’

I said, ‘Yeees, I do love you.’

‘We want you to spend the next day thinking about love and what it is. Read the scriptures and give us your most honest and truthful answer tomorrow.’

That was it! It was a clear instruction from Mum and Dad. I studied the question for a day and a night, I prayed to God, and I read the Bible to see if a passage would answer the question. It was a question to which I already had the answer. Of course I loved them. Mum had always said that love was never in question. I started thinking all over again.

If they were asking me whether I loved them or not, and if they were the ones who taught me about love, then maybe I didn’t love them, otherwise they wouldn’t ask. This led me to the answer I thought they wanted me to get to. They wanted me to ask God for forgiveness and through Him I would learn to love them. His love would shine through me to them. And in the Baptist faith a sinner must ask forgiveness for his sins. The theology was perfect, the timing unquestionable, and the answer as honest as a sinner could get.

The next day came and I said it with pride because I thought I had found the answer they wanted me to find. ‘I musn’t love you,’ I said. I looked at their faces to see if I had said the right thing. ‘But I will ask God for forgiveness . . . and learn to love you.’ This was the perfect answer. Seek and ye shall find. This is what they wanted me to seek. And this is what I had found. I had found the answer.

She looked at me as if I had wounded her. ‘You don’t love us? You don’t want to be with us?’

All of this happened the day after they had made this call to the social worker.
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WOODFIELDS


CHAPTER 14


Night can’t drive out night

Only the light above

Fear can’t drive out fear

Only love



3 January 1980: a month after the ten-year anniversary of the ‘Notice Hereby Given’ sent to an address in Ethiopia by Wigan Social Services.

My mum wouldn’t hug me as I left, so I hugged her. Norman Mills, my new social worker, waited at the gate. He ushered me gently into the car. I looked back but they were already turning to go indoors, mindful of the neighbours. The car filled with a quiet loss. Mum told me they would never visit me because it was my choice to leave them because I didn’t love them.

We passed the butcher’s and the chemist’s and Wigan Road and passed the Flower Park and the main park and then we drove close to my first girlfriend’s place – whenever I am that side of town I always hope I’ll see Diane. We drove past the junior school, past Byrchall High School, and then unfamiliar territory unfolded before me. The East Lancashire Road: one dual carriageway, with a single destination.

This was the beginning of the end of open arms and warm hugs. This was the beginning of empty Christmas time and hollow birthdays. This was the beginning of not being touched. I’m twelve. And it is my fault. This is what I have chosen. The journey took about forty-five minutes, or forty-five seconds. Or forty-five years.

I said to Norman Mills in the car, ‘I know this is my fault and I will ask God for forgiveness.’
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He kept his eyes on the road but his hands gripped tighter on the wheel. He tapped the indicator and pulled quietly into a layby and turned the engine off. ‘None, none of this is your fault. None of it.’ I had no idea what he meant. He must have been mad. It was my fault. If it wasn’t my fault why could I never return home?

The roads started to shrink. We travelled through Lowton, through Leigh onto Orchard Lane by the pond crowned with bullrushes. ‘It’s called Lucky Hollow,’ said Norman, but I was looking at the mansions set far from the road on the other side. Orchard Lane was broken up and potholed. The car growled and Norman and I jolted from side to side. I put my hands on the dashboard and looked up at the giant trees as we turned into the driveway of Woodfields Children’s Home. Chrysanthemum bushes clambered on either side beneath sycamores and beech trees. I saw a dirty-faced boy through the bushes staring at the car then darting away. This was The Other World. This was the outside world that Mum had said I desperately wanted. I didn’t.

We carried on around the front of the building to a fan of steps sweeping up to the door facing a huge garden. It was 3 January. Most of the children were away with their families. All was silent.

The smell hit me first. It was the smell of Winnick. I stood in the hallway, with my back against the wall. Norman Mills disappeared with a man into an office. I listened to muffled noises from the giant house. This was an adventure for the Famous Five.

My twelve-year-old self stood still between two doors in the hall. One led to what looked like a playroom. I sneaked a look. Sniffed once. Sniffed twice. Further down the hall to my left, a thin corridor made its way to a kitchen and the dining room and the back door and the cellar door beneath the stairs. To the right were the front door and the tiled porch. Two feet in front of me lay the clenched fists of the grand staircase’s bannisters, bigger than I’d ever seen. My heart wanted to jump out of my chest and run away back to the Greenwoods so that I could tell them all about it.

I didn’t lean on the wall. My arms were by my side. My shoulders back. I stood like I’d been taught a good boy should stand. Hands out of pockets. Best behaviour. I looked left. I looked right. To make a good impression I would shake hands and say, ‘How do you do?’ I practised, ‘How do you do? How do you do? How do you do?’

I’d practised it at home with my foster dad in the front room. The posh room. Then I’d go to church and do just as I was taught. I looked left and right again. And then I smiled a big ‘hello’ smile. Nobody there. Just a practice. It felt good so I did it again.

Mum said it was deceitful. But it wasn’t. I held it as long as I could and it felt good. I got a feeling in my tummy when I did it. Butterflies. Then I asked myself whether I could hold my breath and hold my smile at the same time. I tried until there was no air in me. Then I asked myself if I could hold my breath, hold my smile and think of something really, really sad at the same time but keep smiling. There was nothing sad to think about. Not really. Okay, I said to myself, think of something that’s always there and then imagine it’s not. Got it. Right, 1– 2 – deep breath – 3.

I smiled, held my breath and then thought, Mum and Dad are never coming back; no one is coming back; you’ve lost everyone. Everyone! It’s your fault. Hold the smile. I held my breath. Held the smile. Your fault. I held my breath. Held the smile. Shoulders back. Your fault. Held the smile. Held my breath. My eyes widened till they were about to pop. I watched the second hand on the clock. Hold hold hold. I was a boy in a hallway, smiling, who looked like he was screaming. With a gasp I sucked in as much air as I could to replace what had left my body.

This is what I know. The world is split in two. Good and bad. Bad is evil and good is godly. I had been bad in the eyes of good. I took biscuits from the tin then lied about it. I stayed out late and made up reasons for staying out. Lying again. I had fights with my brother. And that is why I was there. I stole biscuits. I stayed out later than I should. I fought with my brother. I made people laugh when they shouldn’t. I was mischievous. I had the Devil inside me. I was ‘amoral’. I was devious. My parents are good and I must have hurt them. But they are not gone. They wouldn’t leave me here. This is like when I went to my grandma’s. This is The Outside World. This must be like a break. It must be.

A boy appeared from nowhere as my body regained composure. He’d been a gecko on the ceiling all the time. He was shuddering with excitement. ‘So who da-da-da-da-da are you, da-da-da fucking hell.’

He fired questions at me, none of which I could answer. ‘Whoareyouwhereyoubloodyfrom . . . dadadadaadadadada.’

His name was Jack. He seemed younger.

‘Hello, I’m Norman,’ I said and stuck out my hand for him to shake. ‘How do you do?’

I know how to hold my knife and fork. I keep my elbows off the table. I say please and thank you. It’s not me being devious. It is what I have been trained to do. Jack stared at my outstretched hand as if I were an alien. He craned his head to the side with a quizzical, bemused and excited look. He raised both hands to the right and left then grabbed and twisted my ears screaming ‘Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrragggh’ and ran off, whooping with laughter.

I was still reeling when I heard the steps of adults. Norman Mills was with Mr John Harding, a beer-bellied, cigar-smoking Manchester City supporter. He ran Woodfields Children’s Home. Mr John Harding was the boss. He had fifteen staff working for him: cleaners, gardeners, laundresses and residential social workers. In those days children’s homes were employment bureaus for the local community.

Mr Harding had a harsh Gorton accent. He was barrel-chested and always looked as if you might be hiding something, or as if he might be hiding something.

He showed me the dining room, and the kitchen was like a more menacing version of Alice in Wonderland. I had drunk a shrinking potion. The cook looked at him and switched on the industrial potato peeler. It filled the kitchen with the rumble of thunder. The steel teapot was twice the size of my head. The cupboards were full of cups. I’d never seen so many in one house.

The cellar was daunting. The low ceiling was lined with flickering striplights. It smelt of damp stone. ‘It’s where the servants worked and lived in Victorian times,’ he said. There was a room just a little bigger than the table-tennis table that squeezed into it. Then the laundry room with industrial steam presses for the bed sheets, and a long walkway with benches, and under the benches, rows and rows of shoes.

There’d be many times in future that I would play table tennis with myself by pushing the table against the wall. Backhand and forehand smash, defend and attack, spin, cut, lob and slice. My body would skip around the table like a sprite on the solid stone floor. I would narrate the game against Christopher, my invisible brother, and I’d let him win.

Mum and Dad must have told everyone in my family to stay away from me. I hadn’t realised then that none of them would contact me ever again for the rest of my life. My grandparents, aunts and uncles and cousins. Mum and Dad must have gone back to the family and said, ‘We cannot contact him. He has left us. He chose to leave us. After everything we gave him.’

Whenever I got a call to leave the table-tennis table in the middle of a game against my invisible brother I’d say, ‘I’ll play you later, Chris. Okay?’

All my personal belongings were to go in the locker by the bed. I asked when my clothes and toys would be arriving. They were in the trunk back at home, the one with my name on it, the one Granddad Munro made. But nothing was coming here from there. Not even a Bible. I had nothing to put in the locker by my bed in the dormitory.

Over the next few weeks the children’s home filled up with teenagers. Most children in care have someone they can call family. I had no one.


CHAPTER 15


Meet me by the morning

On the corner of night

Where mist rises

And hope’s in sight



Peter Libbey was my first friend. He was half Chinese, half English. He was a year older than me, and his sister, Michelle, was a year older than him. ‘Libbey’ took one look at me, and with a big open smile he pronounced in a broad Leigh accent, ‘Right. Chalky White. That’s you. Chalky.’ And from then on ‘Chalky White’ – that stereotypically lazy, drug-taking West Indian character created by a popular white TV comedian at the time – was my nickname. Every boy wants a nickname. I loved it!

Libbey introduced me to the new world. He wasn’t necessarily the hardest guy or the angriest guy in the home, but he was the funniest. And he was a rugby player. Rugby was the number one sport in Leigh. We’d often go to Kirkhall Lane to watch the game. Libbey was highly intelligent, like the Artful Dodger. He was a survivor and a grafter. He worked hard to make people like him. By calling me ‘Chalky – my mate’, he was shoring up against what he knew would be a tirade of unbridled racism. He was getting me to stand up to the inevitable. If I couldn’t take a joke I would be in for a rough ride. Libbey was giving out a message to everyone not to mess with Chalky ’cause he’s Libbey’s mate and he’s all right. I’ll never be able to thank him enough for what lay beneath this christening. Eventually I came to hate the nickname but I can see now what Libbey was doing. And I appreciate it.

He showed me all the creaks in the upstairs landing. He taught me how to walk across it at night without a sound. His sister, was in the girls’ bedrooms and they’d sit up all night chatting. There were three huge boys’ dormitories on one side of the landing and the same for the girls on the other. Between four and seven of us per bedroom. I hardly slept for the first month. The sheets were stiff and forbidding. The blankets were scratchy. The base was just slats of hard wood. The mattresses were thin. The first thing the staff taught me was how to make hospital corners. These were checked by the staff every morning and if they were not done right the sheets were ripped off the bed.

Any one of us could disappear at any minute. We pressed our faces to the windows whenever a car arrived. Who’s next? Who’s disappearing next? We were the children of the film La Cité des Enfants Perdus (The City of Lost Children). Within a week I got the picture. The children’s home was a holding pen.

It was a matter of days before I saw the first explosion. It happened in the dining room. There were about twenty of us in Woodfields. A tall, quiet boy called Red stood up, He flipped the dining table onto its back and kicked his chair against the wall. Mr Harding burst into the room, grabbed him and wrestled him to the floor. Red fought back but it was impossible to fight against Mr Harding’s trained technique. A report would be written about Red. There would be consequences. He would disappear. We knew. We all knew that this place wasn’t interested in our trauma. The institution wanted us to shuffle through the days and nights, fulfilling the rotas and jobs with no trouble, and then disappear. I had to pretend that I was okay and hope that my smile would last.
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Norman Mills, my social worker, didn’t understand that my foster parents had no intention of taking me back. I didn’t understand it either. I couldn’t imagine that I’d never be able to return. My social worker had no idea they had indoctrinated me into believing that I had evil inside me and that the evil had chosen to leave them. So I fought the ‘evil’ without knowing what it was and ran away – to them – to say please help me. I had no one else to run away to.

A foster child will expose the cracks in the familial veneer. Insomuch as the foster child is a cipher to the dysfunction of a family and also a seer. But the responsibility is too great for a child and so he finds himself manipulated and blamed for what he exposes by the simple virtue of innocence. The wrath this innocence incurs is deep and dark.

My foster parents said they were my parents for ever. They taught me to say ‘Mummy’ and ‘Daddy’. They trained me. They said they were mine for ever because my birth mother didn’t want me. They were my mum and dad. The reason I am writing this book is so that they can get a clear idea of what happened. They stole the memory of me from me. The only sense I received from them was the sense that I should disappear.

The second of May 1980 was nineteen days before my birthday.
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21 May 1980

My first birthday in the children’s home. No one called.


CHAPTER 16


I work in rain said the storm

Thunder broke his heart

I woke in light said dawn

And spun the sun in the dark



I quickly learned my place with rotas and bells and wake-up time and supper time and shoe-shine time and teatime and hospital corners and kitchen duties. My life became a set of systems and my existence was defined by how well I performed them. No love. When I cheekily challenged the staff about why they chose this as their career they would say, ‘I do this job because I love children.’ In all my time in the children’s home they never said, ‘I’m in this job because I love you.’ I was becoming invisible. I had been in Woodfields for eleven months.

12 December 1980
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When the giant triangle rang out for dinner the house sprang to life. Kids raced downstairs from the bedrooms, upstairs from the cellar, swooped down the bannister, dived inside from the garden, through the back door, through the front door, through the cellar windows, off the roof and through the fire escape, off the trees, every which way to the dining room. Someone crashed into the back of me, deliberately, in the hallway. It was Danny – arms too long, legs too long, bad skin, bad teeth. I turned around, indignant. He looked at me as if to say, What?

Two hours after dinner was suppertime. Hot chocolate and a biscuit. There were two suppers for different ages. After supper we watched TV in our pyjamas and then to bed and lights out.

Christmas Eve, 1980

My social worker sees what the Greenwoods are doing to me, and the superficiality. If they kept their hands by their sides they hoped that I would realise that I was hugging them but they were not hugging me. I wasn’t going to ask my social worker if I could visit them for Christmas. I wanted them to ask me not to be alone on Christmas Day. So I did what they wanted. I stayed away. As impossible as it was to understand I grasped the idea that I wasn’t welcome. I was not welcome.
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Children from homes all over the North West were taken to Blackpool in a convoy of black cabs and Rotary coaches to see Lancashire legends and national heroes Cannon and Ball that summer. Lenny Henry was their special guest star. Mid-performance Lenny did a bit of what’s called ‘crowd surfing’. With his open and smiling face he said, ‘I need one of you on stage.’ He theatrically cast his eye from left to right with his hand shielding the light as if for a better look. A Mexican wave of hands flew into the air: me me me me me! But all the children in our group screamed at Lenny and pointed at me: him him him him him!

Memories in care are slippery because there’s no one to recall them with as the years pass. In a few months I would be in a different home with a different set of people who had no idea of this moment. How could it matter if no one recalls it? Given that staff don’t take photographs it was impossible to take something away as a memory. This is how you become invisible. It isn’t the lack of photographs that erodes the memory. It is the underlying unkindnesses, which make you feel as though you don’t matter enough. This is how to quietly deplete the sense of self-worth deep inside a child’s psyche. This is how a child becomes hidden in plain sight. Family is just a set of memories disputed, resolved or recalled between one group of people over a lifetime, isn’t it? And if there is no one to care enough to dispute, resolve or recall the memory, then did it happen? I had to check with Wikipedia to see if Lenny Henry ever even played Blackpool. It’s there. It’s right there in Wikipedia.

‘You! What’s your name?’ Lenny Henry was talking to me. I couldn’t reply because the others were shouting ‘Norman. Noooorman’.

‘Right then, Norman, come up here then,’ he said, and so I got out of my seat, walked down the aisle and up the steps. Up until that point I was nervous, but on the stage I was unafraid. I was home. The stage lights only made me shine. Look at this man. He’s black like me. And he’s a star. My first time on a professional stage was with Lenny Henry. And I can’t remember any more than that.

Of that particular season in Blackpool he has since said via Wikipedia, ‘the summer season was the first time I felt that my act had received a proper response from an audience’.

Same for me. And I loved it.


CHAPTER 17


We are wildfire

Wild as the wind

Wild as the dawn

Wild within



Cigarettes were important in Woodfields. I learned fast. If someone goes for a smoke the first person to shout ‘save us’ gets the last few drags. I was at the most potent stage of a life-shortening lifelong addiction but the staff didn’t care enough to tell us not to smoke. They provided us with a smoking area outside. I was twelve. If the adults don’t care that a twelve-year-old boy is smoking, why should he care? In the same way, if the adults don’t care to hug a child, why should he feel huggable?. What are the repercussions for a child who isn’t hugged? I was becoming untouchable. We all were. The law of the untouched was unspoken.

No wonder some young people harmed others. Danny had it in for me from the beginning but he was biding his time. I worked out how to insult. Pretend you can’t see them. Freeze them out. It was a powerful weapon for me because everyone liked Chalky. So I used it on Danny. I cut him out. I talked through him or around him as if he wasn’t there. No one could cause me more pain than I felt inside. I was unafraid. Unafraid of bullies. Unafraid of being hurt.

Like all attacks it happened both superhumanly fast and eerily slow. In the bedroom Danny ripped the front of a cabinet from its dovetail joints. I knew it was for me. I put out my arm as he hit me with it, hard and fast in blunt, ugly disorientating whacks. No one tried to stop him. Between each smash I asked, ‘Are you done yet?’ I went silent. Only his grunts preceded each smash. He carried on until he was tired.

The next day Danny told me I reminded him of his brother and his brother wound him up. We shook hands and it was forgotten between us. He was hurt by the reminder of who he loved, and the love he missed. Hurt people hurt people.

In plain English this was his way of saying I am the cock of this place. ‘The Cock’ meant the hardest, the strongest. But we both knew that fists were not what we needed to survive here. We were already beaten.

Days later I saw Danny pinned to the floor with his arm twisted behind his shoulder. One of the supervisors had his knee on Danny’s lower back. Who knows why? I could hear him whimpering, pain shooting through his shoulder as the supervisor pushed his wrist further up saying, ‘You like that, d’ya? You want some more of that, d’ya? You want to take me on, d’ya’? Danny was making strangled panicked breathing sounds. He couldn’t speak. He looked at me and closed his eyes. This place was wrong.

Children were moved haphazardly from home to home as objects of low emotional currency. Damaged goods. It was nothing personal. You had to have your wits about you to hold on to anything. Money, lighters, socks, bracelets, biros, cigarettes, all of it needed secure hiding places: under floorboards, holes in brickwork under a windowsill. The frequent changing of such hidey-holes kept us all busy.

By now I was famous at my school and in my area. I was Chalky White. Up for a laugh. But it was all shielding an onslaught of daily racism. Not a day passed without ‘nigger’ or ‘coon’ or ‘wog’ or ‘black bastard’ firing from someone’s lips into my face. I had to be alert to punches and kicks from strangers or phlegm flying across the classroom or pavement. I was permanently in fight-or-flight mode. My main weapon was my smile, my guile and my ability to run.

But I loved the daily walk from Orchard Lane to Leigh C. of E. High School with our gang from Woodfields, down potholed Mill Lane, passing the nodding horses in the low mist of Marshes Farm. I was Chalky White from the moment I arrived. Libbey was in the year above. I loved school because I could smell family on the other young people. I could sense their mums and dads by their packed lunches, their new football kits and even by the way they talked.

I was in Woodfields for a year but it felt like ten. Shaking hands on my ‘green’ arrival, becoming Chalky White, skating on Lucky Hollow in winter could all have been idyllic. Mr Marsh from Marshes Farm off Old Hall Lane employed us boys. We baled hay throughout the summer holidays and stacked the hay in his barn. I acclimatised to the disappearance of my family and to the fact that any one of us in Woodfields could disappear at any minute. Regardless, I held on to the idea that my foster parents would come for me one day. But in truth I was letting the idea go. The last hug I’d had from an adult was the stuttered one on the doorstep of their house. I had been in the children’s home for 360 days. I was a world away.


CHAPTER 18


When the war of night’s over

Said the wave to the bay

Let’s be each other’s selfie

And save the day



I wrote a poem in the dormitory on my first day at Woodfields. It was about a tree. In writing about the tree I wrote about myself. Now I can see that. I couldn’t then. That is creation. In finishing a poem I felt the same sense of being that I had in church. It was a discovery, a freedom. This is who you are. I knew there and then that I wanted to be a poet. I had written poetry in earlier childhood but this was me and me alone, channelling something bigger than me that proved I wasn’t alone. The proof was there on the paper. The evidence. I was alive.

In the children’s homes the written word was rare. Letters were rare. There were no books and consequently no encouragement to read. The staff were rarely seen with a book. They were too busy adjusting rotas and shifts. There was no question of university. The suggestion of university was for more deserving people. The children’s home may well have been housing us but it wasn’t caring for us. The children’s home needed to work with efficiency, not love. The act of writing would follow me wherever I went. No one could take it away from me.

At Leigh C. of E., my high school, I was summoned to the office of the deputy headteacher. Never a good sign. She had heard about my writing from my English teacher, Mr Unsworth. There were two lights outside the deputy head’s office. Red for stay, green for enter. The red flickered out and after a pause the green blinked on. Mrs Jones had the teeth of Ken Dodd and wore jackets and trousers. ‘Sit down,’ she said. I sat, sharpish. In those days, teachers smoked in their rooms and she stubbed her fag out in her ashtray and walked round the desk (the desk top was barely lower than her forehead). ‘I want you to have this,’ she said, and she held out a book.

It was The Mersey Sound, published in 1967, the year I was born. It was battered and well-thumbed, the greatest compliment to a paperback. In the first poem on the first page by the poet Adrian Henri it mentions an orphanage. All I knew about being a poet is that a poet wrote poetry. It’s all I ever wanted to be. I was fourteen. This was a flag in the mountainside, a base camp.

But there were more pressing reasons to write. One boy from Leigh C. of E., who lived in a house further up Orchard Lane, asked, ‘So where do you live then, Chalky?’ I said, ‘Woodfields, on Orchard Lane.’ He looked at me quizzically at first, as if he didn’t have a clue where it was, then said, ‘My dad says it’s a den of thieves, boy.’

It became clear to me that the adults around me had no idea what to do with me. I was surrounded by teenagers who, maybe, felt the same. The home was bedlam. I started glue sniffing with the other boys.

[image: image]

[image: image]


GREGORY AVENUE


CHAPTER 19


Not lost said the sun

At the start of the day

Just following instinct

Just finding my way



Norman Mills reassured me that I could go back to Woodfields to see Libbey and everyone and that Libbey could visit Gregory Avenue. I hated Gregory Avenue and I hated being moved. I’d lost everybody again. The adults around me had no idea what to do with me. And that scared me. I was losing respect for them. And that scared me.

There was no time to get used to the decision, no say in it, just like the last time. No time to say goodbye. January 1981. The door opened into the ‘family group home’ and I felt the files closing behind me. File is an anagram of life. It was claustrophobic. The garden was tiny compared to Woodfields’, and behind it, at the top of a hill, loomed a concrete hulk of a place, with a singular chimney belching out smoke: Wood End Assessment Centre.

Wood End was one of the names we passed around between us at Woodfields. The names of children’s homes were my points of reference, part of my orientation into the system. The institutions: Wood End, Hindley Detention Centre, Redbank. Today I hear about these institutions in the newspapers under headings like ‘Wood End Abuse Probe’.

I was well and truly part of the system. This was not extended leave. My mum and dad were not coming. It dawned on me. The whole damn thing dawned on me. The Authority was just holding me in a series of houses run by disaffected adults. I was shown to my new bedroom. I still called my foster parents Mum and Dad. I had no other terms to describe them and no one to describe them to. ‘David and Catherine’ sounded weird. ‘Foster parents’ too.

Wood End was a remand centre. Libbey told me that ‘remand’ is what happens when you wait for sentencing. I wanted to tell people around me, I have no one. Most young people in care have someone, one person at least.

Brian and Val Street ran Gregory Avenue. Honestly, I despised them and I despised the name of this place – a ‘family group home’. Brian and Val lived there. The other staff lived nearby. It was homely in the way a grotto in a shopping store is Christmassy. It was false. I could see the cracks. The staff were on shifts like elves in the grotto. There was an office, like in Woodfields, from where I was passed pocket money each week, and a staff room where the staff smoked and talked about us. I was fourteen and I was confused.
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I didn’t want to go to my case conference because I couldn’t see it being of any use whatsoever. The case conference was where they made decisions about me and where I sat to hear them make judgements about me. At Christmas I got a radio alarm clock. I tried it out but it didn’t work. And that broke me.
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When I was tucked into bed the staff wrote their reports. They had the last word on everything. My teenage self could not deal with this at all. The report seemed only to document anything untoward. My wellbeing was defined by how many marks against my name were in that report . . . I was three years away from leaving care. I started to ask questions about my origins. Who was my mother? Why was I in care in the first place? Where was I from? Why was I here? In realising my foster parents didn’t want me I wanted to know about my birth mother. The only person who could help me was my social worker.

A fourteen-year-old boy should never have to ask the questions Who is my mother? and Who are my family? These were not easy questions to formulate in the mind or the mouth because the question comes with others . . . What did I do to deserve this?


CHAPTER 20


Born under mist last night

Dawn is a gift over dew

I read beneath its light

And turn over leaf to you



Gregory Avenue was in a village next to Leigh called Atherton. Athertonians were honest, hard-working salt-of-the-earth people, like the people of Leigh. They were increasingly unemployed mill workers and miners, tradesmen and retailers. In the early 1980s the Tory Prime Minister, Margaret Thatcher, set out to break the miners and the North. Thatcher waged war against the Argentines abroad, and the welfare state at home.

The mills in Hag Fold were cathedrals without congregations. And just on the edge, on the other side of Hag Fold, was Pretoria – a set of hills, the result of the second biggest mining explosion in England. In December 1910, the Pretoria Pit disaster took out 344 men and boys, a good chunk of Atherton. Women lost husbands, sons, brothers, all at once.

Pretoria now is a forest of silver birch and eerie ponds. I’d walk up there and sit atop and look across the Lancashire plain to the city of Manchester.

I spent three years in Gregory Avenue but as much time out of it as possible, like any teenager.

Gregory Avenue was on the edge of Hag Fold Housing Estate. I got to know everyone on the estate. I’d wave at a driving instructor for three years. She used our estate as her training ground. She wasn’t from the estate but I was in love. She was beautiful because she always looked out for me and waved back. It became a game.

Tony Concannon lived on Devonshire Road. He ran the boxing club in Atherton and his wife worked in the taxi firm next door to it. I’d spend evenings at their house, smoking and drinking cups of tea with them and their kids. Mrs Concannon brought films back from the video shop. And so I saw all the new films before anyone else. I took whatever affection and acceptance I could from anyone who knew me.

I spent Saturdays popping into different houses on Hag Fold Estate for cups of tea and gossip. Tony had two dogs. He took them lamping up to Pretoria at night. Lamping is how you catch rabbits. The dog sees a rabbit. Tony shines a light in the rabbit’s eyes, it stuns the rabbit, and then the dog pounces. Tony brought the rabbits home, I think, and made stew.

I’m still unhappy at Gregory Avenue and so my social worker suggests youth groups.
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The estate had a comforting, familiar rhythm to it; the mills changed shifts at 2 p.m. and 6 p.m.; the mines had their shift times too. Payday was on Thursday for the miners, Fridays for the mills, when the pubs got lively and when stomachs were full. The shops shut for a half-day on Wednesdays. There was a Catholic Club for the Catholics and the working men’s club for the Protestants. Women weren’t allowed, except on Thursday nights for the whist drive. I was the boy from nowhere, from nobody, who was everybody’s somebody. Chalky White.
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I had been on earth for fourteen summers. And to ask me not to ‘build my hopes up’ was heartbreaking, given that all I had was hope. I needed an answer to the question, why? Neither the social worker nor the foster parents took responsibility for what had happened to me – certainly not the blame. The most institutionalised people in the care system are the workers.


CHAPTER 21


What was taken I have used

To make myself a home

The stone the builder refused

Will be the head cornerstone



On my fifteenth birthday I visited the Greenwoods.
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When my social worker showed me the information about my mother I knew there had to be more to the story. The foster parents were determined to wipe me from their family story. Something was wrong. I figured that I could return to them to find out what really happened. It didn’t go well. October 1982.
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I was introduced to Bob Marley by a friend on Hag Fold called Lyndon Marsh. I was nearly fourteen when Marley died and Island Records were pushing out his music. Lyndon was a huge fan. He introduced me to marijuana at the same time.

I was spellbound by the album Survival. It flooded into my bloodstream. Robert Nesta Marley loved Ethiopia. His funeral in Jamaica was on my birthday, 21 May.

Marley shouted down the forces of oppression. In his words I heard my own story and felt a growing pride. I am a survivor, a black survivor.

Bob Marley was my first black mentor, my first black friend. He spoke of suffering, history, the truth of the world and of ‘Babylon’. He would be my guide. I dropped the name Chalky White. It was no longer a joke.

What also captivated me about Bob was his way with metaphor and how he drew from the Bible. In a deceptively complex song, ‘Ride Natty Ride’, he wails:


But the stone that the builder refuse

Shall be the head cornerstone,

And no matter what game they play,

Eh, we’ve got something they could never take away,

. . .

And it’s the fire – FIRE – it’s the fire – FIRE.



For the first time I identified myself as a black man amongst a sea of whiteness. Marley cheered me on. The more people around me denied my race by saying they were colour blind or that we are all human beings or that we are all the same the more I realised that race confused them.

By 1983 I had been in Gregory Avenue for two years and I was becoming what Rastafarians called ‘Conscious’. It was the consciousness Marley spoke of in ‘Natural Mystic’.


CHAPTER 22


Secrets are the stones

That sink the boat

Take them out look at them

Throw them out and float



I left school with few qualifications and started a Saturday job on Leigh Market. Mr Waddington was a market trader and salesman and he had a stall that sold household detergents and toiletries. I started in the early morning with a bacon butty and hot tea. I was good in the market. I liked the quick-fire humour and the work ethic of the markets. I was smoking marijuana heavily by now. In two years’ time I would be leaving the care system.

The Waddingtons befriended me. I and the other boys who worked for him were cheap labour, but it was labour we appreciated. I graduated from the market stall to door-to-door deliveries.

Mr Waddington drove the Transit van crammed with tubs of bleach and detergents for floors and windows, and conditioner and shampoo, and from the Transit van I saw a bit more of the world, the reality of the 1980s industrial landscape. I handled money for the first time. Peter Libbey got me the job.

We were trusted with the products, trusted to knock on the doors, trusted with the cash. We’d feast on the estates of Lancashire, Bolton, Wigan, Rochdale. To a fifteen-year-old it was great work experience. Money in my pocket. The big wide world. Mr Waddington waited at the wheel while we ran door to door back and forth with our bottles and cash.

I worked in his warehouse too on a small industrial estate in Leigh. I had to stir the bleach concentrate into a giant vat, then pour it from a tap into the bottles and stack them up. Bleach was the abiding aroma of my youth. The vat was twice my height and equal in width. I sat atop it and stirred the concentrated bleach into water with a wooden stick. To test it I put my finger in and if it turned white it was ready. There was no breathing apparatus and no protective clothing. Mr Waddington was the embodiment of Margaret Thatcher’s dream, selling cheap household products to the people who hadn’t the money (any more) to buy from the shops.

When social services found out about my work, I was immediately required to pay the children’s home some of my wages.
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‘Norman bought a guitar for £30 on Saturday? The source of his money.’ The statement could have read: ‘He has showed initiative in saving money through his Saturday job to buy himself a guitar’ and ‘It is good to see that he has saved to buy, of all things, a musical instrument.’


CHAPTER 23


I am not defined by darkness

Confided the night

Each dawn I am reminded

I am defined by light



During one of the trips round Bolton selling the Waddingtons’ household detergents, on an estate called Daubhill the atmosphere changed. The streets were quiet. The doors were daubed with red swastikas. All of them. Swastikas. I tried knocking on a door, then a second. I could hear a baby inside. Footsteps, and then nothing. My guts churned. I told Mr Waddington about the swastikas and he said, ‘Yeah, it’s where Pakis live.’ We were both quiet. ‘No point knocking on those doors.’ But I felt closer to them than I did to him.

There were riots all over England in the 1980s: Brixton, Toxteth, Bristol. The last one was in Moss Side, Manchester. The papers were full of ‘rampaging youths’. Racial tensions, unemployment and routine police harassment of black people. All my life I had been told about the bad black people of the big city: the muggers and the drug dealers. A sense of barely suppressed panic took root in me because I knew it wasn’t true. I was the people the people around me feared the most.

Chalky became a haunting, not a name. I needed it to stop. I needed to stop it. If it was only a joke about my colour why did people get angry when I asked them to stop? Behind the veil of the race joke was hatred. There was no one to guide me on these matters. I had my instinct. I am a black man, I said to myself. I am a black man. I am not colour blind. I am a black man. I am not Chalky White. I am not a nigger, a coon, a wog. I am a black man. I changed, seemingly overnight, from the cheeky chappy, the happy-go-lucky joker, into a threat. And it hurt me. How could identifying who I am be a threat to people?

I couldn’t unsee the shopkeeper flush red from the neck upwards at the sight of me. Or the store detectives following me in the shops. At the bus stop, I couldn’t unsee the woman clutch her handbag as I stood waiting for the bus. I couldn’t unsee that no one would sit next to me on the bus. I couldn’t unsee men glaring at me. I couldn’t unsee older men leaving the pub looking at their women looking at me. I couldn’t unsee people in cars craning their necks to stare at me, I couldn’t unsee the people from the tops of the buses pointing at me and laughing, I couldn’t unsee them hacking up phlegm and spitting at me from the bus. I couldn’t unsee the police watching me or the police cars slowing down deliberately as they passed. I couldn’t unsee the cars accelerating as I crossed the road.

* * *

Thatcher was taking away their jobs. She rolled hand grenades into their villages, stood back and let them explode. ‘Now,’ I’d hear, ‘we got niggers coming in.’ But I was born here. I was born amongst the mills and the mines. I was born in the villages. Overnight, I became an enemy in my own town. And I was afraid and angry. The marijuana didn’t help.

I hated the home I was living in and the staff who were there. I hated the racism but I never lied to my social worker. I knew that smoking marijuana was wrong but I told him all the same.
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CHAPTER 24


Whenever I look back, said night

You’re there.

Looking back is okay, said light

But don’t stare.



In August 1983 Gregory Avenue Children’s Home set out for a holiday to Poole in a minibus. Maggie Thatcher was on the radio sounding plucky. It may have been be the holidays for the likes of us, from the children’s homes of the industrial wastelands, but the Iron Lady had work to do after her election victory. She was rolling her sleeves up, sharpening her knives.

On returning from holiday I decided not to wear shoes. Poole was hot and lots of people went barefoot on the beach and even on the streets as they made their way back to the hotels. Why put them back on? I thought to myself. Why wear shoes anyway, what’s wrong with not wearing shoes?

Back in Atherton I stayed barefoot. Barefoot was my rebellion. I might have subconsciously got it from the 1979 film Scum, about a group of boys in a detention centre. There was a barefoot guy called Archer who did it solely to inconvenience the ‘screws’. That was good enough for me. It was my rebellion to the whole town and the whole system. If you want to stare at me I will give you something to stare at!

My feet were like a child’s hands gripping all the different textures of the world. They were grounding me. They were tethering me to earth. My young skin cracked and split; an upturned knuckle of glass twisted into my foot and plucked the skin out like a tin opener. But I grew a harder skin: skin that could eventually walk on glass. In my files there’s no reference to my bare feet. Looking back, I can see this was a desperate plea for help. Again the marijuana didn’t help.

In November 1983 social services started looking into my employment with Mr Waddington and investigating his financial records – he claimed to have kept no records of what he paid me. The social services made me into a liability and Mr Waddington sacked me unceremoniously. I felt deeply betrayed. I returned to the warehouse with a Stanley knife and slashed some of the bottles of bleach.
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This introduction to the police would come back to haunt me. They were aware of all the young men at the children’s homes. When a child runs away from the home the police are called, so I was aware of them and they were aware of me. I had no respect for the police at this time. They represented The Authority. They were overtly racist. Fuck the police was my general attitude and theirs was fuck you. They were out to punish me as much as possible for less than £10 of damage. A caution would mean I wouldn’t have to go to court. But they had triggered The Authority. Someone in The Authority was opening my file.

I found another job within a week at a clothing factory in Atherton. At the tail end of the era of apprentices I became an apprentice cutter. I worked an Eastman cutter.

The factory manager thought himself a character and spent his days nipping the bottoms of the women. The women mainly worked on the ground floor in rows of giant sewing machines like on Coronation Street. They received packages of material from a chute on the floor above. That’s where the cutters were. Three old men with tape measures round their necks and me.

There were three long tables, each the size of a billiard table. Raised slightly above the table on a cylinder was a roll of cloth. I drew the material from the cylinder across the giant table like a bedsheet then clipped it to the end. I repeated this until the sheets of material were about an inch in depth. With chalk the shape of a shark’s tooth I drew patterns onto the material using cardboard stencils. The stencils were in the shapes of the front and back of a dress, or the front and back of a pair of trousers.

The Eastman cutter was a vertical automatic saw, with a finely serrated blade. It slid beneath the fabric on the table.

‘Put it on the side of the cloth, that’s right, lad, and push this lever down so it grips the cloth. Now press the red button, hold tight, and push and cut around the shapes. That’s the way. When you’ve fully cut the cloth, pull up the block of material, tie it up with a strip in bunches. Arright? Throw them down chute.’

The trousers and dresses would find themselves on market stalls throughout the North West of England and eventually they would dress the families of the North West too. Out of the blue, I received a call to the police station.
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I’m not a thief and I’m not a liar. Smoking cannabis at such an early time in the development of my brain was not good. But anything that would take me away from the madness seemed reasonable. I dabbled in LSD and magic mushrooms too. Other worlds opened up inside me and I couldn’t control them. Once I hallucinated without taking the LSD; it scared me enough to make me stop.

Many parents have children who have dabbled. Fortunately most young people find their way through it and, like me, they stop. But if a child in care does the same he is treated in a very different way.

Christmas was close, too close. My mental health deteriorated rapidly. I started to walk via back streets. I found main roads too intense. I didn’t want to be looked at. The sewing machines at the factory were like tanks drilling into my head. The patterns on the long table became a turtle’s back. A table transformed into a giant turtle and looked at me while slowly munching the old man.

The noise tormented me and I couldn’t do it any more. I couldn’t smile. I opened my mouth but nothing. No words. I couldn’t go back to work. I could barely walk to the shops. The world started to stutter like a faulty VHS tape. The sun started to hurt my eyes. My head was falling apart and the people in the home didn’t seem to know. They worked in four-hour shifts. They couldn’t see what any parent would have seen in their own child – a mental breakdown.

There were five days till Christmas. Christmas was the one day in the year that I was most aware of loss. It was the one day in the year where it became obvious that I had no one. There was nowhere to hide on Christmas Day. My contempt for the adults around me was difficult to hide. One of the staff wrote a report and called my social worker, describing abusive language and aggressive behaviour, and said she wouldn’t be answerable for her actions if it happened again. It was a threat but it was also a signal that I would have to be moved. Four days till Christmas. Three days until Christmas. Two days till Christmas.
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Who were these ‘Senior Members of The Authority’? Couldn’t they see that Gregory Avenue was virtually empty? The other children had gone home to their families for Christmas. When a child in care of The Authority comes into contact with the police ‘Senior Members of The Authority’ are alerted. I was on their radar. Meanwhile, my social worker had been trying to find my mother.


CHAPTER 25


Above the water

darkness greets light

Here upon the bridge

There upon the night
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At Christmas my social worker gave me letters copied from my files.
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The Children’s Officer says, ‘I write to inform you that Lemn is still in my care.’ And yet at that time I am recorded in the files as ‘Norman Sissay’. They lied to my mother. And then I read this:
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4 July 1968

They lied to me. Someone did love me. My mother.


How can I get Lemn back? He needs to be in his country, with his own colour, his own people. I don’t want him to face discrimination.



Why would she say, ‘I don’t want him to face discrimination,’ unless she had experienced it? Why would she say, ‘How can I get Lemn back?’ if she didn’t want me? She explains that she got a telegram telling her that she had to come back to Ethiopia because of her father’s illness.
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It didn’t take long for my joy at receiving the letters to turn to anger. A shadow crawled into me. Nobody spoke of depression then. I found myself walking to the front door of Gregory Avenue and then turning back to my bedroom. The Authority in charge was the same Authority who wouldn’t give me back to her. They had everything to hide. All I knew at the time was that I felt unsafe because the staff who were looking after me had no idea about my story. Once I received my files from The Authority their subterfuge became apparent. Everyone had been lying. The Greenwoods had lied from the start.
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My birth mother did nothing wrong. She was not poor. She was not destitute. She did not abandon me. She did nothing other than find herself pregnant while in England and ask for help.

Norman Mills gave me my birth certificate. I looked at my name, my Ethiopian name, the name my mother gave me. Lemn Sissay. I am Lemn Sissay, I said to myself.

I didn’t know how to pronounce Lemn. I thought the ‘n’ in Lemn must have been a spelling mistake by a lazy registrar so I pronounce it ‘lem’. On my left hand are the initials NG and the nickname Chalky from when I tattooed myself in Woodfields aged fourteen. I did it with a blunt pin and Indian ink. I stabbed my hand hundreds of times and forced the ink into my skin. Bulbous, crusty scabs grew over the raw flesh. That’s how you tattoo yourself. Then the scabs fall and, hey presto, there’s the tattoo. After a few days though, I tried to tear them off but it was too late, the ink wouldn’t flow out. Now these ‘handmade’ tattoos are barely visible just beneath my skin, like ghosts. At around the same time I slit my left wrist with a razor blade.

But now I knew my name. My real name was Lemn Sissay. And I knew my country. Ethiopia. I decided there and then. I would call myself by my name and I would ask anyone who knew me to call me by my name. And when they asked, ‘Why have you changed your name?’ I would tell them, ‘I didn’t change my name. This is the name on my birth certificate. This is the name I was born with. This has always been my name.’
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My name is Lemn Sissay.


CHAPTER 26


I stand in light perfectly still

A shadow moved then hid

I’ve no more than what I saw

I’ve nothing to prove; It did



With my change of name, strange nocturnal behaviour and going barefoot, people in the town did think I was losing it. And the truth is I was losing it. The Authority seemed not to understand what was happening. Christmas passed. And I folded into myself. Norman Mills took me to the police station for a conference about the ‘malicious damage’ to the Waddingtons’ property, which amounted to a grand total of £9.26.

Couldn’t anyone see what was happening? It felt like a betrayal. Norman Mills admonished me for ‘smirking’ at the policeman. I had no fear of the police officer and no respect for the police. They were guarding The Authority. But the £9.26 was to have ramifications. The Director of The Authority sent this on 18 January 1984:
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I didn’t give up my job at the clothing factory. Not in the way they were implying. I couldn’t venture outside, therefore I was unable to do the job. I was in no more ‘financial debt’ than any other sixteen-year-old. The more I look at this, the angrier it makes me. The people in charge of caring for me were building a case against me because the court case had triggered the Director of Children’s Services. It had little to do with me.

The reason the director was involved was because of the police charge and £9.26. But the police were called because of the accusation by Mrs Waddington. Mr Waddington sacked me, as we now know, because Social Services were making enquiries into his books.

I am unsure about the kitchen cabinet but let me confess to it. Let me say that it was me who broke a kitchen cabinet. I was a teenager. It was 1984, George Orwell’s 1984, and I was in the depths of a breakdown.


It was felt that Norman had not fulfilled the conditions of the conference held in December 1983 and that we had no option other than to consider moving him.



Mr Mills and the residential section were given two weeks to investigate the provision of a working boys’ hostel. Failing this, it was recommended that I be transferred to Oaklands and if there was considerable deterioration in my behaviour and attitude, immediate transfer to Wood End should be considered.

Norman Mills desperately tried to find a place for me away from all this. He tried to get me out because he could see what was happening. I would call this institutional panic.
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OAKLANDS


CHAPTER 27


I work in rain said the storm

Thunder broke his heart

I woke in light said dawn

And spun the sun in the dark



Oaklands in Lowton was a vast Victorian mansion, like Woodfields, on the opposite side of Leigh to Atherton and Gregory Avenue. If Woodfields was bedlam, Oaklands was feral, out of control. John Harding, once the head of Woodfields, was now the head of Oaklands. My anxiety and depression tightened their grip on me.

I sought solitude. And walked and walked alone at night. I couldn’t stop thinking. I found an arch, over an old road, a bridge. No one could see me so I sang. I sang into the reverb of the arch. I sang Marley songs and recited my poems. I saw the houses across the fields, the orange light from the lounges and bedrooms of families and the children’s home far away.


How can you be sitting there

Telling me that you care

That you care?

. . .

We’re the survivors, yes: the black survivors

‘Survival’ – Bob Marley



The cynical attitude of John Harding at Oaklands was countered by a few staff who really did care. But I became more and more insular. More and more broken. Norman Mills warned me that Wood End had been mentioned. So I told him, I had to tell someone: I can’t go outside in daylight. I’m shutting down. I needed him to know. I needed it recorded.
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Norman Mills listened to me. The staff around me couldn’t see me. They were concerned with discipline and order. I didn’t want to claim benefits because I was proud of my work ethic. The home insisted I claimed benefits so that I could pay for my keep. But I couldn’t sign on for benefits because I couldn’t get out of the home.
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Mr Sumner, the area officer, declared that a condition has ‘only now been recognised by the department and confirmed by Dr Moss’. He transferred the information from Gregory Avenue to Oaklands. The reason I wanted the doctor was so that my condition would be on record. And, at last, I can see that my plan worked. I asked to see a psychiatrist following on from the doctor’s diagnosis. Nothing felt safe around me. I needed help. Most of all I needed witnesses. I knew I was having a breakdown. After sixteen days in Oaklands, Mr Sumner reported:
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I’d been in children’s homes for four years. I still had no family. I knew that the staff who were supposed to be looking after me were not looking after me at all. On a midnight walk someone shouted at me, ‘What you think you’re doing round here? Fucking wog. Weirdo.’ A few days passed and I saw their pretty garage door and I kicked it. The police came.

Unconnected to this, I had asked to see a psychiatrist. In her first letter to Norman Mills the psychiatrist calls me ‘Norman Greenwood (also known as Lemn Sissay)’. In this second letter in March she refers to me as ‘Lemn Sissay (known as Norman Greenwood)’.
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On 20 March 1984 I stood before Leigh Juvenile Court for kicking the garage door. Norman Mills wrote a three-page testimony to them, outlining my story with my birth mother and the Greenwoods:
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This is a spirited defence of a sixteen-year-old boy having a breakdown. I received a one-year conditional discharge. With-in days The Authority arrived and called a ‘staff meeting with appropriate social workers regarding control’. This really was 1984.
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I was in a tailspin. On the one hand I had The Authority hounding me with a threat of Wood End; on the other I had the police. May 21 would be my seventeenth birthday, which left me twelve months until the care system was going to throw me out. I hated Oaklands. I hated John Harding.
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These notes precede and follow on from my seventeenth birthday. No one made the connection. I returned to the Greenwoods to ask for photographs. My foster mother sat me in the posh room, like a visitor, and opened the photo albums. She shielded the photographs from my sightline as a child shields his food at the school dinner table to protect his chips from being pinched. I felt belittled. I had no proof of my childhood. I needed photographic evidence that I once belonged somewhere. There were no photographs taken in the children’s home either. Catherine carefully extracted four photographs. She closed the album and asked me to leave. But I had more questions about my birth mother. My foster mother flew into a rage and slammed the album on the floor. She phoned my social worker and demanded he take me away. She threw me out of the house and I waited for him on the front step.

I hadn’t ‘acquired a steady (white) girlfriend’. Diane was my first girlfriend. We met in the first year of comprehensive school when I was twelve and lived with my foster parents. She had no idea where I’d disappeared to when they took me away. She called my foster mum but she wouldn’t tell Diane. Diane searched for me for years and found me. We are close friends to this day. In fact, our friendship is the longest close relationship I’ve ever known.

I ran away from Oaklands at night. I walked the East Lancs Road to Moss Side in Manchester – nearly fourteen miles away. I sat inside the doorway of a record shop a little further up from the Reno nightclub. It was 2 a.m. and I watched people talking walking laughing. Beautiful dark faces. The bass was making the world vibrate into the summer air.

But I looked quite threatening, bedraggled, wild-eyed and fearful. There was some suspicion about the guy in the doorway. It was me. A pirate taxi-driver took a long look as he slid along the kerb. Time to go. I arrived back at Oaklands at daybreak to the police.
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I can’t remember flicking matches or burning any curtains. I’ve never been accused of doing anything like it before or since. There’s no mention of my diagnosis or my attendance to the doctor or psychiatrist. This report is from Oaklands on 17 May, four days before my seventeenth birthday.
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WOOD END


CHAPTER 28


Connect cold ice with fire

And the ice melts to find

Broken telephone wires

Tangled in Mangled Minds.

We ran like the water

Cupped in hands

And splashed like the water

That splits lands



The date of the decision by The Authority to imprison me in Wood End was 21 June 1984. There were no charges. No sentence. I was taken immediately. Norman Mills drove me through Lowton, Leigh and Atherton, onto Everest Road and through the gates of Wood End Assessment Centre.

We were both silent. He didn’t want me in there. He knew it was a foregone conclusion even before I went to Oaklands from Gregory Avenue. I had been in ‘care’ of Wigan Social Services for seventeen years. The idea that they wanted to assess me now was a joke. This wasn’t assessment. This was imprisonment.

The staff at Wood End told Norman Mills he couldn’t come in. He wanted to check where I would be sleeping and eating for his report but the rules were different at Wood End. There was a smirk on the officer’s face. ‘Welcome to Wood End, young man. We do things differently here.’

I was marched to a utility room. A seriously overweight man with a thick bunch of keys slapped down some regulation clothes – ‘different clothes for a different place’. A three-button T-shirt, dark blue trousers and pumps, all in the muted colours of rubbish that’s gone through a mangle. He told me to bathe and change. I was marched to the sports hall and sat at a table. The food came in one tray with bowls moulded into it. I ate with a plastic fork and spoon. Wood End was deathly silent. There were no pictures on the walls. After eating they led me through grey fire doors, more security, to the medical room for a health check with Mrs M., under her cloying leer. I was being reprogrammed.

‘You have one hour a day of recreation,’ the man said. He opened the door into a plain room with chairs lined against the walls where boys were sitting. They barely looked up. Unlock. Lock. Unlock. Lock. I was taken deeper inside. A siren went off. A howling raced through the corridors. ‘Testing the alarm,’ said the man.

There were two sorts of child-inmates: young people on remand (awaiting court appearances) and young people in care. It was a technical difference because we were all treated like charged criminals. I was under surveillance twenty-four hours a day. I was marched along the corridors in size order with the others, largest at the front, smallest at the back. In silence. We were to speak when spoken to. The assessment centre’s job was to keep us in order all times – meal times, recreation, gardening and education. Anyone who stepped out of line was beaten. There was no ‘outside’ now. This was a lock-up.

The officers were mainly men. White men. Men who wanted to be somewhere else. Men who didn’t hide their displeasure in us. Men who viewed us as weaklings. Men who got a rush out of fighting. Ex-police officers, ex-probation officers, ex-army officers. Men with moustaches and pot-bellies. Weight-lifting men with chipmunk cheeks and over-stacked chests. White men with white fists. Men who stood like bouncers outside clubs. White men with white smirks and yellow teeth. Men in the middle of divorces, men with drinking problems, men with sexual problems, men trying to forget that they were not who they wanted to be when they were boys like us; men with crotch rot and athlete’s foot. Men with anger issues. Broken men. Hurt men. Dangerous, white men. Men who hated their fathers.

This really was George Orwell’s 1984. I was right. I was right about the entire dysfunctional system, which pretended it could care for me while knowing in its heart that it couldn’t. This horrific place was where the system stopped pretending.

Reprogramming meant I had to have a psychological test to determine whether I would be put into labour or education. It was my human right not to be imprisoned and therefore nothing in the assessment centre had any validity in my eyes, including the staff.

But I had to be careful to avoid a beating. How to comply and yet not comply? The test asked questions such as, Are you a tree in a forest or a tree on a hill? I replied, I am a poet tree. The hierarchy were displeased.

Remember that I knew I should not have been in Wood End. I knew The Authority did not have the intelligence to deal with me. And most of all, I knew that challenging them, in Wood End, on any of these issues would incur their wrath.

Are you a tree in a forest or a tree on a hill? The questions offended me so I answered them my way. Because of this, Wood End brought in a school psychologist to assess me.
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The Authority was not happy with the letter from the educational psychologist and a few days later they made their own report. It was most important for them to record that I was nothing special.
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‘Sportsmanship totally unrelated to his ability.’ This means that I happily gave the football to a lesser player (sportsmanship) rather than took the opportunity to run with it. I saw how the staff played football with us and how aggressive they were. It seemed to me they were working out their own mental problems and we were just a backdrop. It was belittling to see them joyously slicing the legs of young boys as if they were playing amongst men. It was sick. I trained myself in indifference. Many of the boys felt free in sport but I saw how much the staff enjoyed hurting them. Let them play, I thought. These people may have had us physically locked up. But they couldn’t have my mind.

The dormitories were locked at night. It is the only time we were without constant supervision. Because of the red nightlight in our rooms we couldn’t see out of the meshed glass slit in the dormitory door, but the night watchman could see in.

What must we have looked like to him when we were fast asleep? Young boys from eleven to eighteen, our heads resting on pillows, our hands gripping the sheets to our necks, mouths slightly open with the night-light splashing the shadows from our eyelashes across our faces.

There were women who worked at Wood End under the eyes of the men. But they were syphoned of their instincts. I have had nightmares up until my forties that I was still imprisoned in Wood End. Dickens hinted of the same condition when his father had been placed in debtors’ jail and he found himself in a similar destitute institution – the workhouse. Dickens wrote:


The deep remembrance of the sense I had of being utterly neglected and hopeless; of the shame I felt in my position; of the misery it was to my young heart to believe that, day to day, what I had learned, and thought, and delighted in, and raised my fancy and my emulation up by, was passing away from me, never to be brought back any more; cannot be written. My whole nature was so penetrated with the grief and humiliation of such considerations, that even now, famous and caressed and happy, I often forget in my dreams that I have a dear wife and children; even that I am a man; and wander desolately back to that time of my life . . .



Wood End was a nightmare of unimaginable proportions, and it caused nightmares. It is easy to wonder if this happened at all. Years later, in 2013, I wrote a blog about Wood End. I didn’t expect what followed. Other people reached out. This gives you a better picture than I could. Kevin on 15 November 2014 at 3.57 p.m. said:


I was dumped there by the council while my mother was in hospital when I was 12. I had never been in trouble or had any contact with the police, but by the time I left that place I was a broken child. I have never got over it. It has affected everything I have done in my life. Today I am contacting Wigan council and Manchester police to have my say as well. I have managed to raise a family, send my two kids to university, and have had my own business for the last 20 years but I lived with a life of demons, in the past using drugs, I have bouts of depression, an ongoing struggle against alcohol, low self-esteem, self-destructive anger problems. I have been one of the lucky ones. Those people who abused us were the weak and the useless, not us.



Ricky Mayes on 8 February 2015 at 12.49 p.m. said:


My life has never been the same in and out of mental hospitals all my life brain injury due to having my head smashed against the black board in maths class no dr was called I was knocked unconscious for over 24 hours I have got a on going investigation going on with Manchester police I was just a innocent child like your self at the time if you want to contact me please do. wish I knew the name of the maths teacher in 1977 I want him and all the other staff brought to justice for the abuse mental physical and sexual that I and many other boys suffered under Wood Ends sick regime lets stand together and have a voice.



Nick on 10 May 2014 at 12.26 p.m. said:


I was at Wood End between 1979 and 1981. One staff member was a bully. I got my first kicking on my second day there, one of many. I was forced to strip and had my genitals and rectum fondled and examined (that’s what he called it). Once refused to eat my porridge because I didn’t like the pink packets of low calorie sugar they used, I wanted some proper sugar. So once the hall was cleared I was held behind and had my face pushed into the porridge and held there until I agreed to eat it. My face was marked for about 2 weeks.

Got into an almighty row with the member of staff, a few hours after my case conference was heard, as I was told I could speak to my mum before she left, they never let me see her. He pushed me against the corridor wall outside his office and held me there by my testicles squeezing them harder and harder, it seemed to last a life time. It made me vomit all over his jacket, to which I was given a good stomach punch which left me on the floor crying and in agony. The following day he told me I would never see my home again or my parents should I tell anyone what had happened, he said he could keep me in care forever, I believed him, I was 14 and none the wiser. Throughout my stays at Wood End I was made to strip, had my genitals fondled and was punched or beaten at least once a week. I went from Wood End to St Thomas More at Birkale Southport.

Things there were not as regimental as Wood End but the abuse was worse, regular body checks by one member of staff, included having you genitals played with and a finger or two inserted into your rectum.



Colleen Candland on 10 February 2015 at 6.44 a.m. said:


My husband was in care from the age of 10. Wood End was a care home he was placed in on two occasions. He has the physical scars which were the result of the malicious and very violent beatings. He also ran away from Wood End, jumping directly through the glass window of the dorm and leaving a chunk of his skin on the broken window pane. He was caught 9 hours later in an old mill. He was taken by the police to the hospital for stitches to his damaged hand then he was returned to Wood End. Only terror could make a child jump through a glass pane to escape the brutality. He was in care all of his childhood and did become one of the many who did end up in prison. The emotional pain is still buried deep within and will never be erased. He has first-hand experience of the cruelty administered by the staff in the homes and has never forgotten their faces or names. On a positive note he has made a life for himself and has found happiness. He is now works as a falconer and the care and love he bestows on his birds and dogs is beautiful to see and experience, particularly when you know how much pain he carries within his soul. He will not talk to the police or any of the authorities as he does not seek to open his wounds but he does share the horror of his past with me and agreed to me sharing this with you as he has read your blogs, poems and writings and can relate to all of them.



Wood End was a violent and toxic place with a barely hidden general belief that these boys needed to be taught a lesson. The short sharp shock treatment was an alternative term for abuse. In the sports hall they forced us to play ‘murder ball’. It was institutionalised violence for voyeurs. I made myself a witness. When a fight broke out between the boys I watched the men, the staff, ejaculate. The men let the fight continue until they’d done. Then they’d say, ‘Come on, you two, break it up.’ Then they’d watch them in the showers.

One of the boys had been hauled off for going over the top, not even allowed to get showered. I asked where he was off to. The boy next to me muttered, ‘Where d’you think? He’s getting worked over.’

‘Where?’

‘In the gym, that’s where they like doing it. After that he’ll be in the quiet room.’ The ‘quiet room’ was a padded cell.

What were you doing when you were seventeen?


CHAPTER 29


Be the river to the sea

Be a lake to light

Be warm be dawn

Be my satellite



I try to keep sane. I try not to get my head smashed in by The Men. Many years later Norman Mills, my social worker, tells me in a BBC TV documentary, ‘You shouldn’t have been in there, Lemn.’ He also tells me that his colleague apologised to him because the decision was out of their hands too. All of this was down to the Director of Social Services.

I grew my dreadlocks in Wood End. I twist my Afro hair each night at Wood End. I write every day in recreation hour. I have written poems ever since I came into care. They become my flags in the mountainside. They chart the journey. If you think all of this is too crazy to be true then so did I. In my writing there are no limits, no boundaries to the imagination. There is a freedom. My hair rises into a knotted mass of twisted spikes and then the locks drop into a crown of dreadlocks.
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Penny Cook, the psychologist, had found information on the National Association of Young People In Care (NAYPIC) and the Abasindi Co-operative which was a black women’s theatre group in Moss Side, Manchester. She passed the information to Norman Mills, who passed it to me.

I wrote a pleading letter to a determined, quietly spoken woman called Margaret Parr. She was based in Manchester and worked with NAYPIC. She set up an affiliated organisation called Black and In Care. My first visitor. She came all the way from Manchester to this godforsaken lock-up to visit me, someone she had never met.

Visitor protocol. The sports hall was lined with tables. The staff stood at the front, the sides and the back of the room. We boys were marched in and placed by our seats. ‘Sit.’ We sat facing forward and waited. Meanwhile our visitors were searched at Reception then escorted through the corridors to the sports hall entrance.

Margaret Parr looked at me before sitting. She rummaged in her bag and brought out a punnet of grapes. I’d asked for grapes. She was the first outside person who could see the shit I was in. I was an experiment that hadn’t worked. I had the evidence. But she believed me straightaway.

‘There are many of us,’ she said, ‘all around the country. Black kids fostered or adopted then thrown back into a care system when we reach twelve or so.’ Her skin was lighter than mine. She had been in care too.

‘This isn’t right,’ I said. ‘They say I am here because they are waiting to put me in a flat but it’s been ages and this is a prison.’

Margaret could see what it was. ‘Don’t let them drug you,’ she whispered.

Afterwards we lined up in the sports hall. Many of these boys would have just seen their mums or dads or sisters or brothers. We took off our clothes down to our underwear and prepared for the strip search.

Margaret had brought me a book. It was a biography of Bob Marley, by Timothy White. I had read the biography by Ernest Cashmore but this was much better. I read it in recreation time. This was a deeper Marley, the mixed-race boy from the country conquering the harsh glare of Trenchtown. As I read some more of his internal distress I started to understand him more. And the more I felt I understood him, the less I knew. He is a natural mystic.

Margaret told me about two conferences on the horizon which I wanted to attend. One was for the Black and In Care group and the other was at Ruskin College in Oxford for the National Association of Young People In Care. Offering no reason, The Authority said I had to choose one or the other.

[image: image]

[image: image]

Thank God for pressure groups. Had it not been for NAYPIC and WHO CARES and Black and In Care and the Abasindi Co-op I am not sure I would be here today.

At the NAYPIC conference in Oxford there were young people from children’s homes and foster care from all over the country. It was breathtaking to be around so many people who had similar experiences.

[image: image]

The Black and In Care conference was a different matter altogether.

[image: image]

I was eventually allowed to attend the Black and In Care conference on 20 October 1984. It was a historical occasion – the first conference for black young people in care. From this conference came the Black and In Care video, which was watched by many social services departments around the country. Exhilarated, I returned to Wood End where I was strip-searched.


CHAPTER 30


In the way light talks to a river

In the way a river holds night beneath

In the way spring calms winter

In this way we should speak



I had a plan all along. The system at Wood End run by The Men was based on privileges. I gained ‘privileges’ for ‘good behaviour’. Privileges meant I could work unsupervised digging the gardens of the staff homes which lined the driveway. So I ran away to the housing office of Atherton Town Hall. I straightened up and approached reception.

‘Hi. Can I see the housing officer? It’s urgent.’ I said this with my best smile.

‘What’s your name?’

‘Peter . . .’ I saw a leaflet on the board for the Royal Bank of Scotland. ‘Peter Banks.’ I hated that lie.

Eventually I was ushered from the waiting room.

‘My name is Lemn Sissay. It’s not Peter Banks. And I need to tell you I am in Wood End, you know Wood End? And they are saying that they are waiting to find me accommodation. But I shouldn’t be there. And I have no family. And it’s a prison. And they say they are trying to find me somewhere to live. My social worker will tell you everything. Will you talk to him? He’s Norman Mills. He will tell you.’

I knew his number off by heart.

‘And I’m going to go back to Wood End now. And I am going to be punished. I need you to speak to my social worker. That’s the only reason I’ve run away, to see you. I need you to know that, that I haven’t done anything wrong.’

He was taken aback, but friendly. He listened attentively and told me that he’d do his best but he couldn’t make any promises. I never saw him again.

I was trying to kickstart the system in the same way that I had done with the psychiatrist, so I could get away from it. Back then, no one told me that it had worked. But it’s here in my files.

[image: image]

When I returned to Wood End I was strip-searched and had my privileges taken from me. I could no longer turn the soil unsupervised. On 29 October the area officer, my social worker’s line manager, wrote to the housing manager on his behalf.

[image: image]

The area officer, Mr Sumner, wrote to the housing manager and the Assistant Director of Social Services on 26 and 29 October respectively.

[image: image]

The J.G. Poyner below was Director of Wigan Social Services, responding against the advice of a senior social worker, an area manager and a housing manager to block my progress.

[image: image]

I am seeing this for the first time as I write. By mid-December 1984 I was in my flat. My first home. I was seventeen and a half. I lived on the newest housing development in Atherton. It was called Poets’ Corner. My one-bedroom flat was at 21 Cowper Avenue. The streets that surrounded mine were Burns Avenue, Blake Avenue, Chaucer Grove, Keats Close, Byron Grove, Milton Close, Wordsworth Avenue, Browning Avenue. This whole housing area was being built while I was in the children’s homes.

After thirty years, Graham Wilson, the housing officer, wrote to me out of the blue.


You probably won’t remember me but if you cast your mind back to when you got your first flat on Poets’ Corner (!) in Atherton I was the guy at the Atherton town hall who dealt with your application. You came in to see me a few times before you got the flat and I remember getting stick at the time as you were officially too young to have your own tenancy but I was impressed with you then and I have been really pleased to see how well things have worked out for you ever since. You deserve the recognition you now have. I left working for the council about a year after you got the tenancy (never was a local authority type!) but I remember how strong your character was then and the funny things you did eg Rasta colours on the front door! – Bowling ball games on the floor that your neighbour downstairs wasn’t impressed with! – Walking round with the ladders on doing the gutters! and especially once when you left my office and I saw you through the window of the town hall when the motorcycle cop wasn’t impressed with your ‘holding the nose’ gesture and he reacted badly!



I found this in my files relating to that incident.

[image: image]

I was charged with being ‘likely to cause breach of the peace’. The court hearing was 5 November 1984.

[image: image]

Somebody left a gift for me outside the flat. I don’t know who. It was a thing of beauty to me: a black Olivetti typewriter with a waterfall of ebony finger pads, each ingrained with one mother-of-pearl letter.


Epilogue


Be the window at dawn

Be the light be the ocean

Be the calm post-storm

Be open



Click clack clack. I was alone, at eighteen, in an apartment on Poets’ Corner. I had a letter from my mother dated 1968 and a birth certificate with my name: Lemn Sissay. All the names which came before – Norman, Mark and Greenwood – were created to hide me from my mother and from Ethiopia.

My mother is from the Amhara people of Ethiopia. It is a tradition of the Amhara to leave messages in the first name of the child. In Amharic the name Lemn means Why?
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‘Full of light and hope . . . A prodigious talent’ 
Daily Mail
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Normen returned to Oaklands today and later brought back tent 21.6.56
&nd sleeping bag. Apparently after returning he had been flicking

Lighted matches at the curtains vhich had caused then to be

sLightly bumt. A Case Conference vas held this afternoon

(ceport on £ilé) at vhich the decision was taken to move Noman

to Woodend for a period of assessment.
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There are no problems with Norman. Mrs. Greenwood does mot think of the
boy 68  fostar ohild. He has betn vith thie fasdly since ho vas & cople
o months c1a snd Nrs, Greemeood coneiders hin as theire. The foster
Sacente have epoken of adoption but shey are 4fraid that investigations
Bay lead to his mothor.

Yorsan 15 learning to pley the plano and ke xid to be an exceptionally
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Could you give me his Foster Parent's address.

I would like s niSite naze to be Gedday mot Sissay
Flease answor me very soom., I would like to gst over tiis
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17-5-84  ‘torman falled to return, Polfce informed 11.25pn.
At 4,50 an the A.L.U telephoned to say that fiornan
was next door, ho uas sent through and he uas asked
uhere he had been, he sald 'sbout!, lhen the police
came to ses hin ha ssid he had been ot 'rs, Greenuond's
unéil 10,30pn.

Worman has been clinbing the scaffolding at Gaklands again,
as vell as staying out overnight, He told me that he had a fierce
argunent with, the Greemwood family late on Sunday misht (17.6.84) waich
had 5o 'fired' him wp., that he had wandered around Ashton and Lowtol
for the rest of the night. He was in a difficult mood today, and
insisted to Mr, Harding and I for some time that he had not

received his latest Giro, Despite all our sttempts to

get hin to accept that it was obvious that Norman had cashed his

Gixo (Nomen has had £10 notes on hin this week), Normen would

not aduit to having done this, although he obviously saw the whole
matter as something of a joke.
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Saw Norman today at his Cace Conference in Gregory Ave., F.G.H.
Quite a useful conforence, at which it was agreed that Norman would
remain at the F.G.E. and no further action be taken concerning
fostering in the near future. Mr. Brown, Nomman's Year Tutor

(also his Sport's teacher) at Leigh C.E. attended, and spoke very
positively of Norman's attitudes in school.

After the Conference, showed Norman some of his mother's details,
re her D.0.2. and residence whilst in the U.K. 15 years ago otc,
uhich he was seeing for the first time. Norsan is naturally keen

to learn more of his mother, and we have agreed to try to arrangs

for hin to have contact with people who knew his mother in the

Wigan area. I discussed the possibility of my contacting Mr. & Mrs.
Groenwood for photographs of Norman as a child, but Norman resisted
this, and asked if he could be left to do this. I agreed to this
entirely, as I feel that Norman should be allowed to maintain controll
with his former foster parents, but at his own pace.

K
16.2.82
ENTEF
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Norman is constantly sitting on his effervessing persona 1ity and he
folt it vas mich better to let go in the security of his home, but
agreed that mich as he was right he still had to exercise a certain
awount of control. fiis Ohristian beliefs cause hin considersble inner
confLict, although Mrs. Greemwood is somevhat sceptical about that.

Norman now finds herself in a very difficult position, he is now even
more different to Chris and Sarah - that he has been made to leave home,
and there is little doubt that they wont let him forget it.

rranged to visit - 20th June, p.m.m
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20th February, 1984

Dear Sir,

ES: LEN (NORAN) SISSAY D.0.3, 2151567
ACCOUODATED AT *CAKLANDS! CATLDRESS HoM

196 NEVTON HOAD, LOTON

Please find enclosed sickness note in respect of the above named, who moved to
*Coklands' from our Cuildren's Hiome at 26 Gregory Ave., Atherton on the 2nd
February, 1984

Lomn (ko 4a sleo known ss Norman) hiss been wnesployed since Jasuary, 1554,
vhen Ho ceaced ecploysent at Gardenera Clothing Company, Athertans Ao fur as T

a1 auars Leen nay not have sinco sipned cn for saployment. Houever, it doos appear
that thia ha probably been tuo o his peychintric problons which have only now
been reccgnised by 5y opartnent and confirmed by Dr. Hoss ot Lovions

For your information, Leen has baen in the care of this Authority aliost from birth.
However, since finiching vork in January, ho hac only been receiving packet money
fron ay Depertaent, on a weekly basis.

T would be grateful f your attention in this matter.

Yours sincerely,
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13.5.79  |Phone call from Krs. Greenwood - a rov with Norman the previous evening
lad remulted in hin threatening to kill all esbors of the fanily except
[oay felen - live. Greoniood had reacted by packing him off o hor others

- aleo resident i Ashton.

Visit - lire, Greenvood very upset about the incident, strong feelings
of ‘uilt that she tay have lot Horman down, Tae row had developed from
lNorsas badgering Chris to loan hin his cricket strums, having broken
[nia ova tire. Greenvood had adviced Chris not to Loan them, as Norran
ia extronely carleas vith equipuent, llorzan had concerted to Chris

[that the decteion wns hio and ot their lume, irs, Grenwood had ordered
40 to bed, Chrie and Sersh had continied to gond forgan in his xoom,
lanz he nad'lost his temper and threatensd to Kill the fanily, Swrah

4 told Firs, Greenuood 1o then lost her tesper and beat Horman and
told him to leave - he was sent to lirs, Greenwoods sarents wio

Live locally. Mra. Oresnvood still felt that to some degree her action
\ms Jatified aa llorsan's temper is 80 volatile and she genuinely foared
for bin and, oaw bis departure as » protecticn to hinaelf. AL this bt
occured in Mr, Greenvood's absen ‘boen most critical of
Ris vifs's reaction, and for the irst tide had ot Supported her on &
family issu
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Norman is feeling rather depressed about his position at present and jf
very rosentful of andwary of the thought of ever being fostered by amfone
othes then the Grsenvoods. e noy, appears o be fesling the rejection

of the Grosnvood quite KeeY.

¥isted Woodf1e1d and eaw Norman. e has had no contact (e the Greensbods
= % all since visiting them in February, and nor vill he contact them.

ZD |1 have attempted to encourage hin o at least maintain links with

% 4 but he refuseg to 4o so.

Norsan 1a being disruptive in school at present and holds very negatire
fecling tovards, many of the school staff. e is attenping to take

tono of the lade'at Voodfields, but has been bullied onvodd occasion
strongupales in the hone. Generally a rather 'aggresive’ Norman today.
quite out of charastor. St111 very sesentful of any possivilities of iis
being fostared again.
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Dizeetor of Soeial Services, Vigan: pror). /' Mres Office, Tyldesley:

Inierat Tephars No.
A0, Residential Section Rt oo CEI/IR
Cony to Golborne Area Office

Somy to Gresory Aveme, F.Gfi.
18th January, 1984

5.

fe: Norman Greonuood (d.0.b. 21.5.67) */o Gresory hvene, F

Norman vas conforenced at Gregory Avenue on 17¢h Jomusry, 1984, T st
below the Conclusions of the Conference.

4 fornal Feview was postponed in December, 1983, as Nownan had just started
work snd 1t was felt inportant not o disrupt his vork pattern.

3a emergency Conference — chaired by Mr. Summer had taken place on the
237 Decerbor, 1983, as Norman had displayed ageressive behaviour tovards
& menbor of stafr, Norsan had been given a firm varning and placed on
‘provation’.

The precent Review Conference was to look at the up-to-dste situation.
Tho following facts were reported on T7th January, 193k,

Horean has displayed urth:
tovards Vre, Streot,

very provocative and aggressive behaviour

He was aggreseive tousrde younger children in the Home.
Hr. Mil1s had taken him to be cautioned at the Leigh Police Station on the
3tk January, 1985, for an offence of mlicions dazage to the property of
his former employer. Norean had emirked st the Police Inepactor during
tne coution,

Forian i very unpredictable - can be pleasant one moment and sggressive

the next.

Hlo has a "greal chip on his shoulders".

Ho has danaged a door to the kitchen cabinet at the Home.

He hae given up his fob since the New Tear.

Fie appears to bo in financial debt.

Tt uas folt that Noman had not fulfilled the conditions of the Conference

held on 2304 Decomber, 1983, and that we had n option but to consider movin:

¥o locked at the alternatives open o us. Norman is too youss as yet for

bedsits and it fe doubtful whether he fs mature onough, in any case, Lo soe
5 ouch & situstion. [s would need an extrezaly folerent lodzinge landlacy,

if such a porson exisis. The ideal placing for his needs, at this point in
tine, vould appear to be a working boya' Hostel.

¥élle and the Tesidentinl Section were given a time Lisit of two wesks to
investigate such a provision. Pailing this it was recorsended that fiorman be
transforred fo Osklands and if thers is a considerablo deterioration in his
behaviour and attitudes, ismediate transfer to Woodend should be considere:
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I oalled to ses Normen today, the femily just having beturned from their
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Acconpanied Noman this evening vhen he vas questioned at Leigh Police30.11.83
Station, where I discovered that danage he had caused is less than

£10 in total. Police willing to consider a caution, with which I |

an agreeable. |
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29t October, 1984

Tha toustng Yaneger,
ir Bt
Atheztan,”
Dear St
KE: LON SISSAY (.08, 21.5.67) 'O EVEREST KD, ATHERTON
L cefes to ay Senior Sctal Worker, e, Mills recent telephora call to your office,
e b s tha abore s solcscent Lt il of o llsins et
Lm0y are prbebly e, ha b In the care of this utorty vxnmuy
i the Vigm oty and Tas spent the
n:, in T tocaiiey, Flrat it fater gufents in Aahten I merne)d, m in
5 in Tocal Crilacen's Kones, mainly in Atherten ifself., 1 i
oy :mmgm e avtlulate'youn fany 1 12 quits st ot o yenrs,

o . declimly cepavie of Loping uith a il semney sl o Feo
T TR T

I yould Like o state therefore that 1 do support Lam's applacation to your
oféies for o penaiey. T iculd als Lie to Baint it Gt support i b
‘avatlablo to this young o Eroa this Departhant, bot only Untia he losvas cace
on b dobtouny, S beyond it e 1 ' ik T e £ e Yoo
aro probably avace, Lam has no blood relatives in this Country, ard

heckfore nl possibLIity of hin Fladiss altermative.scacemodation with a (riard
or relatieeler’ 1 woud tn oy i b Ty LomS Bt terests o oo £
aceaemodation of his am, sooner rather than lata:

I ueuld ke to thank you for the assistance you have glven to Lem In this
ratter.

Vours sincessly,

2 5 spam
Are Officer
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Borman was reasonably satisfied with these points, although
SHLL urhappy at his lack of frecdom o cane and go fron
Woodend despite his assessuent period having been completed.
T understood and sympathise wigh the lads situation, and ho
that ve as an Authority can rtHe. the usual Woodend Testrictions
on Nomman vhere possible.

Fhoned toodend, spoke to Mr. Bailey. He said that the 3 issues
discussed with Mr. Poynter had all been received favourably, and
Will now be considered by Senior Management. Mearwhile, Norman is
Following up possibilities for starting his om busineas by getti
estirates for insurance, and printing of lesflets ctc,

Have discussed the angoing situation vith Dr. Cook, vho s quite
pleased to hear of developnents. Noeman has cbviously been telling
Of his frustrations at Woodend, and of the delay at implementing
the Case Conference recommendations.

Me. Sumer (A.0.) has been informed by Senior Management today
‘that Norman will be alloved to attend one oF the other of the. two
conferences, but I understood not both of then, The Authority wist
o tmow whiéh of the o Nomman will chocsa to attend, 1 visited
Noeman today and put the choice to hin. He insisted that
Tshad o attend both, although I had cxplained the choice.  Norman]
queried vhether ranagénent decislon uea on growds of Finence, uhick
T was wnsuce about, although I did make him acare that the o c:
practical aifficul}ies of the one day Conference were worryinguthe
Authority. norman wishes to attend Ruskin College this veckend !
and T thefefore discussed the practical arrangements with Norman s
M. Mackle.  He intends Lo go with Margaret Farr from

Manchester,; and ue therefore discussed ways of contacting her

to confirn all the arcangements. I have no papervork at all re
this Confernece, although r. Mackie has had papers on tha othor
Conference (vhich he has retained). He and I have had scue
disagresnents on the handling of theis situstion, which is
grcacerbated by'the fact that all ay Inforation’1s arslving at

However, T said that T would confirm arrangements for Nomman and
would obtain and deliver a travel warrent for him by the 27th Sept.

Delivered travel warrant to oodend. I have contacted Macgaret
Tarx, vho has confirmed travel arzanganents for Nomman and hersel.
Fron her I obtained the organisers nanes and telephone o

‘Therefore 1 have 'phoned NAYPIC at London and Bradford (H) .
Althoush I didn't nanage to obtain the main organiser, M. Leon
Parker, the NAVPIC H.Q. felt that everything would be'in order, and|
said they would send literature. NAVPIC ere allowing for addition
arrivals anyway.

Literature received from NAYPIC.
Letter received from NAYPIC confirming that Norman played a full
Bl

part in the Conference, and comnenting on the quality of his
poetry.

19.9.84

25.9.86
her

27.0.54

N. MILLS.  S.S.H.
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Mr. & ¥re. Greenwood had no family of their own when Lenn was first placed with them
t the ace of 7 months. They have since had 3 children of their i, the sldest
hild, Chrdotophor being born when Lemn was sbout 1 yeor old, lemn rensined with
the Greenvood Tanily until Jamary, 1580, vhen he oved to Woodfislds Children's hone,
at the sge of 12 years. & therafore never knovn any other fanily 1ife, snd to
211 intents ans urpose Still sese imself as a nesber of the Srecmucol famtly,
(albeit & rather distantmeber those daye), despite the breskdown of this

fostering placerent.

Relationships between Lomn sad his fokter parentsind boen strained for a long tine
althoud baelcally Lt xas felt thet lemn derived a fair dogres of security in the

Zopter hona. Hovever, Lamn's rasction to, and non-secoptarce of ¥, b Mrs. Gresmucod's
ather rigid Christisn beliefe, sppeared bventually fo dirsetly lead o the

reaicdoun of this situstion, A the bey moved into adolescence, he had begun

Yo question ts lack of frecdon, relative to his pess Eroup, which had not beon vell
rocoivad by the foster parente, Nr,k Mrs. Grosnwosd showed a groat deal of
inflextbility ane leck of foleramce, & bedng wmble o aceept Lemm's rebellion
sRainss their Christian beliofe.

Finally, the Groonvoods dosanded that Lom be renoved, slthough they largely,
rotionalised any feclings of guilt that they may have sxperionced, by pointisg out
that Tomn hizsel? vanted €0 leave.

Lemn emadned st Voodfiolde Children's Yoms, Teigh for a yoar, bofore being moved
%o a ansl] Fenily Group Hone in Grogory Ave, Atberton i Jamary, 1981,

Grecuuood fanily verely if sver made any atiempt %o contaot hia durins thic tins,
and contact was thorefore saintained almost cclely by this Department. Me fanily
agreed to Lem vietting cocastonally for the day, although he was made very swere
Shas ne vonla only be elloved ta Teturn i¢ he wah Lo confom conpletely to thair
aenands of hin. Lemn therefore declined o visd the Greemsocd fanily after a
Eine; ‘and appesred to feol a atrong feeling of Tefoction by the ‘family! coupled
with feelinge of guilt. He cortainly sppeared to pase through a period of penersl
Geprestion, when the realisation of His situation inally becane all to spparent
b i,

Vol vith Lem at the tine theefore sevolved arouwnd helping hin ccze to tems
¢ of the situstion, vhich included ccospting the fact that his
Tgamily! vern largely o Sawe for his rejection. lem has since forued a very
acenrate picture @ the Greemvood's pereonal sicrtocmings, and has displayed
conslersble ineight into their atiitues ant behaviour towsrds hin. Despite
avexything Hovever, Lern still ratedns soca lojalty fo the Greemiood fanily snd
isita then very cescalonslly. The foster fanily hovever have not costooted Lem
Tor sene vearsto uy knouledge.

e past 12 sonthe have been particularly Gifficult for lesm, a5 various situstions
pearsd to have contizued to contribute to hie sensral fesling of feolaticn. lemn
L6t aohocd in Fay, 1903 - having obtelned & O.5.5. passes. Tl ves an extrecely
Dopilar geung nan &t school, but unfortunstsly he 41 pot atteln the level of
Seadenic perfomance of yrish he was capabls. m

T
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North British Conference of the
SEVENTH-DAY ADVENTIST CHURCH
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Vetropolitan Borough of Wigan
Sooial Services Dept.

Area Office

82 High Strect

Golborne, Lancs

&

Dear Hr Hills,

tried o contact you this morning by 'phone, bub you were not availabls.

I have discovered that Yemershot Sissay was a student at Newbold College st
the tine you indicated. She had exoellent roferancos from Hthiopia and, in
faat, had been at one bime the sseretary fo the Prinoipal of our Collsge in
Ethiopia, & Dr 2jerken, Uho 15 now & lesturer at Newbold Collegs.

He has sugzestad that you write to the President of our church in Etbiopla:

He Gebro ¥ Felens
Ethiopian Union Mission
P 0 Box 15
Adata baba

ou will get more i

rration from them than you are likely to got froa b

Hoping that your search will result i som
concerned,

cthing posttive for the boy

Yours sincorely,

o

Vi
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1.12.%9 Spoke to foster parents on telephone. Both almost insisted that Nors
1A to leave today. Explained that we chould discuss thisyapart from [the
problens involved of getting a place. Arranged to see thes on the
Bad January, 1980 with a provisional place in Woofield arranged.
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Metropolitan Borough of Wigan
Social Services Department
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1t nas been svitent since his adnssion to Voo Snd that Sissay has found the
Sxperience of The sUmoTired snviTonbent somedhat wvelcoms. His attimds
Tovaxds hoth the outine and the tadke he hat becn meqsired to falfil has
£anged betugen the sasysoing 1aieback: appreach o Guiright contempi.

4t best he s & relaxed, friendly youth, sble to comverse intelligently and
espond 1n & good husoubed Samer. Ha holds sirons Sasiarerisien,
IR Secause b fo Lucliied 4o o intolerant of otrs’ view, aremeate Witk

Genorally though, he hee sxorcised xestraint snd has ccnformed o the Toutine
Tamuirengnta of ihe sstablisvment. On sechsionts hevevers seen be has besn
Eitens Sk fot %o Hia lixing, of e Tt in the oot bz Snseriying
EL018 Chers o Bag efihes riutc etforte 108 T Ml Cetpele or hae
EEotanes Sl effixta of hia “h Sportenananiy
otally unvelated to his anility.
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Nessags to phone Mrs Greenvood - telephoned from hose on 10.6.78.

Do proklen bod base 130 anlacticn of schos fr Morere 1t bed
‘been accepted by Norsan and the faily that Ashton Gramsar would be
Hhe Tirat choics - in ne knoviedge that 1t VILL be comprehensive.
Hovever, Nornan has been having a rough tine with his peer group
most of 'vhoa are already pupils of the Grammar School, and this ca
the.faaily to think again, as Norgan hinself did not Goen hagpy at.
the prospect of going there. Aleo at a recent parents evening, the
=maths teacher had sugsested that llorsan vas not & GCE candidate n
Eaths, - Discussed the probles at length, sad 4n my opinion at some
futare date both Noraen and the- fasily would have regretted n
having giving the opportunity of a gramsar school streas. Such

It vas agresd that 1 should see Nornan in school on Wednesday
. te was avare of the fact that I had been consulte
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-12.79 ek oax]from M.l arasivcad. | Neshen S spiht & CPLiENt ab B
lnothora to give her a brouk, ad on Saturday he lied to them, Fe cas

e et Tn dmbantion; . Shen 2t srenepired that b shouid have bepm

in datontion on saturday moraing. Mrs. Greenwood caid che had had a

[talic vith Hise Hosketh at Byrchall High, and Norsan vas to be refersed to

the child peyohiatrist. fpparently vhile Norman was at her mothors ho

lreused to ear his school unifors aud insisted on wearing red sooks.

lirs. Grocnvood sees this as examples of "his uncootal behaviour”,

. [she says ehe lnoss Norman suoken and vonders wners he gats the monsy.

f oo vty 514 gome to her oters, ant s, Greeaiood said that tho
= ohilires g0 (o stay somstine
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The child is making good progress and plays extremely well with
Ghristophor his foster brother, he 16 & very affectionate child, who neods
£ Do shown that he is Loved and wanted, Toman is very caring towards
Sarah the baby,he no loagr introducss hor s my baby bub stands by her pram,
and with groat Algnity says 'this is my sistert.

4 Tow days befors the fanily noved fron their old hovs. Noman had
Gme In fron playing with his friends vory distressed, hecanse troy hed
atarted 4o “eall hiwr chooolata byl
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I warned him that Senior members of the authority had suggested
a move to Wood End, which I personally don't agree with at this
stage, hoping to have Noman realise the seriousness of his
attitudes. However, es I felt ve were making little impact today,
arranged an energency conference for the 23.12.83, which Mr. Sumer
(4.0.) agreed to chair.

Conference at F.G.H. at which Mr. Sumer made Noman auare that he | 23.12.83
was on’probation' concerning his behaviour, that he would be moved

(probably to Hood End) if he stepped out of line again. Norman very| |
truculent and negative aftervards and it wasn't possible to hold any|
sort of conversation with him. However, he is allowed to remain at

the F.G.H. for the present.
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6. We/E will allow him/ber to be removed from our/sy home when so requested by @
person authorised by the council of the county borough where we/% live.

7. 1f we/E decide to move, we/E will notify the new address to the council before we/F

8.
Signed..> W
signed LAt %‘M\Wh’ﬁ)\ m,,

Date. 31 Famunarng 168
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However, Noman said he was not interested in joining these groups.
Norman 5ti11 telling me that he will not put in any effort in
school, but 1 explained that this was pointless and vouldn't
chango the situation, Spoke to the staff before I left and ve
agrosd that it would not be in floman'e interest to tranafer him
back to Woodfields, before he has had sufficient time to settle

at the .60

Have spoken to the staff at Gregory Ave., on different cocasions
concorning Norean. He is greduslly beginning fo settle, snd
appoars to be making now friends in the Atherton area, fe has
asked to attend an engagement party in a local pub thia month,
but the staf? and T have decided that he should not go, mainly
because he will be with mich older teenagors and adults, and there
will be alcohol available at this party.

Phoned F.G.H. today, enquired about secing Noren today after
ool T spoke to Woruan v infomed me that he vas Ging out =
had sonething pre-arranged. He seomed wuch more cheerful th

cocently, and in fact £old mo fhat he vis begiming to setile in
Atherton. drranged to seo him next wek, lHrs, Castledine at
Gregory ive., agreed that Norman ceemed mora chesrful o2 late,

and vaz hardly ever in the home in the evenings.

Uisited today and saw Norman. He confirmed that he has made
uiber of Trionk 15 THETosslity, sad ow spends a1l af his spare
tine in their company. His rebellion sgainst moving, both in the
hone and at school appears to be overs

Normn appesrs to be building up a good relationship with Frimi
Street, and secms to welooms the eale influence on his life. He

is particularly keen on football at present, and seems to spend
pany ovenings kicking a ball about, as yell as attending Hanhester
City's ganes with Poter, Libby and Kr. Farding on ccoasiona.

Norwan has had no centact with the Greemwood family eince December,
and seers to put then completoly out of his mind. Hovever, ho is
still feeling entagonistic tovards the possibility of fostering,
and unfortunately ve camot therofore Fursue this possibility yet.

Gase Gonference at Gregory Ave, attended by Nomman (see conference
inates on Tils). Decision for Noman fo rovain at F.G.H. for
indefinite period, in order to allow hin to regain his censs of
security, and for no action to be taken on fostering at prese
Conference confirmed that llorman is now beginuing to settle in his
new hovs, Mr. & lirs, Harding frox doodfields also attended at cur
request end again explained the ressong for lomman's move. Also

agreed that Noman spend Faster veckend juidh a local Scoutmaster

who 15 known to the F.G.H, staff.

tloraen bas roguested to be adloued to stay swmight at o
house on the 25t April, friends being the Calla I

4 Bgté heard of the fanily proviously (gobd reportd
and vasitea today to check that everything all right.

sends

£

Karch 81

3.4.81

74,81

23,481

N LE
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Yisited s sow ormmn today at Wootticids. Normmm unhappy cbout

T RS TS TGN 918 e v s Weaitielin.
Hovever, T arpiained o hia that he will stil) o af

to attend mg\ SiE. serely it shat] o e st aleg i 10 nis
interests, and not as a Tt has been sgresd with
Noontielas taff hey "ems rerata contect vith Noobietde, md
ot visit oocasiomly for ten eto. Norman sppeared to bs sccapting
that he was woving, not protest to any great extent.

in fact vhether e toean 't ook home. selier oy Seaving Weodiietdn,
d the pressures exarted by his peer group.

Collected Nornan from Woodfields and took him to Gregory Ave. He

already knovs the Staff at the F.G.. because he has visited there

e R e
reusing myselt, and Vocdtields staff, that he still gida't want

B Joave, but cane vith me without mich fuss.

B e briraay e o 30 et et o vy

Ze3t et conscions anongs

tho oldest boy in this F.G.H. and i

R O R e R o

i
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Nornan seen on all these occasions - I have continued to take him
to see Dr Moss and Dr Gook, as he is still umwilling /unable to make
these journeys on his om.

Nornan has sssurred pe hovever that he is Feeling bstter within hin
self mentally, He 15 beginning to regain his enjoynent of life -

whereas until fairly recently he has often been slightly depressed
and uhappy. However, he has nade the occasional trip- into Leigh ar

Ashton and he has nov rejoined the 'Who Cares' group in Leigh,
although this tire on his ovn terms. Instead of allowing Leslie
Jenkinson to daxinate the grop with her oun negative attitudes -
Bornan has spparently trisd to steer the group in what I feel would
be & more positive direction.

Korman has also made contact with the 'Naypic' Group and hopes that
they fay publich sano of Ais pocts. 1 chpeats o derive benefit
Fcon D% Visite to ses Dr Gook and he fecks that she dos understand
his provlens of identity/eul ture crisis. Dr Cook i3 attenpting Lo 2
Nornhn up Vit & group of coloumed adolsscents in the Vanchester
aee - vhich he hireelf destres (although 18 very norvous of),

Norman has uritten to the Seventh Day Adventist Church in Ethicpia a
was overjoyed to receive a reply vhich stated that his ratucal mthe
ie now Living in Ghana, Vest Africa. The Mission in Ethicpia have
prenised to try to contact Noroans mother., 1 have shared tore o

her letters with Nomman - particularly relating to the tine (196)
vhen he tried to regain his care but vas refused (virtually) by b
Childeens Dept.

Hogmans behaviour and attitudes tovards the Oaklands steff
unfortunately, o not irprove. with

T beleive that, he hal «
danges) & bed by Jumping on to it Zkiherally nascas abollt at night.
He has sgain gone off for M0st of the night on one occasion, this
Following 4 Fo with the Greenvood fanily. Norman incidentally
has acquired a steady (vhite) girl friend vho is 17 and vorking.

She cones fron ashton and is naned Dizne.

Normans clothing continues to be a problen and i Lee and M Hilson
have assured pe that the Homes Clothing account cannot provide items
For Noman. I have therefore applied to Mr Hulne (DO Fieldiork)

For clothing on a C.P. 28 but 1o date do ot have an answer.

N. Mills, Senior Social Worker

o ca,
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FEasTInoliaBorqagivat Wian,
#-Departmental Memorandum

To ... Senior Assistant. Director, K. From .. Area Office, Golborne
et Intersa Teepharie No. 32

Rt KBS/MH
Getober 26th, 1984

Re: Nocian Greanuood knoun as LeniySissay (d.0.b. 21.5.67)
‘Hoodend‘Assessment Centre, Atherton.

Noenan has riw been resident in Woodend since Jne 1984, He is now 175 years of
age sna obviously part of the ongoing plan for Norman has been to prepare hin
for leaving care and to sssist hin in cbtaining accommdation for hinself.

On his o initiative Norman has approached the Housing Dept at Atherton and
has comleted an spplication form for accommodation which seens to have been
Eesived vith sone encoucagenent. Nornan has, at the Housing Departments request,
ueiteen o lotter oucling his clrcumstances ahd bis Soolal icelee hae alep had
dialogue with a ir Wilson of the Atherton Acea Housivg Office. It seens that
Noran can gt a private guarantor and o such Siara ot T o radesof thin

Depectoent. fiosever, since Nomman is becoring increasingly restive at Woodend
anc delays are addify to irritations T vonder if representation through yourselt
& housing Departnent vould spesd matters up. Noman is self employed now

1o have som the seeds of reasonably steady business for the forsesable

fl s amious to further his independence and cbviously accomodation
LS e eep. Support Fron the Soedal orker wauld continud beyond nis 19tk
Bixdhday 1€ Nomman felt this necessary.

itance you can give with this boys application to the Housing Dept would
ted,
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Name. NORMAN_SISSY, 2, OSBORNE ROAD, ASHTON CaseNo.

oue

REMARKS

79476 = conf

Anued - There have been difficulties because of his coloyr - his peer
group have been calling hin nases and swearing at him. Consequently
he has boen wishing he was whitel! Mra. Greenwood has beon hearing
that Norman swears when out at play and says that he uses 'bad
Language! in the house sometimes. Howover, Norman excuses himself
by saying that it is part of the 'scens.” If he does not use it vhen
the other children do he will bo thought of as 'soft', It is
important to Noraan that he should not bo seen as 'soft'. Talked
briefly to the boy sbout his worth - either white or black. His
coment was that being white would not suit himil

0n the whole, fairly settled period with Noman's 'mommal! behaviour
being commented upon because of his colour.
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N.AY.P.1.C

Please repty o

S 3ca osteber 1904.
Shnior fasial merker,
o socien Seevices,
52 R aceeet,

Gainorne, Lo
e Wareingten. I

Dese br. Mills,
2 hope you recsived the information ahout the weekend conference at Ruskin College,
Sxtora.“Lems foumd the conferénce very useful nd was involved in the video
SaEkehop savell s the general discussion. His pootry s something to be proud
5% and  hope he continues wich it.

I mentioned to hin bout the mesting we are bolding in Manchester and hape he
133 be bie to attend 4z ha was interested in it. Slease see enclosed dotails.

He 1s definately vanting to attend the Black and In Cars conference on the 20th
Gotoher 1963 and would be of srest value.

£ 1 can be of any further help please don't hesitate to contact me.

indest regarcs,

Charlis taymeed,
Development Officer - North Region.
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Norman - is a bright, responsive, extrovert child, apparently .
enjoying good relationships with others. One feels however, that his
colour and foster child status draws more attention to him.

He is
under quite a lot of pressure to achieve academically. The possibility
of University was mentioned and Oxford specifically quoted. Grandiose

ideas of Public School - Looal Authority paying fees for Manchester
Torman physically fit.

4 cituation which, Tor the moment, is satisfying Norman's needs for

attention and he seens reasonably secure despite warning signals of

sone enotional deprivation. It is perhaps true to say that he meets

the foster parents needs too and should he ot meet their expectations
more conflict will ensue(Sm.
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Toster Child  lemn Sissay 21.5.67. Mother Ethiopiany putative father .
possibly Gresk, Protestant.

It %o anticipated thnt this ¥ill be a permenent foster hore for
Vorman, and responsibility for payment of boarding out ellovances and super~
vision will be retained by this Authority.

Yours mﬂh

Childrents Officer
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There is a lotter on file from Normans mother, whitten in 1968,
roquosting that he be returned to her in Btheopia - perhaps Noman shiuld be

sade avare of this? _ | sz 4 Tleate-

112,74 | Tnere are no problens wilh Norsan. Mrs. Groenvood doos not think of the
boy as a foster child, Ho has been with this fanily since he was a couple
1 of months 01d and Mrs, Greenvood considers hin us theirs. Tho foster

sarents have poken of adoption but they aro afreid that investigations
B4y load to his mother.
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Saw Norman at Gregory Ave., and had a lengthy conversation with him | 14.10.82
$2nia badsonn. & vary 01 tkon1s mosting chis, in that Noroen vee

Shricusly in o highly sroused state of anger froa tho very ewtens | | BT
o1 the Slomssion. ipareusly His sdhool work 1a very goor-at NTE
Drosent, and he 15 nok putking In much effort uhateoevor. However, B

fhen pesecded to blane bhis wpen no harking back o tho Tact. chat

T hac oved hia to Gregory Averr i 1981 agsinet hie vidhes: A that

in, Normsn 1ad vefusea Lo do day school Verk for & month o7 sa,

50 he ow Says that that spoiled hie coances st schoote Vhileh all

i Ga oither an oxcude or atsonalieation o Norsan s part - it

3id appeas £o ne todey het Normen has chricuely beon heavily

oritiEhoet roestly, and T was being Sdeatisiet vith those vpo have

Serconally ceiticissd hin. Either soy, Nortan we quite snotionsl

Goring toia vieis, and s taars fLovid dospite his atienpk o chem

o






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
“Ihat 1n pursuance of the posors contained ia Seotton 2 (1) (b)

of tha Chiizon Aot 1940 and Sootien 43 (1) of tho Chilaron

and Young Pexsons Act 1963, all the rights anl powers of the

pazant of lean Siacay bo vosted 1n the leoal euthority 3¢ appeariag

%o thds Authority that tho paront has abandonod thia ohild."

You are the mothor of the aforesaid Lemn Sissay and thorefore pureuant
%0 Gootion 2 (1) (b) of tho Chtlizen Aot 1946 and Section 40 (1) of tho
Childron and Young Persons Act 1963 your attention is drawn to the faot that
46 oot 2stor than ono month afto tho date of 4ho servise of this notico, you
1.1 sarvo o notdoo 4n writing on the Counotl ohjocting to tho resolution,
the resolution ehall lapse on the cxpiration of fourteen days froa the
Gorviao of tho notics of objoction unleso ithin thet poriod the Counctl sao
cozplaint to the Juvonila Court in which case the Court has power aftor hoaring
the conplaint to oxder that tho rosolution shall not lapsos

DATED this 2nd day of Decembex, 1570.
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The child has an extrovert personality and is attention-secking. He is
bright academically but unable to sustain long periods of concentration an
is therefore disruptive in classroom situations. He is given quite a lof
attention because of his a) pleasant personality, b) his colour and c) he

a foster child. The foster parents own children are somewhat overshadowed
by this child.
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2:1179  [Fhone osll from hre.. Greenvosd Tequesting @ visit, 5
ATER. Hote visit, Mre. Greemwood vas just retuming from work. Sh
J [£610 5o hat they had boen to & parents svening st school last night,
A that thers had been very unfavourable reports sbout Norsan.

554 saya Noman
s & naughty boy, snd that che sastines thiska he ia lamoral'. She
14 me that he snokos, suears, steals, md he sesms to harbour & grudke
bout being black.

he sadd she wes at the end of hor tether with Norsan and folt she and|
r husband had given hin o mich, which Norman Just ‘seened to resent.
o a3id she had given his all she could and could do no more, and he fould
cvo to be taken somevhers vhers they could gat to the bottcm of all his
‘anti’ - feolings. She said she would have hin for weckends but he wobld

ve to go.
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See Case Conference notes, Norman not happy with being moved ~ | 17.1.84
Still extrenely negative attitudes.

T contacted 2 voluntary organisations in the Nanchester Area re 17.1.8 -
possibility of taking Norman in their vorking boys hostels. 128
Mes. Coteriall at H.Q. also follosed up another ostel in Stockport.

Ultinately hovever, Senior Managenent have refused to agree to

Norman's placenent on grounds of financial cost. Therefore,

Norman moved to Oakland's today. (1.2.84)

15th February, 1984

Jzso e Ogden, -
Principal Child Care Officer,
Boys & Girla Helfare Socioty,
578 ool i,

Gemits

Dear Mrs, Ogden,
RS NORUN (AN STSSAY

Thank you for your letter of the st February, 1964 and for the inforsation
enclosed concerning 'Righlea'. I apologics for tho delay in re)lying o yous

Unfortunately, since passing on this information o our Residentisl Managor,
Senior Kanagenent of this Authority have decided that they are not preparsd &
gresent to agree to finance a placement outside this Authority for Nornan.
Coupled with this situation however, Norman hinself is currently beginring to
display as being very unsettled and anxious, and a further move at thie tire
vould thersfore now seem to be highly inappropriate for hin anpvays

For the present therefors, we are obvicusly unable to proceed with an applicaticn
to your Society concerning Norman. However, may T thank you for your assictence,
and expross tho hope that ve may bo able to approach you again at soso future
aate if possivle

Yours sinceroly,

N. kTS
Senior Soctal Worker
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Bilventist harch

Yeaarshet Sice

Sthiggier Ynion Mision

A it ., Sl ¥ e [

[ e
en-gulg, 1968
our Ref. NO/AR ad

Mr, X, Goldthorpe, Children's Officer
Children’s Departaent.

Civie Buildings

Parsoa's W

Wigan

Dear kr. Goldthorpe:

You might have wondered whers|I disappearsd. But I got a telegram
telling me that I had to come kome to Ethiopia because of my Father's
rious illness. T cams the very mext day I gratuated from Newbold College
With God's help I managed to pass all my examinations. When I came home
T found my Daddy at Hospital and it took me quite a while to recoguize my
owa father. | flo 4 just ckin and bone. I dida't sxpoot him to live ono day
but conehow he 1o i1l alive. It 1s just a miracle. So much sbout aysell.

coutitlyou lense holp 0 tn ansvertag the follontsg questions?

1. If I'want to get Lemn out'here what steps should I take?
T would very much Like to bring him. Last week sozsone came
cans to ms - that was the pilote - asked me for sxcuse and
Sxplained what ho has done - and what hap happencd to mo there-
after, 1 told his everything just because I thought it would
o fair for the child otherside I don't havé any love for the
hild at all. T told this person as well. I told him that he
ia the crulest person in the world, and that I domit want to see
his face at all. For Lemn's sake I have to maks soms arrangements
with this man. Lemn nesds somecne to take cars of him. e needs
Yo be in his country, with his owa colour, with ks own people.
don't want hin to face disorizination.
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We did discuss Norman's mother on this ocoasion, after Norman Ed

had raised the topic. He is very intercsted (naturally) in
kmowing wore about his perents, and how he caze to be in care.
Told hin again vhat I kmow of the citmation, and of the diffioult
position hia mother must have faced, e.g. being a young unmarried
mother in a strange country. T did suggest the possibility

that ve could write to mother's last known contaots in Ethiopi
which Noman was very enthusiastic about. Also sugsssted possibilil
of meeting people in Social Services locally who had met his mother.|
but varned Nloraan not to build up hopes prematurely.

Drove Nlornan and Peter to Leigh aftervards, Norman intending to res
his girlfriend whon he desoribed as boing thalf-caste' and a member.
of & Leigh fanily, Before leaving hovever, spoke to the mew
houseparent Lorraine, who explained that Noraan has slso recently
discussed his mother with the staff of the hone. Norman is
currently enthusiastic about attending a child care course in
Nowton when he leaves school, but Lorraine did suggest thatthis vas
solely because Peter - and his sister Michells

intending to join $his course alter leaving school.
that Norman 15 still inolined to mix with much older lads in the
Atherton aredand has got himself drurk oa the odd occasion.

N. MILLS. Semior Social Worker /1,7 A‘!

Enquiries made locally through menbers of the Internationsl Red

in Bthiopia. However, it appears that the pol:
Bthiopia is o delicate, that the Red Cross would mot becoss
involved in following up enquiries in that country. Tt hes been

sewasted that we 2y ocmtaoting: Itternationel Scoial Waik sgencies,

. dlso
Torraine confirhe

s
Hov/bec &
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TSN M= B Roborts, Mumsger Residentisl Servicss
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Hiss G, Alimond

Tha consensus of optnton focn Ouklands staff wes that Norman vould

sot confora to axy Aisolsline eatsoevor., llo was influsmotng the

Joungex ahitldson by shovins & bad example whioh in burn oould ead
atomption at Ouklands.

o mas

4 dscteton was to e made as to the altersative acoemmodation svailatle
'3 van £61¢ 47at Nomman o no longer remsin ab Oiclands. Also,
Mian the dsctaton vas nads how best 4o infom hin of 1t

Discussten bock slace about Nomans soasons for nom-oonforatng. It
s’ felt Shat Yorman nesdad protootion against hinself and others fron
hin for uhatoror zwasen bo vaa Teboll:

1) Secause he het no cantrel ovex his
r 2) Daoause they are deliberste dcts agadst suthority,

cticns

M. Mille then taforsed ths qrom of s risons o slactng Noman
st Calzcds. Although he folt 14 es not the ddead s bustion, he
Uentat meitaze not o0 ax svay fovn Gregosy kveme 20 it Toman

Could safntatn 1inks vith bs frlenia/assoctates.

Hention vas made that Ds. Oock (vho ves not present) had been beying
%0 147k Tomman up with a gmup of scloured people in Nanchoster, the

Bazagumont sgain and nake “recoantat being
Scimotated L s haste) 1n Hanoimater st fhe deCrimsntal sifsot 1f stays
Veze not takem,

I concluaton, “the conference fo1¢ that baoauss Yomants behaviour was
tving & goosh adverea affeot on the other chilivn in the Nlams, i
that his aoticns wro doaned 1o be often of & dangerous nature, for
exaaple, D1icking 1ighled aatohos sbout, Thee vas o altemative

Tt o Samove Homan from Gaidands. Fow conforsnce daoifed that
Foriod of ssssssasnt in a 20w diseiplined snvioment such as Vool St
Woild bs necessary to help esclve oman's provleas.

b, Zoborts, therefars, sads arrangements for Norsan to be tranafersed
o Vool End this svenine,
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After the school holidays, Christopher will be starting
at the sane school and it will be interesting to see what happens boca
Norman does not like Christopher to be better at him at anything so this
Gould posaible spurt hin on to offort or on the other hand he may give
up if he feels that Christopher is beating him.
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Spoke to Mr. Graves several times on the phone and eventual
visited the school.

. He felt that Norman's successes %R were 100 many
for. Chris to cope with. Went on to talk about another placement
for Norman - without any consideration of how the boy might feel.
Tput 3t to him that 1t wrs the only home the boy had known,

I t01d hin that another placement was out of thequestion and
went on to inform him of waat I had discussed With the foster-
varents themselves, We talked about specific inoidents in the
wilion]" vl Badmen's DARAYIOUF Red bidh: Lehrraonilitely Suaedid.
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FOR SOCIAL SECURITY AND STATUTORY SICK PAY PURPOSES ONLY
NOTES TO PATIENT ABOUT USING THIS FORM

You can use this form eithor:
1. For Statutory Sick Pay (SSP) purposes — fill in Part A ovérleat. Also fill
i Part 8 f the doctor has given you a date 10 resume work. Give or send the
compieted form to your employer.

2. For Social Security purpose
To continue a claim for State benefi fillin Parts A and C of the form overleat.
Al ila Part 81l hedoctor hs v you adate o resume work.Sign and

'@ form and give or send it 1o your local social securiy office
GUICKLY 1o o oo boma.

HOTE: To start your claim for State benafit you must use form SCI(Rev) f you
re solf-omployed, unemployed or non-employed OR form SSPI(E) or SSPI(T)
if you are an employes. For further details gt leaflot NITG (trom DHSS local
offices).

Doctor's St

mmu;.;z;;‘ W JJ so 047

ecamned et o
(a) :nu frain (b) you should refrain from work

Quu tsealh-

OR untilt

Diagnosis of your disorder - Jfala
Cosins senes vom w By P8 72085 d

Doctor's remarks.

Sl el st e 2V

WIGAN Farsity Pactiionoc Commities

DI LG, I, 1ine 13364
2306 Nowter ¢ s
Tet 73583 oHARTS.
215 Form tod 3

NOTE TO DOCTOR *tSee insice front cover for notes on completion.
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Homan Siss 29th May, 1968,

Norpen 15 4 healthy contonted child, who is well sstiled in this
hone, e footer parents are devotod to hin a5 are aldo thuir respective
faniliss, Do is-a yery affectionate child vith a hawy eniling face and
largs sppeal ing eyes, Neodless to say when he 3 faken out ho ativeots
& great deal of atientions

Norman is well settled in his routine. He goes to bed between 6.0,
and .30, in the svening and slesps through until 6.0, ololock the followin
norning.  Ho has an excollent aypotite, enjoye hia food. The child
experionces the oocasional wwny upast, bus <his nevally ocours whon be
Gt too varm, o day T visited, there had heen a changs in the measher
fnd Yorman had heen upret by 41, but hal quidly Teoovered from it. He
Was enjoying o Botils before going fo hed.

Vornen
a contgpted

& very wall end appeazs ta be very haoy at the present tine, fe 15
14 with o winsons enile, and huga-Liguid eyes, mhich ab oneeattmact
Tie 1o very 1ittle trowhle, end is contented both during the dny and
s, Greendad i9 pregmant and 19 oxpecting a baly at the end
ning of Fapteber, e $ho doee not ssem 5 £ind Noman any
e bioke im under her sm as mursss ofton do, and crrics
hin sbost that way. She saye eho Soss not feol tho strain,  ArTanguments hwve
baen mage Tor her mothex fa omme and stay at ber hono and look after Noman nhen
she goes into  apital to have her haty, lirs. Groemuood!s mothur, s,
Bur approved Tostes mothers, and we knov thit when this hapnens,
Yorman will be in sxcellent hands.

Ho i¢ miking nomal progross for a child of his age, and as T
beginning, ie a very hapry 114819 oy

44 at che

TRi13 Care O:rien

L5th Ootober, 1966,

Norman was sitting in hie Figh Chaix when T visited today. Fe sooms 1o be
growing und develosing into o sturdy 1ittle lad. Fe is very good mith the nen
Baby, and can say YUy baty', e hag got over hie initial joslousy which mas in
ftaelt very slights He i¢ 3 very affctionate child, ard ikes 1o go up b0 the
Pram and say ahi sd stroke, but when lira, Goermood wasn't loofing, or at loast
when Tozman thought she waon't Iooking, ho often tried to nip or smack Christophor
Yno men havy, howsver, he hes quickdy got aver this, and i3 vewy loving fowanis
bin, The Gifficulty now i, be vante fo pile all hic toys on top of the bawy

in tne prem.
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21.1.80
\

5.1.80

Phoned Groenwoods and arranged Norsns visit for Saturday. No difficu
With this although it ves mads clear by Nra Greenyood that this vould
only be for the day. Also arranged o vieit 23.1.80.

Visit to Greenoods, but not very productive, as friead of family Joi
e proup- making decper conversation dLfficult.

Nosean escorted to foster homs. Weloone for hin fopt on a lo key and
otscasble that tvo lder chiliren sowhers o be seen. Hoveverfleft

[Greenucoss lator took Norsan bagk to Leigh, but vould not go to the
acor of the childrenstoeeappmey |

Horman ran avay fron schosl today, axd ended up in Asiton . T went to

collact hin and todk him back <o Vooizields. The lad not very happy u

new school and Loigh otc, althoush Saturdays visit to the fosters hom
A ot gone vell. Norsan slained that the Greenvoods had not alloved
> visit the rest of the family and had returmed hin o Woodfislds ve

‘oaly in the evaning.

o had not seen. the Grsenvood ehildren at all.

During my abeshce fron vork throug Allneas, orsan vas allowed to cpd
a might ab the foster heae during nip half fora holiday. Ho)

ho vae very uihapgy upon his return to Woodrislds, as he

that the Greenwoods had told hin that he vould never return to live
hen, unless he. conformed coaploteley bo thelr expectations of hi.

N, Hills. 8 Soctal Worker. A
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‘chools Peychological Service,
Orrell Todge,

Orrell Mount,

Orrell,

Wigan

12¢h July 1984

Dear Mr. Mackey,

Toank you for asking me to see this youns man whose behaviour
at Oaklands and general hostility have led to @ placement at Wood

1 have chosen to write to you rather than to do & comventional
report as I have no psychological test results to comsent uon or
interpret and, in view of my linited acquaintance with Lemn, would
feel wnable to offer more than an impression of hie personzlity and
problems.

£ you mow Temn answered soms of the questiomnaires and
completed most of tho tests in a non-serious way. Ee also rejected
the idea of comploting an individual intelligence test for me. The
gave for this rejection of the tests was that such tests
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Norwan has approached Atherton Housing Department for a comeil | W.E. 19.10.¢
tenancy and has made a fayourable impression it appears. A Mr.
Wilson has been in contact with Mr, Sumer (A.0,) regarding this,
and it was therefore arranged that T would spesk to Nr. Wilson also.

¥hen T spoke to Hr. Wilson he confirned that Norman could be
offered a tenancy, despite his tender age, on the grounds that:

1. Kis is an exceptional case, and
2. he has a guarantor until his 18th birthdsy, and
3. there is cnough evidence to support his spplication.

On this 3rd fssue Housing would Like a letter from me, to say that
ve believe Normen is capable of holding & tenamcy. I questioned
the 2d part, re & guarantor, end Ne. filson said that this could
be a friend or relative ete. Did not need to be this Authority.
There is a possibility that Norman could be hogtied befora Christmas
this year.
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Visited and saw Norman today at Gregory Avenue with a Christms | 24.12.81
Dresonts  Norgun ion has & bedocs of hls om, and ve sat and =
talked there for quite sore tine. It appears that Norman and Krs. i ENTEREL
Straat bava been cxchanging seny cross vords in the past fen woek,

and Norean was ntent ot

“a. defending himself to me ageinst Mrs. Strests accusations, and
b. complafning that he didn't like 'Auntie Val! at present.

It appears that livs. Street has been accusing Norman of sulking
Trequently, which he denies, and that he hes been getting into

Grouble for sessing ons of fhe yowg girls in the homs. lso

Complained because Hr, Strest had removed his cigarettes recently

Ginion 1. Street explained was for Noran's own good - llorman

apparently eufforing fron 'chestiness'). Norman herefore looking

Zor an ally st pressat and oven eeked re why I spent so mch tino

Vith lir. & s, Stoeet after 1 had spoken to him on ay visite to

the F.GH. S0
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$2seDAAT GOLTE TO JORID: 20: 0ORE LI IISIIIOVE L1l apFTOVE..
15 all he is being exposed to. The boy is going to meet with
negative attitudes being urreasonably displayed to him at some
time or other and wne wonders how he Will cope with this whenm
ho 1s entirely unused to it.

Spoke to Norman's class-teacher. It was obvious that the boy
ha a very special place in this school - staff, domestic staff
give him preferential treatment, Norman has to experkénce more
realistic handling and attitudes tovards him have to undergo a
change but not reject him.

Headmaster will keep in touch about both children.

Visit to foster home Normen
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Visited today, anhad a full discussion with Normen and Mr, Mackie. |14.9.84
(Visit has beén delayed by my sbsence fron work through iliness).

Ve are all agreed that Mr. Mackie will discuss the following

possibilities with . Fojnter (bepaty Director) at. their mecting

next week.

L. The possibility of Nowman noving into his own roon within
Wooderd.

2. The question of vhether Norman will be alled to attend the NI
conference at Oxord (23/30 Sept. 8) and cnother ono day

conference on 20th October, in London (Blacktin Gare) .

The possibility of Normn being alloved to start a gutter

cleaning business fron Woodend. This involves issues such as

insurance, liability of the Authority etc.
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Lemn bad largely discounted the value of academic schievements, becsuse for some
gears bofore leaving school he Aad been vorking on Saturdsys for a local busineeszan
o had sndoubtedly convinced hin that he vould help hin to start up his on
business. This gentleman had tuilt up Lewns expectations quite considerably,

but unfortunately he then appeared to withdrau many of his proxises to this yours
man, ond Lenn parted company with the gentlenan end his femily, with hon he had
previously been very close. Shortly aftersards Lemn went into the man's warehouse
and deliberately dazaged soms of his stock - causing damage o the value of £9.50.
Tis was the first cocasion bn which Lezn had been charged with an offence, and in
&y opinion, was largely oocasioned by his strong feelings of rejection by the
biiainssezan iavolved. Lenn received a castion for this offence.

During the past year, Lomn had also seen his relationship doteriorate with the
officer in charga 6f the emall children's flome, in Atherton, whers he lived, snd

he had lost contact with many of hie forser friends wao wers also in Cere.

Tovards the end of 1983, Lemn obtained employment in a Local factory throsgh his
own efforts, and he worked there for about 2 monthe, Unfortunately however, this
young nan then gave up his job in Jumiary, 1984 because he no longor felt capable of
perforsing it. = Tt does agpear that Lemn hue gradually suffered fron depreseion end
Sxisty over the past &w months, snd that his forser confidence and cell-inagemnve
been considerably damaged, As & result, he is currently receiving medical help for
taie condition.

Attitude Tovar:

ostence.

Lomn has readily admitted to the offence for which he appesrs before the Court today,
Ho has hovever explained that he committed the offence in refaliation for being
dacoribed previously ae a 'wog! by he oumer of the garage door in question.

Conclusion.

Lemn Sisesy is an intelligent, sensitive young men, who e your Vorships will
appreciste, hasmfferad from 4 graat desl  of rejstion during his fiort 1ife-tize.
Hila ejection by his foster family at the age of 12 years, was not of his making, but
was largely attributable o their own shortconings, Subsequently, and particularly
in the past 12 monthe, he has experienced further breskiowns in relationships, which
he sess sleo ss rejections, and which have badly affected his eelf contidence. e is
partioularly sencitive to any sort of 'implied! critisiss at present, but this is

a11 part end parcel of the deprossed condition he has experisnced for the past fow
sonths spparently. Nl is a very icolated yousg man, who has no strong family ties
on vhich to fall back on,

This offence cecurred only recently, vhen Lemn vas very lov in spirits, end at a time
when he was also facing the anxisty of being moved to another children's hose. lo
bas obviously coped in the past with racial prejudice without resorting o this sort
of behaviour, and I fesl that he is capable of avedding a repstition of this
behavicur. § vould tharefore respectiully roquest your orships to comsider daposing
 Conditionsl Discherge for this of
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DR. BARNARDO'S

g, B e s P sy Lonoon €1
apien ATEA GFFUE: 2 UPPER PARUAVENT STRET, LVERPOOL §

13¢n Tovember, 1967,
ones

Dear k. Geldthorpe,

Burther %o your Depertsent!s enquiry regarding the possibility of
our Adoptien Depertaent being ablo to plece & part Sthiopisn, pert Greek
aby Woy for sdoptien. Our Senier Adeption Officer has writfen to us

Iclng that she be supplied with full inforsation sbout this baby; in
pertisular, detells of his backgrousd snl whether Ethiopien meens that
he is nogréld or met.

Yogrs sisoorely,
N, Goldtherpe Esq.,

Ghalaren's Oftiocr, b o

County Borough of Wigan,

Chilvents Depertuent, 0. ¥, Vosds

Givio Duiltngs, Assistant fxsoutive Offoer
Farson's fialk, (Diotated by k. Toota end
Wisan, oo sigied in his hsence)
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Hise Siceay's child lemn, wes originally placed with foster parents, whon it was
hosed vould adopt hin evintuslly.  Houover, the boy vas svencually Fejoctod by
this faaily, end has since lived in local Children's liomss, rofusing to consider
further'fostering placenents. Lom is now 15 years of age, has no family in
this Country and 1o vory intorssted in knoving zere about hic natural mothors

However, wo have no vay of oven knowing if cho 1c still alive although if sho is,
e vould till be o comparitively youns voman, 1 have writton to you thereforo
becauce of Hiss Siccay's amcociation with your Church, mnd in the hope thet your
Church may still have ties with the Courch in Sthiopid decpite ‘he traumatic
Bappenings in that Countrys

Yoy T ack on bahale of Leem, 41 this Lo the case, e hothor or ot thorofors you
vou1d be able or villine 1o make snuiries so. to Hiso Siamy's prosent whereaboutes
e ihave Foetal Forkars © otviotcly Toct Wies ho- eoith mfis conciaerenly
fron having come nevs, or oven contact concerning his mothor.

Hovever, T appreciate that tuls could be oxtremely diffieult to even sttempt, and
hope that you i1l not nind By approaching you in this mannor,

Yours sincoroly,

o

. MILS ()
Sendor Social Worker
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The unfortunate side effect of all this however, is that Normen By
15 now refusing to consider any move to another foster home

basically because he foels that he camnot face the possibility of
another Toster Home breakdown or rejection. However, given time,

these attitudes may hopefully change. Norman is also refusing o
speak to a local Leigh Reporter conosraing her series of articles

on children in care (which Mr. Fllis had suggested Norman for).

Visited Woodficlds with a present for Norman, but did not see him, | 24.12.80
‘Because all the children were attending a pantonine. The staff

have bought hin a watoh for Christnas, along with other itema, and

sveryons is looking forvard to a pleasant Christmas. lo frther

contact by Norman fovards the Greemwood's and they have never

contacted him at Woodfields since he came into cards

N. MILLS. Semior Social Worker s,
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Discussed Norman with Miss Jones, who has quite a pathetic atfitude
towards the child, purely based on his colour - see recent school
report where she refers to him as a Ray of Sunshine 3- she sees his
colour as his cross to bear - hopefully the staff attitude in his me
school will be more realistic.
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Eie relationships with other boys in Wood End have been mostly friendly,
Because of his size, colour and sporting provess, he has been a nstural foous
of attention and is regardsd with & certain degmee of ave particalarly by the
younger eloment.

Considering Sissay's age it is unlikely that sducation vill play ary furths
pert in his fature. It vould seen that he needs & degree of muidance
tovazds soms form of Teaningful ccoupation.

G. Heneybone
Tescher
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ny/ew Nl Hille

13th Gotober, 1962

feres Brteian Contaren
Pt
S fosg

Dear §ir or Madas,
T en riting to you in the hope that your Cuurch may be able to help a teenage boy
in the cars of thic Authority, to trace his natural mother's precent whereabouts.

Betefly, the facts aro ao folloue. In 1967,  young student nasad Yeaerhet Siocay
arrived in Wigan from Dthiopia, viere she gave birth <o a son, wion che naned Lemn,

Hiss Sissay vas a mesber of the Seventh Day Ayentist \eurch, and gave the bign
Authordties as her address in Bthiopia the folloving: The Lihiopian Union Fisaion,
2.0, Box 145, Addis Ababa. Mioo Sissay placed hor child in the care of the Vigen
Social Services Dopartment, and returned to Dthiopia sose tise in 1968, Mhilst
in this country, Hics Sisssy was a Student at Nowbold Collego, Binfield, Near
Bracizell, Berkshire.
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Lemn Sissay
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Spent: 2 long tins talking to Norman about drugs and specifically
cannabis. He denies ever having brought the drug into the
F.G.H. and T varned him severely of the consequences of doing so.
Also brought in Val Street and informed her of Norman's admission
in his presence.

Nomman's taking of cannabis is apparently linked to his embracing of the

Rasta mhure which he assures me is against the use of all other

drugs.7 did express my strong reservations against cannabis taking.

Norman da)ng his best to assure me that it is not harmful etc.

Apart from this conversation, Norman is still expressing a great

deal of resentment against Mrs. Street. vy
/|/7/L(J

N. MILLS. S.S.W.
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Mr & Mrs Green wood, realize that there will be many problems ahead with
Norman, as well as 4 lot of happine Somatimes he gota very emotional
about his colour, and when this happens ho can be vory ageressive. Norman
15 not usually agressive he shouts but ho doos not fight.

Ur & Frs Gresnwood have come %o terms with the fact that his personality
ia very different from their own and that of their children, he is naturally
an extrovert, happy when he has an sduirifg orowd round him. Ko thrives
on praise and affection, in faot he can not do without it, this is part of
Bis heritage, and the Oreenmoods coknonledgs this. Norman has asked
Several tines reosntly whether he is adopted, they have answersd hin
honestly that he is not, they do mot think h really understands what

it means but that it is Just something that ho has heard talked about at
school. This ohild has s very real need to belong. kr & rs Greemwood
ot very concerned about Norman's futuro, the only fanily he has known is
theirs, and he loves them, and is loved very desply in Teturn.
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Copy of Air Mail from N. Goldthorpe to Yemarshet Sissay -

8.68.

Dear Mise Sizsay,

T was very surprised to reccive your lattar, end te find
that you are back once more in Ettbpia.

T realice that it uould be bost for your son te be azongst
his own family, but I must take vry great cara that a1l wowld be
Well for him if he were sent out to you.

Ho is in very good heads at the present tims, and is with
excellent Christian folk who are doing exbromely well for him.

I an afraid that T cannot give you their name and address.
You will reslise that this is becouse they may eventuslly adopt his,
roviding of courss that you give your comsent to this.  foa were
adamaat about this when we intorviewed you, and were dotersized fhat
this should happen, because you thought that this was in his very best
intereste.

Plosss give this a great deal of serious thought, and write to

me again.

oure sincsrely,

=
Chiaren's offieer
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‘There is a letter on file from Normans mother, whitten in 1968,
requesting that he be Teturned to her in Stheopia - perhaps Noran shpuld be

oade avare of this? _ | s 4 Tilyate-

S % A
The Graonwoods areplornansytarents, and they and thoir natural cHildren
weto his necds in every vay, their atiitudes, love and concern are der presént,
however, there are tizes when eithor they or Nornan require Sosial

Support and if this 1o Feduested hen the esand should o Bete
vty
| .

Jean Jones, Soeial Worker.
/78
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Nema.. NORMAN STSSAY, . Case No.

REMARKS

Inials

Letter to Mz, Wilson supporting Normans housing appleiation. M.
Poynter hasiiso been involved in discussion with . Sumer on the
ratter of Norman being rehoused.

Returned to work after leave, and discovered that Norman is to appe:
in Leigh Magistrates Court on 19.11.84, for 'condct likely to causd
a breach of the peace’. Discussed with Peter Mills at Noodend
who_says that Norman gave an obscene gesture to a police motor
cyclist. Policenan spparently spoke to the lad, and then drove
off. However, liorman then was said to have repeated the behaviour
(verbal or gesture not known). Policenan therefore arrested Norman
and he has been charged. Mr. Sumer spoke to a Sgt. Foster, last
week, and explained Normans colour consciousness which may be at.

the Foot of this ineident (suggestion that police motor cyclist

had said ‘Come here, black man'). However, police are still
prosecuting. Said to Peter Mills that I would call within the

next veek and see Norman, prior to his appearance in Court.

Norman is still operating his business, and staff are trying to encol
hin to buy his own equipment for the future.

N. MILLS. 5.5.. ),

£
29.10.84

L:5.11.84

rage






OEBPS/images/f0118-01.jpg
Norman clains to be 'broke, skint' which I doubt. He tells me that
he regularly pays £17 per month off his 'stereotand has about four
payuents o7t to nake. I informed Norman that I would present his
observations to Senior menagement.

LATER. Mr. Lee informed of the outcome of my visit.

Vs, Street, Gregory Ave., rang. Norman bought & guitar for £30 8.8.83
on Saturday? the source of his money.
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Norsans 13th Birthday today.

. Mlle S Soctal erker, m
Fieibed Voodfields and saw Norsan who vas in 3 mich nors GCfabls sl
than vhen 1 last visited hin, fe 41d not receive any carda £ron the
Groenwoods on the dag of hio birthday- bub forbumately tasse arrived
next day- containing a €5 note, Tis sesss to have pleased Norsan
& groat doal.

Bocantly £ had contacted My and Hes Greenvood sien we learmed that
Hre Gl @ gathor had died.of whoa orman vas very fondsef
ackod the foster garente 17 they uoula 1ike to convey this new to
Norman perconally.- bu ultimately ther did not do a6 and the sAZF o Voodrields
010 Norama the has

“hich lormn obvicarly enjoyed and 1 foel s wreful o hi, Ho 1% dibplaying
3

Schect 11y st ey stace fox oman b e biases thte i
o attitude. Ho has boon punched and kicked todsy by & 1ad from
Voodfields bt Gidnt sam 1o ba masentiul fowssds tha ather boy.

. o hao no BAEENS Lafurles. Ho has apparently bec euer appier
of Tata, Aveording o the Staff ud 1a Ledking forrd 5o oing o & helieay
oninp thlo Rohth, with the
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Tgteiat Oetioer, Restdintial Services Aren Otrice, Golborne

%o e, Haraing, Oaklands, =
Mol . wadla, Golborns .0,
20t Sobruary, 1984 e

e Yo asmne 0.0.8 (21.5,1567)
‘OAKLANDS CATLDRENS

o inbtiad Coso Contormmen v beld a¢ Calands on dhe ih Febrary, T5bh, Present
wece M Suzmer, Ne, Nille, M. Dobbin, Ne. Barding snd Cape Seafts Horman

Norman soved to Oalands frca Grogory Avers on tho 2nd ¥ebruary, 1984, s behaviour
at Gragory Avenie, had bocows intolstable and 4¢ van folt that alands say bs &

e approsriate glacesont for hin. Stncs arrival at Calands Norsan's beraviour
appe.rs to have dhanged very 11ttla - he Senda not to fully co-operate, can b
taubborn and deliboratoly provocative in his repliss, Ho secns to facl that statt
ars aguingt hin and at the sasa tize staff aro porhaps expecting Gifficultiss and the
tenaion sounta. lorsen conglatna thaf ko has n problen which ia knowm to K, Milla
and Mhfeh roquires the help of a poyelatriet. He o ot propared b0 dirales the
natuze of the robles to exyene sice bt Clatas that tho probies da sakdng hin
antizcacts

stated at the lust conferencn that A2 o 4id not ixprove then consideretion should
be given to covizg bin to Foodend. Although ot the cudority view, it ia felt
Shat this ould be presatire at this stage aad thet the expracesd peyenclogioal
AiTtioultis should be investigated.

From the polnk of view of finunce we may have to cupport his witil ke chtaiss a
edical certificate on dosides to accept ‘dolot or fizds saployment.

cmcwsrons

1. Horsan to rovain at Caklonds for the dxcodist

sutare,
20 Dr. Hoss P+, to be conculted with regand to Normsa's sental health.

3. e possibility of a reforsa to Tr, Uook, Cons. Feychaitrist to be irvestigated.

A
K. B, cunEn
Aroa Otricer
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Phoned Val Street, who explained that Normen is settling in, althoug 5.2.81
expressing resentaent sgainst being moved at webh.ell .

Horman has ssemed very low in spirits since his move and has been b 81
refusing to do his homework or exams at sehool, in an attempt to

blacknail us into returning him to Woodfields. I have spoken to

Mr. Wilkinson, deputy head at Leigh C.E. and explained the situation

and also to Nir. Roberts, Residential Mansger at D.O. .I do mot feel fhat

we should give in easily to Homan's 'blacksail! atienpts, as to do

50 would,

1. reinforce this type of behaviour for the future and

2. would perhaps undernine Nomman's security, if he folt that he
could get his own vay so easily.

Tisited and sav Norman at Gregory Ave. grom 30,10,81
TocdZieTds O.H. vas oF Gregory Ave. baving tea with Noraen,
when I arrived. '

Nomman in a very cheerful mood today, readily insisting that
everything was. great’ e.g. school, lifs at Gregory Ave., etc.
Felt that Nornan vas tending to put on an act and shoved nyself
to be somewhat sceptical. However, the lad gemuinely seems to

be reasonably settled at present, and he responded more positively
to my visit on this cccasion, than has been the case of late.

Tnstiad queations, probing, fron Norman cancerning the possitility
+ coming to Live at Gregory Ave. Conversation then
movea on to the Greenwood family. Norman has apparently decided
that he docs not mow vant the Greenwood's to attend his Case
Gonference, although 1 couldn't get a clear resson why this was so
He also informed me that he had spoien on the telephone recently
to his former foster parents and told them that he would not come
to then for Christuas. Norman did criticise the Greemwood's on
this occasion for their having failed to ovenantact hin after
he left them in 1980, vhich I fesl is a heulthy reaction. On past
occasions Nornan had tended to blare himself for this obvicus
rojection, but fortuntely he can now lay the blame where it should
lie~vith the Greemvood family.
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{4y o Nonan Sisay & Cun o,
o AoARKS s
112.79 | Spoke to foster parenta on telepons. Soth slmnst tnaisted that Nornd

Pad To Teave totay. Drpleized that e chould discuss thisrmpart froo [the
robless imolved of gstting a place. Arrangod to ces then an the
18 Ganaars, 1980 vith & provisional piace in Uoodrisld arranged.

20,80 Dioouselon at the foster home vith both 7.2'e and Norsan. Tnfortunstally
| cher mesbers of tho fanily vers also in the house, shich Gidst hel

ENTERED)| |« conslicated cicuation, Norean vao hinself insistint hat he seated
ENTERED} | » compid

ue attitudes seesed nardonsd and therefore I arrangea to take Norwan

et
. 5 U et toran e ot ) et vy o v e Srvn

3 for snoicing 21 being ent to bed at 7,30 Hcotving Little podet
4 Lo ek vaing owed b meond Tobtn Clube, pictures sie, o

% Joskh alud of his sebsel..

I re—
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Norman has been accused of damawging property in Mr. Waddington's | 23.11.83
warehouseslashed sone bottles and has eithr resigned or been

sacked, Spoke to the Leigh police today, and,asked to bring hin to

the station next week.

Visited Norman who inforned me that he had recently valked out on | 24.11.83
Mr. Waddington, and subsequently has gone to his varehouse and

slashed plastic bottles containing bleach, foulda't tell ne exact RN NTERED
why he had done this, but when I suggested that he felt badly

rejected by Mr. Waddington,+had reacted thus, he would not 4t
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29.9.75

Visit to foster home Norman se

The homs was in a chaotic state and Mre. Oreenvood very distressed.
on Sunday the elestric wiring had faulted and the bath vas live vhen
the children were bathing. Mr. Greenwood, Sarah and Noraan were at
risk and the tuo children received slectric shocks. Mo medical
attontion vas roquired. Consequently the whole wiring system vas
boing checked over and worknen were in the house.

lira. Groenood seens mich given to over-dramatisation and quite held
on to all the attention with her description of the events. Also
Nornan had @ black-oye, the result of playing football last week
and this too, was described in graphic detail by Mrs. Greenvood. I
suspected that sho was anxious in any case about my visit and focus
on the fanily's current misadventures vas a way of deflecting rore
Frofots el sy weap e sy
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REMARKS

Norman is making a great effort to got his flat together - but is
Still short of many essentials. I have told hin to stay in today
because of next delivery of sone itens fron Golborne area. Said T
would see him on 24,12.84 next,

Prepared a report for Me Hulne which Mr Sumer did diseuss with hin
at Colborne Area Office. However, I understand that Mz  1s still nof
agreeable to providing a grant for Norman.

Visited Normans flat but he was ot at home,

N Mills, SShorker
Visited Norman at his flat. He has been receiving his Benefly £och™
i Hayes (DHSS) and e ilion at Atherton Housing. Norman vad very
dizappointed uhen I tola bn of the decision of Cntor ansgenent

Tot to give hin a grant tovards the setting up of his new hone.
$55501T Short of ceeentisls doe, pote, pans; curtain it Hiaming
naterials, paint : 1 had arcanged For 4 'second hand vashing machine
0 be delivared - but this did not arrive vith the YIS trensport
apparently.

Norman is learning to cope with his budgetting at last he feels -
after tending to spend all his DISS Benefit very rapidly initially.
He intends to start up his business as soon as he can and be will
Tindae vith DHSS o eep then informed of his carnings. Veamiile
he seans to be developing an even busier social life, He is
Staying in Manchester fron wednesday to Thirsday this veek with
friends, but is also, fvolved with a coloured misical group and
accorpaies then on 'aigs’ reading his poetry. He seets quite sure
that through his various contacts some of his postry will be
published Soon. 1 have aluays feared that he might becore socially
isolated vhen he left Childrens Home but instesd he seens to
acquire more friends all the tine. There were two of his friends in o
F12t when T called today.

Norman is making o renl effoct to tur his flat into o confortable
hove, and T feel that he reeds to be encouraged and supported 1
this. The decislon of this authority e date to offer o Finencial hel
however mininal, #¥ does seen very ehort sighted. This young man

o fanily to tufn to for support and has been in care all his life.
To_that extent, this Authority are in loco parentis _ and are the
only body who'have any responsibility for Nomman. 1 feel that we
will have let hin down badly if e do not offer more tangible
help in the near future. 1 have arranged with Norman to introduce
him to his new social worker Brian Norris on Friday 11.1.85

2128

ontirma th esgeen, it e ey,
N Mills, SSWorker «/\ 9*&
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METROPOLITAN BOROUGH OF WIGAN
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Norman's 16th Birthday.

Have contacted ¥r. Waddington, and visited. He maintains that
Norman is not working full tine for hin, only Saturdays and odd
deys. For this he receives £10 on Saturday and 'a couple of pounds
shen he comes in the veck. Mr. Waddington maintains that Norman
only comes 2 - 3 days at the most. ‘uring these days, he runs erra
or tidies up - often does nothing at all. Hr. Waddington says that
he wants to keep Norman 'off the strects's

Ho i8 hoping to arvange s ful) tine Job for hin st Bright Kille vi
a friend of his, this will be a factory job, with a Mr. MeGlemn.

21.5.83

JUNE 83

Norman is first in line for a job apparently because of Kr. Waddingtons

influence.

Mr, Waddington said he would try to keep records of Norman's earnin
although still states that Noraan gots possibly £14 - 516 per veek
of hin.

1 understand from Mr. Lee, District Officer, (Residential Servies)
that agitation about Norman's right to pockst money, despite the
fact that he appears to be working partline, continues and that the
master is likely to bo raiced at the 'Who Cares’ meeting on Friday
next.,

It appears that Norman works for a Mr, ¥addington and earns £10 for
Saturdays plus £2 or £3 per day when he vorks during the weeks
Noman is insistent on his right to pocket mcney in addition fo this
regardless of the fact that he is unwilling to pay for his board

at Grogory Ave.

1 had a long aiscussion with Norran on the subject and he appeared
%o accept that his right to pocket money must be questionsble in view
of his sarnings and non payment of board. By his own admiseion he
is rebellious and one foels will argue the point regardless in his
gresent mood. When it was put to him that he would have to contributl
o his upkeep in a 'norsal! family and that he may be allowed to
keep 'Saturday! sarnings in that situation he mellowed a little,
However he pushed the point that he only worked in the week because
he vas bored. I told him ke could expect his weekday earnings to

be taken into consideration when any board or allovances.was
considered. Noraan said he was only aeking for about £20 in liew of
back pocket money to Hay 28th, 83 but by ny caloulation this would
be nearer half his entitlement if it were justified - Norman himself
had done a quick caloulation I feel and realised that to make an offe
in settlement may be fruitful. It was also pointed cut to him that
in September he would have to register unenployed to cbtain benefit
and that if he vas to have a correct record of contribution or credit]
Be would need to carefully look at his present activities and the
Likelihood of a Local Authority charge on his income for his
accomiodation. Norman takes these cbservaticns in a rather
disinterested way.

s
4.8.83
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Miss Yemarshot Sissay, <
9/o Newbold College,

Bintiold,

near Bracinell,

Bezka,

Dear Miss Stesay,

I write to inform you that Lean is still in my care anl
10 accommodated in a very good foster hona, with every expeotation that
he will sottle down with his foster parents until he ia sble to look
efter hinself and will enfoy their fll support for ae long &s it is
neaded, o 18 in very good health and is a happy okilds

Tt has not been possible to place your baby with psrents who
would adopt him leglly, but T am hopeful that those parents may
wich to take this next step later on.

In the ueantine, I must ask you to keep in touch with me, even
though you may leave the country, as your writien consent will be necessary
at some stags in Ms life,

T should like, also, to remind you that it is my duty to
285038 you for a contribution tovards tho maintenance of the child, amd T
should be glad to receive your comments on this.

I realise that you axe a student but fool cure that you may be
able to make a woekly payment to cover this aspeot.

Vith every good wish,

Yours sincerely,

=
Children's Officer.
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Norman has now informed me that he is suffering from certain 13.2.84
symptons which I would assess as being of an anxiety/phoble 1872184
canplaint. Ho s confused about his Identity and po longer vante

to be ‘Gually White® everyones favaurite coloured

Houever, he appears to hava a very Lov sclf lnage, sets hiself

b O e bR b T BT ol i

he gave wp his job.

He appears to be phobic concerning Leaving the Childzen's flous, valks
Qo Dok stpeats 6o avots cha, pLLc 1a Somesals and saratly

Seacts'to fost pecpls 1n a verbully; aggrecsive fummer betaese L

Eeal that . thinks most poopie ¥ill aufomatically ceiticise anytht

R has 5 say.. Hoveves, Roraan WL o clscass theve Feetings whth

ryone oiner inan ayselt At proceat- @

Case Conference at Oaklands, see mimutes on file, Agreed that I |14.2.84
should contact G.P. Dr. Moss and Psychiatrist Dr, Cook re Noman's
SRRRAT SAOrE
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31.12.79  |essage left after Christmas saying that the Greenvoods wanted Norman
moved without further discussion.
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| Sau Norsan at Woodtislds. He sesms quits happy at present, cbriou

enjoyine thelcomparative’ fr

[ o To insiatant Shat o vaata to romatn st Syrcaaii 5 in Aetem
Jana' T have caid that I il sontact the school arter (ho weskend med

hen it offisially oogenc. I an avare that the Greemwosdsdo ot vant

Horaan to continug at the school, &6 they feel that he vill cusss pre

o thais aon Ghristophor.

Ssioke to M. Allen, Head of Byrchall .5

, < it doms not T Phat he ahoutd onsimme
sneie

e ptaines tako to Wr Hargiag, oottielde ana heve srranged o
VI TR 16" opaty e Wins Hemkath

Visited Byrohall and spake to Misa Hogketh. She felt that lorsan has
Cauped some mizos problens in echool 1., not doing his hoevork
CelTing hin dimer tickets ote, bit othersise no serious difficultie
Howevas, Normen nad not dene Wil acadomically- generally preferring
2001 around. Niss K 2id eed that Nornan had boen allowed o attend
th sehoo]. dteco/fouth Clab. =

K. Mille. 5. Social osker. WA,

Tisited Noman at Woodtield. Very uiiazpy about the Birchall decisi
ot of attending Leigh CE Secy. Fos

Grecnvond #3451y 8.8.8.5. Horvan hovever eabarrassed sbout coing h
I tharatorea £ make Arrangasorte vith the Greenwods for Saturday

recnuoods could take his by car. Normn noressrosable o this of

N, lills S.Social orker. w4

dom by vay of contrast to the foster nd

0 i to g vith i Norean could aen e bl om v to L
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Mrs, Gresmwood is an excellent little mother, and does ot ssemed to be
experioncing any 41fficulty in looking after the new baby and a_toddler. lorsan
cortainly ien't being neglected bocause of the advent of the nem baly.

In the end of Septosber, the family nent up fo the North of Sootland taking
the childzen ith hem. Nomman, T wderstand caused quits a sensation, and
natuzally loved all the attention that he mas given.

Ho keeps in good heslth and is extravely well cared for.

24tn Novever, 1960,

Vhen T vicitad todny, Nommn was eitting ondrallad on bis sotty. lixs,

e Ny B e
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In an effort to demonstrate how she treats the children alike, Mrs.
Greenwood calls them 'toads' 'vorms' 'snakes' etc. If she uses one
of those vords to describe Norman, she will immediately say the same
thing about Christopher.
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could not give a true picture of him as an individual and might be
used to meke decisions for him which he preferred to meke for him-
self. I think that he vas casting dowbt on the validity of the
teets and the peychometric process and although not a point of view
that T personally subscribe to, it is certainly not urtenable nor
is it unreasonable for an intelligent person to adopt. Bowaver the
motivation for rejecting assessment is mot intellectual but part of
a growing (?) rejection of the 'care' concept, i.e. of other people
making docisions for him.

Lemn is very muich into self-identification, He is imterested
in his Ethiopian roots (familial and historical) and in some of the
concepts and attitudes of Rastafarianiem vhich offer black
consciousness and black pride in a cultural context.

“hen he wes asked to write about himself he commented that
"life ... seems like & docunentary on television" - which appears
o 3 {0 be an expression of alienation. He decided to vrite a
poen to, as he says, "capture a piece of cmotion". The poen reads
as follows:

"They told me
This vas w2, m fanily, my home

But 1 otill ended up, lone

Oncs again i packed ny smeller suitcase

Another losa of trust on @ wild gooss chass

Like & knot in = shos lace,

thought they did it best

But the mome they pulled the hander the case e
4nd who ended up with less

nd row through the jungle of paper theory and pen
1 just only find out my moe is Lem

451 bin cheated beated pushed and hit

Bow mi nene = Lean and de fire bin 1it

Yow after i learnt den say 1 ms' learn

Throw vatez on the firs but the fire still bura",

The epirit of Bob Marley lives on! I appleud Lemn's courage
but &n not convinced that the choices hs makes will be very senaible.
He is better off making his own nistakes, given some degres of
support, than having decisions nade on his behalf,

Yours sincerely,

J. Yates

Prineipal Educational Psychologist
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COUNTY BOROUGH OF WIGAN — CHILDREN'S DEPARTMENT

AGREEMENT OF FOSTER PARENTS

Wed.. bt MRS, QREENWOON
of ...t SwinTon. CLECENT . UNSWORTH, . BVAN e e
havingon the.......FxA..._.dayof . TamOAN 19.8., received
from the Wigan County Borough Coundil (hereinafter called “the concil ™),
(HeanAN) LEMN _ 3199AY. oo - who was born on the
2se. doy of .m0 ~..19.661., and whose religious

persussion is. SRUTESTANT ___into our/asy home' as a member of our/smy family,
undertake that :—

1. We will care for._. MORSAGM._________ and bring him/her up as
we/E swould a child of our/sms-own.
2. He/shewill be brought up in, and will be encouraged to practise his/bes religion.

3. We/E will look after his/bes health and consult a doctor whenever he/she is ill and
allow him/her to be medically examined at such times and places as the council may
require.

4. We/Ewill inform the council immediately of any serious occurrence affecting the child.

5. We/Ewill at all times permit any person so authoriscd by the Secretary of State or by
the council to see him/her and visit our,/my- home.
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orzan has been particularly prome to swings of mood, which cne sscumes

are largely related to his age group and thus his stage of developuent.
Hovsver, he doss appear £o @0 to be harbouring & great deal of resentment
concerning the two major rejections in his 1ife i.e. first by his natusel
mother and then his foster pavente. I fool that this is the souros of mich
of the intolerant behaviour that he displays fron time to tizs, partioularly
tovards younger children in the Fanily Group Fome.
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LEMN SISSAY

GOLD fromthe STONE

‘Passionate and powerful’
KATE TEMPEST

C

« THE CANONS -
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Mrs. Greenwood looked more tense and anxious and talked
atbut her Job aud husband's new jovrather a lot. Husban
not too good about putting himself forward so is thinking
Te may have tsken on te0 much by becoming Head of Junior

ohool.

Ee is tasically, a shy persom. One has %o work very hard [to
drav him into discussloms; he seems alright when discussing

at an academic level but isn't really too good when tryim
conmunicate at a feoling level.
To1 ¥rs. Gresmwood that we had no intention of removing

to

orman.

This promoted further discussion on the management of him|bbt it

was obvious that things would not change overnight. She

coepted

this as belng €0 but it was phreatening to her to think tiat she

and her hustend with theirj¥¥pertise may have gome "wrong!
somevhers

Obviously need to support this coule through thelr unveripalised

anxieties.

Normen continues to thrive; on the whole a satisfactory placement

for him.
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Visited Woodfields and saw Norman following a phone call from /.
TooifiTds statf. ~Spoke 1o Hr- & ro. Harding yho explained that
Norman has agaix been in-troublo: e has recenig aerorpanisd &
number of other Voodfislds Ghildren in ptelind & mamoer of aggs:
fron the kitchens, which were then thrown at the house of a foreign
doctor nesrby, in'the grouads of Leigh Infirmry. In sidition fo
this, Norman i Still suspeoted of Glue enifiing, whilst his
attitude tovards menbors of ctat? s bepimning &5 deteriorate quite
Hotiosably,  Twra are sucpicions that Nomman say have been involred
in other offences, whioh have not yet cone o Lights

Nomnan is the yousgest of the youths in Woodfields, and generally
it appears that there may be a lot of pressure cn him to be a

part of the group, and thus to join in the various anti-social
activities. Spoke to Norman about all this this evening, but he
was in a particularly truculent mood, and complained that he was bei]
eingled out. Hovever, T pointed out to hin that his present behavio
contrasted markedly with the standards he had been brought up with,
end neither I, or the Woodfields staff, vanted to witness such a
marked deterioration in his behaviour, Norman did not agree that hel
was subject to pressure fron the older youths in the home to confor

Spoke again to Mr. & Mrs, Harding after seeing Jorzan end it wes find
sgreed that ve should attempt to move him to a F.G.H.-preferably
Gregory Ave., in order to remove Norman from the influences of the
‘older youths in Woodfields. Norman is still antagonistic towards
being fostered, and thers is therefore no point in pursuing this
perticular avenue at present, as it would be doomed to failure.

It has been agreed with M. Roberts at D.0. and with Gregory Ave.,
staff, that Noman can move there next veck. e have therefore
arranged to move hin on the 30th January, whilst T will see Norsan

15.1.81;

LT

22,181

o inforn hin of the move on the 26th January.
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From . Director of Social Services.

igan T,
fotwicakTeephone No. 34441216,

o' Aren, O ficor., 6
Ref. o
ot /3.

When telephoning please ask for:
Me. J. Hulne.

. 21.5.67) WOODEND ASSESSUENT.

RE: NORMAN GREENWOOD, KNOWN AS LEMSISSAY (D.O.!

NTRE, ATHERTON.

T acknovledge receipt of your memorandun of the 26th October, concerning the
above naned and note with interest the future plans that you are developing
For this young man.

Having considered most carefully your proposal regarding a special approach
to a senior Officer of the Housing Department, I regret that I am unable to
comply with this request. However, I think it would be most appropriate if
you were to contact the relevant Housing Manager and acquaint him fully with
this young man’s previous history, future plans and 1ikely support that may
be necessary in the future.

Please keep my District Officer, Fieldvork Services acquainted with any future
developnents.
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Mr. §Mrs. Greemwood had no family of their oun when Lemn was fixst placed with
then at the age of 7 nonths. Tney have since had 3 children of their owm, the
eldest child, Christopher being born when Lem vas about 1 year old. Lem remained
with the Greenuood Family until January, 1980, vhen he noved to Foodfields

dren's hore, at the age of 12k years, He'has therefore never known any other
ferily Life, and to all intents and purpose still sees himself as o nenber of

the Greerwood family (albeit a rather distant nenber these days), despite the
breakdoym of this fostering placement.

Relationships betueen Lern and his foster parents had been strained for a long tine
although basically it vas felt that Lem derived a fair degree of security in the
foster hope. However, Lam's reaction to, and on-acceptance of M. & Nes.
Greenuood's rather rigid christian beliefs, sppeared eventuslly to directly lead

o the breakdam of this situation. As the boy moved into adolescence, he had
begun to_question his lack of freedon, relative to his peer group, which had not
been uell received by the foster parents, Mr. 4 Hes. Greerood shoved.a great deal
of inflexibility and lack of tolerance, in baing tnable to accept Lem's rebellion
2gainst their Christian beliefs.

Lemyhad-tenaed also ot to apply himself in the local
Secondary School, which had not been acceptable to the foster parents either,
Tney had long held high expectations of Lem acadenically, and had seen his lack
of effort, and general clowning in school as a reflection upon them personally.

Finally, the Greemoods deranded that Lemn be removed, although they largely
retionalised any feelings of guilt that they may have experienced, by pointing out
that Lenn hinself wanted to leave.
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Contacted by the Director of Social Services with regard to Lemjs
possible attendance at a one day conference arranged by NAYPIG in
London. The conference starts at approx 10 a.m. on 20th Gctober 1984
and is followed by a disco in the evening. It appears that the
organisers fron NAYPIC are anxious for Len to attend. The Director
feels that Len should attend if he wishes but that it nust be
remenbered that this young man is in the care of this Authority

and we must act as any good parent would act. Tt would be inpossible
for Len to travel to London and return the sene day. In consequence
Lem should onyl attend if NAYPIC can assure us that he can be.
accomodated in an spproved lodging for Friday/Saturday nights
19th/20th October) returning to Woodend on Sunday 2lst Oct and that hel
will be escorted to and from the station.

19.10.84
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STAFP MEFTING WITH APPROPRIATE SOCIAL WORKERS REGARDING CONTROL

Prosent: Mr. J. Harding, 0fficorin-Charge, Oaklands
Touse Parents, Oaklands
Mr. B. Roberts, Residential Manager
Mr. N. Mills, Senior Social Worker, Golborns
Mrs. J. Jones, Social Worker, Leigh

Mr. Roberts opened the Mecting by stating its purpose vas to discuss
control problems with older children and if possible get food back
fron Social Workers of children's attitudes and feelings tovards
Oaklands and any suggestions which may help to remedy the control
problens at the Home.

Sone time vas spent discussing Norman Greemwood as his behaviour gave
staff most concern. Oaklands steff mentioned that Norman tended to
Load sose of the young children sstray, was genorally disruptive snd
bad been involved receatly in various escapades such as being up late
ot night after staff had gone to bed and clisbing scaffolding outside
of the building. Behavioural probless with Norsan have been a long
standing problen, both at Oaklands and at Gregory Avemue, vhere he
vas previously placed. Recently, however, some Light has boen shed
on the Lehavioural problems and it appears that Normsn is suffering
fron sose forn of depression and has, generally speaking, peychiatri
problens. Mr. Mills said that despite Norman's poor behaviour he vas
alvays a truthful boy and if he had done anything wrong, be vould
alvays adnit it.

Statf complained that Norman tended to irritate them by mdging thea
and bumping into then and generally being disruptive. Mr. Mills
replied that Norman tended to vant physicsl contact and perhaps this
could, he reelised, in some c cause sta? embarrassment

4 lengthy discassion wes then pursued abowt Norman and his history,
but the Mesting could not find an answor to Norman's behavioursl probless
and tho emphasis appeared to ho more on how to react after he had been
ik, nd sbeliaving:
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I aid lears today that when Norman visited the Greenvood fanily
on Cnriotnas Day they Fefused to bring hin back to the F.G.H. despite
Ghe fact that thors vas no francport that day. Kr. Strest brought

Norman back on that occasion.

Visited and saw Nomman todsy on his 15th Birthday. He vas somewhat
euphoric today, extrenely rleased with his various birthday presents,
and particularly vith the various money he had been given, In all,
Nopman had received over £20 in birthday money, and he was keen to
&0 into Bolton this weekend to buy himself clothes.

However, Nornan is more and more questioning the staff's decisions
&t the F.G.E., and attempts to draw me into taking sides with hin
against them, He vent on at length to me sbout whether it vas right
that he should have to buy new shoss for himself out of his own
money, stating that he had been told this by Mrs, Street.

However, vaen I subsequently spoke to Val Street, che explained that
Norman had ha a lot of clothos bought for hin of late, and that at
prosent there vas ineufficiont money to buy him a now pair of chooa.
Houever, if Norran was prepared to wit a little longor, the F.G.H.
vould teythen, Nornen however, would not wait, end was therefore
attenpting to use me to manipulate the situation to his eatisfaction.
Arranged to see Norman next week, so that we could have & further
conversation then.

Visited and saw Norman this evening. He was still raising the
subject of the new shoes, and gererally conplaining that he dossn't
like Mrs. Street, claiming that they can's hit it off. It ie obvious
that Norman is a lad who is pushing for more and more independence,
but he does want his own ay in so many things, and this is leading
to clashes with the staff. Although Norman claims to be very happy
living in the Atherton area the otaff point out that he associates
uith mich older lads, and that he has drifted on occasions recently
into the home of a fairly disreputable character who lives near to
the 7.6

28.5.82
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Visited mnd seu Norman foday. Norman in rather a truculent mood
When T apoks £o hin sbout glue sntifing, fe ineists. that & miaber of
the other lads at Voodfiolds are also glue aniffing, which I was
elready avare of. Hovever, I euphasised the dangers to his health
and appealed to his intelligence.

Noman spoke quite freely of his recent association with Mr. & lirs.
Greenvood. He had initially visited with Christmss fresents for
the whole fanily, and the relationship with the Greenvoods had then
appeared to blosson again, to the extent that the Gresnuood's had
stated that Norman's behaviour was 'mich improved'l The foste
parent's had then suggosted tho possibility of Noman Teturning to
Live vith them, according to Nornan (although they have not contacte
mysslf or Voodfields to suggest such a nove). Fowever, Norman realif
that e is only acceptabile to this family if he behaves in a certain)
fashiodfés the perfectly behaved foster child, and that he could mot
keep up the pretence for any length of tie, end nor would he vant
to do so,

appasrc
Noman atkw=pts to be able to see the superficiality of his
relatonship with the Greemuoods, and I foel that it is a very healt
development, fof this young 1ad to have decided for hizself, that
be doss not wish to reurn to the family permanently. Howover,
be has also decided that he does not want to spend Christmas with
then either, wnich is perfeotly socoptable to the staff at loodfield:
The Woodfield's staff and I are supporting hin in this decision whiol
obviously is not all that easy for lornan to make, ond has undoubted

12.12,80
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Flaced him under great emotional pressure.
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Name, NORMAN, SISSAY...... Ty
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Rormen is coping with the regine of oodend, although is mot.
very happy in this establistment. ke is kept generally occupied

by the SEALE Ln doing varlous Jobs in the srounds, altbough s

ot allosed out by hinself. Nommwan at least has 4 general respect
o e Seac e o Foels ave Toiralaht: with han He prefers
o"be treated honestly,“alihough this cbviosuly can be uite painful
tines.  Norman is still insisting that he wishes to lesve Hoodend

a5 so6n 3 possible after his Case Conference is held.

T have explained to Norman that T feel he would best be placed in a
sonl Jodegendant Tiying wnic e.5. o hootel for adolescants with
perhaps 4 separate Elat accomedation. Unforcunately, this would
mean Notan having to nove away fron Uigan, and would also require
the Einancial support of this Authority. Norman is wsura of

he vants, although he is obriously amxious about oving away.

1 b discussed lorman' s ature with De. Gook and lso with
i, Roberts, Residential Nanager. DE. Gook doss mot. believe that
Yorman is suficiently enotionally secure to Tive on his om, ant
DeTetes’that this ype-cf move could Lead i 1o bacane deprersed
Gasily.” She acrecs Wat a sem independent Living ituation In a
Postel for exarple wuld appeat to be best suited to Normants needs.
D2 Cook has 150 now given - the nane f  gEoup, o bLACk youne b
i enchester, dhe Natinal Coop, . tarys S5 e

(7 815735 16657) an has asked e fo acimse & mecting with thia
Sroup for Norman,  DE. Cook an now 1ot actend the Fortheoning

& conterence at Hoxdend.

He. Roberts is avare of the difficulties in obtaining a place in
a Tostal in the Manchester srea for omman, but feels that this
Authorlty weuld Listan o' an apprecch, L the Case Conference
nd Dr. Cook were to rece

Phoned Dr. Moss' surgery, and explained that Norman would not be
Kecping an appointnent today, because of his changed circurstances.
also phoned D.H.5.5. explainid the change of hoae for this youn man.|
D.HS.5, want Norman to visit their Laigh Office to complete forns
confirming his curcent living sltuation. Have subsequently
discussed this with oodend Staff.

o
N. MILLS. S.S.8. N“\N

Abtendsd Norman's Case Gonference, which Norman also cape into at
the end. (See full conferenca roport on the fils). Before the
Conference, Norman told me. that certain staff at Woodend had sugsdstal
the possibility of hin having his own bedsit/flat within Woodend, |
WALISE he went out to work (or further education studies). Nommdn
has jumped at this possibility and says that he 1s still too casclon
about moving away from the area. This possibility uas therefore
discussed Lully at the Conference, and A1l be folloved up in the
near Fatie, when M. Mackie retufns.

Escorted Norman to and fron Dr. Cooks clinic. He is already
beginning to backtrack sLightly on his request to stay at Woodend
yesterday, but T have explained to hin that the situation will
Hirther élscussion dnd he will need o be paient, I have arzanged
o B Bt B e S on the 5k July and e fects

suficlently confident in himself now to go on his oum.

s

.78

25.7.8
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Visit - gome ten minutes vith Norman on his own, the interview
interrupted by a visiting Aunt. The incident had clesrly daken Hora
and he folt some insecurity as o his position in the homs - ho adnitted
£o difficulties of controlling his temper but ncisted that he had mot
meant it hie had said. e did recognise that his Hun vas under some
strain at the ronent, although he wa@n' gure why, old hin soms of

the reasons, and his response vas if only T had realised and he Z
even nore uwhappy at having alloved the incident to develop.

:
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Attended Leigh Police Station again, as Norman has been accused of | 8.12.83
breaking into the Waddington's van by Mrs. Waddington. Fortunately
this happened on an evening when Norman was in the F.G.H. all night,
and the staff have confirmed this. Police have accepted this story}
but vere trying to get some leads from Norman tomight. It seems
that Mes. Waddington has also told Police of Norman's camnabis
taking, and police called at Family Group Hone wanting to search
his rotm. However, staff vould not permit this without a werrant,
and therefore no further action has ensued.





