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Introduction:

                                                                                                                                                                      
When you are a rough sleeper, destitute, broken, branded, 
abandoned and destroyed, the journey of rebuilding yourself and 
your life is harsh and challenging. That is why some choose to 
give up and stay in the dark. It is easier to give up than fight your 
way back up towards normality and quality of life. People don't 
realise that you can't put a rough sleeper in a house and say 
'Problem Solved!'.

 My life has been all battles, but possibly rebuilding from being a 
rough sleeper while the Church of England's un/civil war about 
my abuse case raged in the press and media was the hardest 
battle of my life. And one of the most incredible.

 I am female and autistic, I also have avoidant attachment 
disorder, which means that even without the abuse and horror 
that I have lived through, I am predisposed to being vulnerable 
and isolated as well as depressed and anxious.

This book is my story of three years rebuilding my life after rough 
sleeping, starting with nothing but myself and a few bags of tatty 
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possessions and the loving support of a couple who have been 
like parents to me since they met me when I was sleeping rough. 
I refer to them as my adoptive parents throughout the book.

Beggars can't be choosers, they say. Although I was never a 
beggar while I was a long term rough sleeper. But what I mean 
is, when I was in very difficult situation and was sent a message 
by the lodging house landlord, offering me a room, I grabbed 
that chance and I took the room and left the streets. It was a very 
lucky opportunity to have arisen, to be honest, but that is another 
story. The other story/ies will be available in due course. 

The room I was offered was my chance at a whole new life, 
although the old life and it horrors were still chasing me. And in 
the end I  re-created the life I had before, only better in some 
ways and with the addition of the psychological scars and the 
ongoing war with the Church of England.

Chapter1.

For a long term rough sleeper, leaving the streets is a shock to the 
system. Being indoors is terrifying and bewildering and hard to 
adjust to, it is not a happy ending. It is like a plane crash-landing 
onto a runway and bouncing as it continues along the runway.

I had been on the streets for three years.  I was still very 
traumatised and was caught up in the battle between members of 
the Church of England in the press over my case. To make it 
worse, a group of bloggers who considered themselves to be 
human rights activists and investigative journalists also increased 
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the harm with their well-meaning but inaccurate accounts of my 
case, and just as the press ignored my voice and side of things, 
these bloggers added to the anguish by doing the same, apart 
from two bloggers who communicated with me and did their best 
to make sure I was heard, albeit to a smaller audience than the 
press coverage of my case was getting. 

My effort to leave the streets in 2013 was one of a number of 
efforts all of which so far had failed.

And this was the second time that I went to live at this particular 
lodging house, the first effort hadn't worked out well but at least 
it had started me on my journey away from the streets.

It's difficult to do disentangle my leaving the streets from the 
church war that was going on in the background when I left the 
streets but these two things were not entirely connected. 
Throughout this book I try to focus on how I rebuilt my life, but 
it is impossible not to draw attention to the continued Church 
War, and how it's periodic surfacing impacted on my new life and 
my rehabilitation. The Church war will be covered in other 
books, as will my life as a rough sleeper and previous to that. 

If this book makes any profit, then the money will be used on my 
continued rehabilitation, therapy, support and progress.

It was in march 2013 that I had first attempted to leave the street 
had a proper concerted effort on my own to end my rough 
sleeping lifestyle.  That first effort had been about a month in a 
lodging house where I was the only female and that men have all 
had problems including alcohol.  I didn't feel safe there.  When I 
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left the lodging house that March it was snowing and I had 
pneumonia as a result of the poor hygiene in the lodging house.

So it was November 2013 but I tried again to leave the streets, 
with more success this time. And by then the whole of the 
Church of England war had kicked off in the press.

I wasn't really in a fit state to be on the streets anymore, so 
traumatised and bewildered by couldn't think straight.

I was invited to go back to the lodging house and despite the 
failure of the last stay there I decided to go back.

Unfortunately it wasn't any better.  I didn't really have enough 
money to keep a roof over my head and I was still the only female 
in a house full of men with problems.  I felt very vulnerable.

One of the residents who had been there previously was still 
there, he had previously stolen from me and abused me.  It was 
very unpleasant to have to live in the same house as him 
especially as the landlord had deliberately not told me that he was 
still there because the landlord had wanted me to come back.

I was back in the same room that I had had the previous had time 
and it was nice to have some familiarity.  The room itself was 
alright but very small.

The house wasn't a very pleasant place, with no hot water or 
heating it was hard to keep warm and hard to keep clean.  it is 
unsurprising that I had contracted pneumonia and whooping 
cough there the previous time. 
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 It was hard to live in this house because I was nervous all the 
time. I didn't have enough money for food.  So I would go to the 
outreach every week and they would give me a hot meal and a 
food parcel.  I would help in return with washing up, and I would 
lay tables and help other people there.

The lodging house was quite isolated, up a hill and out of the 
way, I struggled to walk up the hill home, down the hill and into 
town, and I had no money for the bus.  I felt very alone and very 
frightened, I had felt better when I was sleeping rough.

Throughout the time that I lived on the streets I was often told 
that I should live indoors and that I be better off indoors but I 
had always felt unable to be indoors because of the trauma that I 
had suffered which I relived every time I spent a night indoors. 

 Trying to overcome this trauma and suffering nightmares and 
flashbacks every night in those early days was living hell. And of 
course I had night terrors about dying estranged from my family, 
branded by police and church and being a figure of ridicule in the 
press and media in death even more than I was in life. I still have 
such traumas and terrors. 

So life off the streets wasn't much fun, and the battle in the 
background between the Church members in the press was 
hurting me very badly.  I felt worthless and useless during the day 
because I couldn't work and I didn't think I would ever be able to 
find structure in my life because if I couldn't work what could I 
do?

There was hopelessness in trying to build a new life in the terrible 
and destroyed state I was in, branded for life, unable to work and 
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unable to come to terms with losing everything that I had had in 
my life before I became homeless. My life was very bleak indeed 
at this point.  All I could to was hoped that things were going to 
get better and that I would find a reason to live and to stay 
indoors.

Each day I would make my way from the lodging house to the 
town, I would go to the library, I would go down to the sea and 
watch the boats, although that would make me sad for the life 
that I had lost.  

And the library was hard for me, with no point in study or self-
help any more. My life was behind me now, this was a dreadful 
empty afterlife, but I still didn't give up.

The days were spent hanging around town with nothing to do, 
and trying to get food as cheaply as possible usually from the 
reduced section at the supermarket.  The evenings were a bit 
better because I could lie in bed and wrapped up warm against 
the cold in the house, and I could watch television and escape the 
reality of my terrible situation. I found the television comforting, 
it was also a luxury to me after my time on the streets, where of 
course there is no television.

I think there were only a few advantages to being indoors at the 
time, including being out of the bad weather, being able to watch 
television, and being able to make hot drinks.

It was almost impossible to pay the rent and get food, I didn't 
have enough money.  I wasn't on Housing Benefit and I didn't 
know how to apply for it, I felt that Housing Benefit was very 
hard to apply for, and that I wouldn't be able to explain myself to 
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the Council, and that I would be vulnerable to being traced by the 
Church of England and their associated authorities who have 
harmed me, if I did apply for Housing Benefit.

So I was in a desperate situation I was in danger of either starving 
or losing the roof over my head. I felt very vulnerable to the CofE, 
and I felt that it wasn't a good idea for me to go back to sleeping 
rough if I could avoid it, I had been ill with chest infection  and I 
was very tired and injured from the Church War and the press 
reports. This Church civil war and press releases will be more 
adequately described in other books.  I want to focus on talking 
about coming off the streets here. Unfortunately, as I write this, 
several years later, the war and the nasty press releases aren't over 
yet as far as I know.

I was trying to find structure and reasons for living now that I 
was off the streets and no longer focussing only on survival, 
which, funnily enough, is what kept me alive on the streets.

Thankfully the house had internet, and I would go online in the 
morning and evening and blog about this new life, just as I had 
blogged every day about life on the streets. Then I would sign 
onto a website where you click on things and your click means 
someone sponsors other people in need, for example you click 
and it pays for a cup of rice for a hungry family, or you click and 
someone pays towards school books for a poor family. I hope this 
helped people, it gave me a reason to get up in the morning. 
Then I would work on a website I was trying to build to help 
other homeless people, but I felt too inadequate and useless to 
continue this.
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I decided, despite seeing little point in it, to join in the online 
courses offered free through the local library website, I studied all 
kinds of things but the courses were American-based so the 
terminology could be frustrating, and the library didn't warn 
learners of this.  

One of the other things that I found good about living indoors 
was that I had access to YouTube through the Internet and I 
could listen to music as much as I liked and that helped me to 
calm down.  Some of the songs I remember listening to a lot at 
this time included 'sailing' by Christophe Cross and other similar 
songs. My life runs to a kind of sound-track of songs that resound 
with me at different times, so this was a soundtrack to my new 
life.  One of the reasons for the song sailing was that it didn't 
remind me too much of my old life and my joyful sailing days, 
but it was a good theme for living by the sea, and I also had a 
faint hope of one day being able to sail again although at the time 
I was not in a fit state to sail.

I continued to have persistent flashbacks day and night and 
nightmares, I would wake up terrified and distressed in the night, 
and being indoors made this worse. I was afraid to sleep. Being 
awake in the night wasn't a good thing because my thoughts 
were dark and sad.

Lack of money forced me to go to the Jobcentre in the end and 
explain to them that I wasn't able to get food and pay my rent, 
they told me I should apply for Housing Benefit, but I explained 
that I felt unable to, and they gave me a food bank voucher and 
told me that the food bank was at an evangelical church some 
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distance away, even further from my home. The food bank was 
open two days a week for a certain number of hours. 

So the next food bank day, I set off from my home and walked 
the miles to the food bank, no money for the bus and not looking 
forward to trying to get the food parcel home on foot, but at least 
I would have food for a while.

The food bank people were typical evangelicals, they wanted to 
know the gory details, which I refrained from telling them, they 
wanted me to come to church, they wanted me to pray. I wonder 
how other people who aren't indoctrinated deal with all this, but I 
needed any support I could get at the time, so I enjoyed some hot 
drinks and a chat with the food bank staff, and they made me up 
a generous food parcel, and not only that, they gave me a lift 
home! 

Once home, I felt overwhelmed with relief and gratitude, it was 
like a head-rush. It was nice to cook a big meal too. Because 
although the hygiene was poor and sharing a small kitchen with a 
load of men terrified me, at least there were cooking facilities in 
the house. I did risotto, just simple spam with onion and tomato 
and rice, it was heavenly.

The evangelicals wanted me back on Sunday, and although I was 
terrified of church, I saw this as a faint hope, a lifeline, a way 
forward, to actually be with people and do something. This is 
what all rough sleepers need. A long term rough sleeper newly off 
the streets needs structure and community, otherwise they may 
give up in despair or return to the streets.
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My experiences of church had been so bad that I was very unsure 
of allowing church to be part of my life again.  But it was a 
lifeline at a time I needed a lifeline, and these people had been 
kind to me and make sure I had food.  So I grabbed the lifeline, 
and that Sunday and walked the miles up and down the hills to 
the Church.

Going to church left me in a panic but the evangelicals from the 
Food bank helped me as best they could, after the service and 
they did their best to make me feel welcome but it was a small 
church and a small church room so I never did stop panicking. 
The church of England had made me feel that I could not be part 
of the church or attend a church or be welcome. I always have 
and always will feel like a 'Bad Goat' in relation to churches, but 
at the time I needed the lifeline that this church offered.

It was December now, although it was a fairly mild December, 
the house where I was living wasn't heated, and when I was at 
home I was cold, being cold indoors is very different from being 
cold as a rough sleeper, when you're a rough sleeper, you are 
either moving about, wrapped in layers of blankets or clothes, or 
sheltering somewhere warm, but when you are in a cold house, 
you can't keep moving about and you can't keep warm. This was 
a house with no heating and no hot water and a landlord who did 
not like the use of heaters.

When the church heard that I had to go home to a cold house, 
some of them are invited me home, they told me that they had a 
warm home and a chicken in the oven.  I haven't had an roast 
dinner for as long as I could remember.
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Again I was terrified my memories of the church and people in 
the church in the terrible way that I have been blamed for bad 
behaviour of Church of England members overwhelmed me.  I 
was literally shaking but this was survival, in the same way that 
everything I had done on the streets to keep myself alive and well 
had been.

Being in a normal domestic family home was still quite a novel 
experience for me, the lodging house wasn't a normal domestic 
family home.

This evangelical couple who took me home were retired. An 
English teacher and A nurse.  Of course this caused flashbacks I 
say with a slight grin hoping you will read or have read my other 
stories about my life. I have had experiences of English teacher 
and nurse couples before, and this was one of the incidences of 
my past life replaying itself in my new life.

Their house was warm, very much a home.  The couple had a 
jigsaw puzzle on the living room table, they encouraged me to do 
some of the puzzle.  Again this was a novelty to me, part of 
domestic living that I had forgotten about. I felt kind of sad and 
out of place in a home belonging to people who had always 
known home and normal life and good things.

It was nice to have such a good meal, and to be in a warm house.  
In evening we went to church again and then they dropped me 
off at home, they wanted me to keep coming to church, to church 
groups, and to the Food bank every time it was open.  The Food 
bank had a café for anyone who needed a chat and who was 
isolated and you didn't need a Food bank ticket to attend.  So 
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now at least I had some lifeline and structure in my life, I just had 
to built on it.  It remained terrifying for me because it was a 
church.

So now my life consisted of Internet every day, studying clicking 
on the hunger site to provide food and essentials for other people, 
writing about my life and keeping my daily blog, going to the 
outreach once a week, going to the Food bank café twice a week, 
and going to church on Sundays.  Life was becoming more 
structured and less isolated, but it remained a terrifying tightrope 
walk, with my fear of church, and the nightmares and flashbacks, 
and continued harm to me by the Church of England.

However, life at the lodging house was deteriorating, realistically 
it was not the place for a vulnerable woman, it hadn't been the 
first time around, but it was a roof over my head.  The man who 
had been there when I was there previously was noisy and 
disruptive and I lived in fear of him.  I was finding the cold and 
the lack of hygiene and the lack of hot water very difficult, and 
there were times when I felt that I would have been better off on 
the streets.

If you ever meet a long term rough sleeper, don't make the same 
mistake that so many have made with me and tell them that their 
problems will all be solved if they get a roof over their head.  
Unfortunately a roof over their head of a long term rough sleeper 
brings many more problems to them, it isn't a magical solution. 
It is a hard and isolating and terrifying choice to make to leave 
the streets, it instantly separates you from the comradeship of the 
other rough sleepers among other things as well as a lot of 
support that specifically targets rough sleepers.



13

When someone leaves rough sleeping, they have no money, and 
usually the accommodation that they get is hostel or lodging 
house. Unsafe, unsettled and often furthering the harm already 
suffered.

I was in a position where I didn't have many choices, I had a roof 
over my head, and despite the fact that it was not a good roof, it 
would have been foolhardy to return to rough sleeping in the 
winter and just before Christmas, especially as it was a very rainy 
winter. So I advertised for another place to live, despite having no 
money, no work and no way of explaining myself to a prospective 
landlord.

December 2013 was out of the frying pan and into the fire.

I was very swiftly offered a room near the lodging house. I hoped 
for the best as it was not a lodging house, but I was uneasy about 
it from the start.

The landlord seemed very expansive and generous, saying I was 
welcome to have the run of the house and all the usual spiel that 
these people come out with. And although I decided to take the 
place due to needing to be in a place with hot water and heating 
before I got pneumonia again, and because I needed to get away 
from the men at the lodging house and the poor hygiene there, I 
was uneasy about it. But let me put it this way, this new room 
had an ensuite where the shower curtain was not covered in 
bogeys where people had picked their noses and wiped on the 
shower curtain. And that is just one example of the lodging 
house, I am not sure you want any more! 
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Anyway, I accepted this room despite it costing £20 more than 
the other one, living alone in this house with this man. I didn't 
see a problem with that, it wouldn't be the first time I had shared 
a house with a man and been alright. I was more uneasy about 
other things, he had a dog and when I offered to walk the dog he 
said it was dangerous and could bite, now that seemed strange, 
the dog was never muzzled and showed no interest in biting. 

Within a week I was more concerned because this guy I was 
living alone with had a background. It turned out that he had not 
one but two ex-wives as well as an ex-partner who he was 
fighting with, and fighting over custody of his children by all of 
them. He would sometimes fight with them very loudly by phone 
late at night, including threats and talking about when he was in 
prison. I started to feel worried. 

I was still frightened to sleep indoors anyway and was unable to 
sleep until the early hours and was having violent nightmares. 
Unfortunately this turbulent landlord overheard me having a 
nightmare and screaming in my sleep and he turned hostile and 
called me 'weird' to his girlfriend, who didn't live at the house 
but hung around a lot of the time. This experience knocked my 
confidence and embedded my fear of indoors even further. I was 
only sleeping a few hours a night.

As Christmas approached, it was comforting to join in Church 
activities, we went Carol singing, we had a church video evening 
where we watched 'Nativity 2', and we enjoyed other festive 
activities. I decorated the Christmas tree in the church room. It 
was wonderful to have a tree to decorate again after my years on 
the streets. And this year, church members didn't start avoiding 
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me in case I expected an invite or trying to send me to 
'community Christmas meals' as if I was unable to make my own 
decisions, this had caused me a lot of distress in previous years.

The people from church would often give me a lift home from 
church, sometimes politely commenting on how 'nice' my street 
was. It wasn't, they were from nice areas and I had moved from 
the reasonable area where the lodging house was to the local 
council and housing association estate, and it wasn't nice at all. 

As well as going to the Evangelical church, I also attended Mass 
at the local Catholic Church, but this large church wasn't exactly 
welcoming, and in true Catholic style, people didn't really make 
me welcome as a newcomer, they just watched to see if I could 
get my lines right, but at least I was getting out and worshipping 
and spending time with other people.

One day the evangelicals gave me a lift home from an event. One 
of them came into the house with me, the lady of the couple who 
had taken me home for Sunday lunch. She was quite deaf, so 
when my landlord came in, she just nodded and smiled along as 
he started rambling about his various wives and children and the 
various fights he had had with them and their partners.

It was what he moved on to talk about that chilled me, but my 
evangelical friend just kept on nodding along and agreeing with 
him, and it wasn't until later that I found out that she hadn't 
really heard or understood him.

He talked about the only two previous tenants he had had, both 
female.  He referred to both of these as girls.
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He rambled through the story of how both the girls had left. Both 
very similar, he claimed they didn't pay rent and tried to leave 
and he went after them and there was violence. He claimed that 
one had broken his car windscreen. I was surprised that my 
friend didn't seem shocked, just smiled and nodded and later 
said she hadn't heard what he had said. But I was uneasy.

When my friend had gone, my landlord went back out to 
continue repairing a car that he had on the driveway.  He was a 
Mechanic, that he was off work off sick with a leg injury from his 
employment, but he was repairing cars privately for cash, I 
overheard him one day voicing his concern to someone on the 
phone that his employers knew what he was doing claiming 
sickness benefit while repairing cars privately. By this Point I was 
becoming quite concerned for my safety in this house.

It was now the week before Christmas.  Now I got in a bit of a 
muddle at church, because after previous years of being shunned 
during December by people who are afraid that I would expect an 
invite for Christmas, I ended up with two invites from people at 
the evangelical church.

Now the evangelical couple who I was closest to, were the second 
invite and I felt that I had to accept the first invite, which was 
from the pastor and his wife.  The pastoral couple were always 
very nice to me and it was kind of them to invite me, it was nice 
to know that I wouldn't be alone over Christmas.

I'm not good at knowing how to deal with social situations for 
example where I received two invites one after another, the 
second being from people who had become friends to me.  But I 
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had always been taught to accept the first invitation if I was ever 
given more than one, thankfully this was part of what I had learnt 
in the Church of England, when I had been part of the rather 
affluent and upmarket district in which my first churches were, I 
had learnt a lot about social niceties there.  

So I accepted the invitation from the pastor and his wife and 
when my new friends invited me I explained to them that the 
pastor had invited me, they were okay by this because they were 
close friends of the pastoral couple.

Despite my fears about my accommodation, I was already having 
a wonderful run up to Christmas with the church fellowship and 
activities.

Already I was beginning to feel alive and integrated enough to 
take part in events and to think about charity work, and I met 
with a local charity and discussed how I could help them. In the 
weeks before Christmas I ended up standing out on the cold 
streets with a collecting tin, raising vital funds for the charity. I 
felt very nervous and very happy. People who were out Christmas 
shopping were very generous and kind to me.

So Christmas week arrived, and after having very little money I 
now had enough benefit money through to get to some 
Christmas and normal groceries and a few decorations from the 
charity shops for my room.

On Christmas Eve I enjoyed various church festivities and 
activities, and later in the evening I went to midnight mass.  I 
had warned my landlord that I would be out late and I promised 
not to make too much noise when I came in however it didn't 
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matter as he was out getting drunk, he said the Christmas didn't 
mean anything to him he didn't have many decorations in the 
house, there was no sign it was Christmas in the house apart from 
in my room where I had my little decorations.

On Christmas morning, I made my way to the evangelical 
church, although on the way a member of the church of, the 
treasurer stopped and gave me a lift in his car, he asked me a lot 
of questions and I told him I'd been to midnight mass that the 
Catholic church.  When we arrived at the evangelical church, the 
church was crowded, but we had a lively and enjoyable service.

After the service the pastoral couple told me that the treasurer 
would also be coming to their house for Christmas day. He was a 
divorcee, and his only son didn't want to come to him for 
Christmas.  I realised again that I wasn't the only person with 
problems and that even someone who lived a fairly normal life 
could end up lonely and isolated.  The treasurer drove me to the 
pastor's house after my friends had given me a bundle of gifts 
that they had wrapped for me.  

It is a pity I overheard the treasurer talking about me to the 
pastor's wife, but I knew he could be a bit patronizing. He told 
her scornfully that I had been to midnight mass at the Catholic 
Church, and he said that I was 'beginning to open up and talk 
about myself'. I didn't like this but I didn't take it seriously. The 
evangelicals didn't do a midnight service so why shouldn't I go to 
Mass at the Catholic church? 

This Christmas was already the best Christmas for me for a long 
time although outside it was pouring with rain all day.
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At the pastor's house it was noisy and hot and busy, the pastoral 
couple had three children, two grown up boys and a 12 year old 
girl who I knew from church.  The pastor's brother was also there 
and his parents who I also knew from church.

So with the whole family and me and the treasurer, it was a full 
and  busy house but that's how Christmas should be and I hadn't 
had a proper Christmas for as long as I could remember.

We all sat round on chairs in the living room well we've waited 
for lunch to be ready.  It was nice to be there and talk to everyone 
and I was made very welcome.

We had a very special Christmas dinner in the conservatory as 
torrential rain fell outside.  It is a very nice memory.

During lunch I got a missed call on my phone from the lady at 
the Charity, she left a message telling me the staggering figure 
we made from the Street collections.  I thought it was a bit 
strange that she called me on Christmas day to tell me this 
though.

After lunch we sat in the living room again as the family opened 
their Christmas presents, and although it was mainly family 
presents there was at least one present for me and the treasurer 
and I also have the presence from my new friends to open as well 
the pastor's family made quite a fuss over the press and that I got 
from my friends, it was all very nice.  After we had done the 
presents we've played games and had snacks until the evening 
was drawing on a bit and the rain had eased, so it was time to go 
home.
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There was a lovely Christmas day I will never forget it, I have had 
many bad Christmases the that one was good, at least Christmas 
day was.  And back at home I could still enjoy Christmas 
television, although my landlord was angry or drunk and fighting 
with his exes over the children most of whom he wasn't allowed 
to see and who weren't allowed to visit his house.  I should have 
realized from the fact that he wasn't allowed to see his children 
that he wasn't a safe person.

The problem with low rent accommodation is, it will have 
problems, and this was almost beyond the understanding of my 
evangelical friends, just as it is beyond the mature and middle 
class patrons of most churches. 

But just off the streets and unable to claim housing benefit or 
provide references or in any way get a decent place to live, things 
were rough and would remain rough.

It is fortunate that the evangelicals were there to rescue me when 
this accommodation broke down but unfortunate that they didn't 
understand the situation there and later on, went round gossiping 
about it and caused me a lot of problems, but we will get to that 
later. 

Here and now in the Christmas and new year week, the landlord 
was drunk and hung over and arguing with his various exes and 
not allowed to see his children at Christmas, and he said this was 
why Christmas meant nothing to him. He was legally restrained 
from seeing some of his children due to previous violence. But I 
was nervous of him and avoided him, and his girlfriend, who 
lived elsewhere, didn't like him sharing a house with a female.
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So one day I came home and was embarrassed to find that the 
landlord had sellotaped notices all round the house telling me to 
leave, he wanted me out before he went away. This was 
appalling, if you want someone to leave, you tell them and you 
tell them why, rather than making accusations as he was, he 
accused me of strange comings and goings, which wasn't right as 
I had only gone about my normal routines, church, charity, 
outreach, and the only times I had been out outside of normal 
hours was for midnight Mass, which I had pre-warned him about 
and got his consent and not disturbed him as he was out drinking 
anyway, and the other time when I had left the house for a while 
as I was terrified by his violent row with one of his ex-wives. 

He was also still making me out to be weird, which was hurtful 
and more so that he didn't see his own aggressive and drunk 
behaviour as weird or frightening to a lone female. No doubt my 
reaction to his behaviour was seen as weirdness to him.

The thing was, though, it was a relief to be leaving, because I was 
terrified and felt trapped, this was not a safe place to be. And it 
was an illegal tenancy that he wasn't declaring, he was making 
money out of me and out of private work on cars whilst claiming 
sick pay from his employers. 

 The staircase to my room was dangerous and this tenancy would 
not have been approved by the council. 

I was only there a matter of weeks. When the evangelicals heard 
what had happened, they came round. They wanted me to stay at 
their house, which was a solution, but of course it was a solution 
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that filled me with dread because of what had happened in my 
past.

 The evangelical lady said she hadn't heard what this rogue 
landlord had said to us about the two previous tenants when she 
had visited before. But I was sure the other two tenants had also 
been vulnerable and had put up with his unexpected shouting 
and crazy behaviour and decided to flee or been confronted with 
silly badly spelled notices sellotaped round the house telling them 
to leave. The notice was a vague attempt by someone almost 
illiterate, to make a formal notice

I collected my things together, and the problem with being 
indoors is, you gain possessions, so it was a car load now, 
especially with the Christmas stuff. I went back with the 
evangelicals to their home.  

It was New Year's Eve, and they said they had been sorry not to 
have me with them on Christmas Day and at least I could now 
spend New Year with them before looking for a new home.

Of course the whole situation terrified me, it was like a really 
strong flashback, but as ever, I tried to keep my hopes up.

I had felt the need to try to explain myself to the aggressive 
landlord, but once I was at the evangelicals' home, I realised that 
I needed to do something more important, which was to ensure 
that this man didn't go on treating females with contempt or 
taking in unsuspecting vulnerable women and being aggressive 
to them.
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So I wrote to him, and we went and dropped the letter off. I told 
him that if I heard of him trying to let the room again, I would 
report him to the authorities, and that it was an illegal tenancy 
and that his aggression and his false claim that his dog was 
aggressive would not look good, nor would the dangerous 
staircase. I also told him that if he wanted any credibility he 
would not let the room without a proper agreement and that he 
learn how to write a proper letter of notice and learn to deal with 
tenancy issues properly and that his house was not a safe place 
for a lone female.

That evening as I watched DVDs with the evangelicals as we 
waited up to see in the New Year, this aggressive landlord sent 
me a load of drunken messages, apparently he couldn't find my 
keys, which I had put through the letter box, and he wouldn't 
stop texting, I told him that he was to stop and he would find the 
keys when he was sober and if he didn't stop texting I would 
contact the police and that would jeopardize his various efforts to 
get access to his various children. I never heard from him again 
but I was left shocked and stunned on New Year's Eve of all 
times and I felt very low and very humiliated to my friends. 

However, we saw the New Year in with relative enjoyment. We 
were watching 'Song For Marion' as New Year came in, and in 
that film the song 'Lullaby' by Billy Joel is sung. It was a song I 
knew but had never had any interest in until then, it was such an 
emotional scene as it was sung, and it reminded me of love and 
the good things in life. And in the end it became my theme song 
for 2014 and the new home I found and the hope and tentative 
love and more settled life that came with that year.
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We saw the new year in quietly and in a hopeful manner, no wild 
parties or anything special, just sitting there with Big Ben's 
chimes and the fireworks, as the evangelicals got texts from their 
family and replied.

And then it was bed time, only now my insomnia and dread and 
fear of sleeping indoors had increased so much that I could 
barely sleep, and it started to be a real problem as time went on.

One of the things that the evangelical lady did that really worried 
me, was she got me to take painkillers at bed time as she said this 
would help me to sleep. I know she was a former nurse but this 
really worried me, painkillers are for pain, not to be mis-used and 
it didn't help me sleep, what it did do was cause a flashback to 
that other evangelical Nurse and English Teacher couple also 
mis-administering meds to me all those years ago.

That first night in 2014, I only slept a few troubled hours of sleep. 
Painkillers made no difference.

Chapter 2.

One of the first events of 2014 was that a place came up on a 
waiting list for therapy. I had applied to this therapist in 2013 
when by chance I discovered that she was nearby where I was 
temporarily staying while I was still homeless.

This therapist did general counselling and psychotherapy but she 
put an emphasis on attachment and how relationships are 
affected by attachment issues, she also specialised in attachment 
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disorder, so I felt that she was ideal to help me. My psychologist 
who I had been seeing earlier in 2013 wanted me to have EMDR 
which is a trauma therapy, but I felt that it was risky to work with 
the trauma until I had a better base in various ways, including a 
better foundation from which to relate to other people.

So anyway, I could now see this therapist, if I could get there, as I 
had little money and it was a long way to travel now.

I was struggling to find a new home, and although it seemed my 
destiny to remain in the area where I now resided, it also seemed 
that I should sensibly consider a move closer to where my 
therapist lived. This was a conundrum.

My evangelical friends were going away for a 10 days to visit 
family, they usually did this in January as one of them suffered 
SAD and it seemed a good time for a change of scene and a post 
Christmas visit. 

They told me I could stay in their home and look after it and look 
for my new home. I was getting increasingly worried about 
finding a home and feeling that I was imposing, and of course it 
was all a huge flashback, even more so when they said I could 
stay while they were away, because that happened before, long 
ago, not that any bad came of it, if people leave me to look after 
the house they come back to a very clean and tidy house! I do a 
deep clean if I am left alone in charge of a house. It is funny how 
everything in life seems to replay, and certainly my life since I left 
the streets has been a replay of many things.

So they went off on holiday and I started therapy and also viewed 
properties, it remained very hard to explain myself to any 
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prospective landlord, and nothing suitable was available near to 
where my therapist lived. In the end, one day, a place came up 
that seemed to be a low-rent, no questions asked type place, an 
old hotel that had been converted into 20 or so ensuite rooms for 
lodgers. I didn't have many choices and this place didn't require 
a deposit, so I agreed to take the room available.

And again, in replay of my previous life, I moved out before the 
evangelicals came home, I got one of their relatives to check that 
I had secured the house and I gave her the keys. It was funny to 
relive it all, even to the fact that she and they said I had spotlessly 
cleaned the whole house before I left.  As I often say, since I 
came off the streets I have re-lived a lot of my past over again.

Some people from the church helped me to move house, but 
sadly I was moving out of the church district and the only way to 
get to church was on the bus, which I couldn't afford, and 
Sunday bus services were not great.

The new house was another lodging house, an old hotel 
converted into bedsits, with shared kitchens and a shared 
laundry.

The landlord accepted any tenant, no questions, as long as they 
paid the rent in advance, no deposit. So I am sure you can 
imagine, the 20 or so rooms were filled with a real mixture of 
people.

It was funny because the old hotel was still like a hotel, it even 
had the 'Vacancies' sign outside, so sometimes people would 
come to the door looking for a bed for the night. There was an 
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old TV lounge that people rarely went into, and books and 
leaflets for local attractions and takeaways in the hall. 

My room was a nice old ensuite hotel room, it felt rather funny 
being in a hotel room that wasn't.

I had a double bed with a bedside cabinet either side and a wall-
mounted TV and a little tea tray with a kettle and tea things on 
the side, and a small ensuite shower room. When the place had 
ceased to trade as a hotel, they had simply let the rooms just as 
they were.

The same day that I moved in, a young girl was moving in with 
her mother helping her, she was moving in upstairs but the 
landlord had advised me to take the downstairs room as it would 
be quieter, which wasn't the case, but I will get to that.

Anyway, this young girl and her mother couldn't move her chest 
of drawers upstairs, so I did. I felt strong and useful again as I 
helped with the furniture, and they were very grateful and I felt 
cheered up. I didn't know how much of my work-strength I had 
lost on the streets but I felt hope of regaining it at this point. The 
young girl had a much bigger room than mine, with a bath, and I 
wished I had taken an upstairs room then. The ensuite in my 
room was a small dark shower room with no window and poor 
ventilation and the light was dim. 

The house had two kitchens, one tiny kitchen on the top floor 
that was packed with residents' things, and usually in use by one 
or two people at a time despite being tiny, so there was no hope 
of me using that, but the kitchen downstairs that I was supposed 
to use was a real train-wreck.
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It was the old hotel kitchen, and the old ovens and fridges and 
equipment were still there, but everything was filthy. It reminded 
me of my childhood.

All the cooking appliances were filthy, and the kitchen was 
stacked with dirty plates and cutlery and fast food wrappers, it 
seemed that most of the residents couldn't cook. It was still a 
hotel kitchen frozen in time though, with all the old notices and 
rotas still up, almost spooky. The fridges had plenty of space in 
them as well as rotting food items, and I soon learned why. As 
soon as you put anything in the fridge, it vanished into someone 
else's room.

I looked the hotel up online and found lots of old reviews, the 
couple who had run it as the hotel were still the owners and now 
ran it as a lodging house. The hotel reviews tended to state poor 
hygiene and not very clean but they all said that the landlord and 
lady were very nice and made them most welcome. The final 
review that I read said that the environmental health agency 
would have closed the place down if they had seen the state of the 
kitchen.

Anyway, that wasn't too relevant now. This was January 2014 and 
the reviews had been a while ago.

I was still terrified of indoors and was hardly able to sleep, I was 
almost literally cowering in a corner at night, expecting a replay 
of the brutality and imprisonments that I had suffered, and it 
seemed impossible to overcome this, even to this day I retain the 
fear of my life being violently ripped from me, which makes it 
hard to be confident about continuing to rebuild it. 
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My fears were made worse here as this house, with all its 
residents, was unsettled and turbulent. The residents had 
problems ranging from learning difficulties to drug and alcohol 
addictions, and with no-one really in charge of this 20 bed house 
and no real ground rules, people kind of did what they liked, 24 
hours a day, which did not help with my insomnia.

The corridor I was in had five rooms, I think, and I was on the 
end, which made me nervous. One room had a girl with learning 
difficulties, she had a small dog that ran around yapping, the 
noise of that drove me mad, and she would let the dog out to yap, 
and then bang the hall door, the noise echoing round the house. 

Then there was a drug addict in one room and a dealer in the 
others, and they would fight in the corridor in the early hours, 
throwing things and demanding drugs and money and 
threatening each other.  The man in the room opposite me was 
almost normal, although he was heard to ask the dealer for 'tabs' 
occasionally.

Then there was me, terrified in the corner. I never really knew 
who was who on the two floors upstairs, sometimes they made a 
lot of noise, some of them used drink and drugs and used to 
make fun of me as I scurried about, terrified. The only other odd 
people out there were an immigrant couple with a young child 
and a large happy dog, they all lived in one room and although 
they spoke almost no English, they always acknowledged me and 
seemed to know that I was not one of the noisy drink and drugs 
crowd.
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I was struggling to make ends meet, keeping the weekly rent paid 
was my priority and it was a bit higher than the rents where I had 
lived previously and I was trying to afford my therapy as well. I 
couldn't keep food or milk in the fridges as it was stolen if I did, 
so I had to buy food and keep milk in my room, where it went off 
quickly.

 I remember going into the kitchen one day and there was a note 
on the fridge door, full of swearwords and threats, because 
someone had stolen someone's daughter's special milk. I knew 
who had written it, it was the very loud woman who had part time 
rights to her daughter under supervision from social services, but 
I thought that this was no place to have a child to stay.

I had been told by a number of people, especially the 
evangelicals, that Housing Benefit had been reformed and was 
easier to apply for now and was a better system, so I tentatively 
approached the council. I was still worried about the Diocese and 
their complicit authorities being able to trace me through the 
council, but I decided to go ahead with the application, it was a 
question of being able to keep a roof over my head or returning to 
rough sleeping, and once I had started the journey away from 
sleeping rough, I wanted to continue if I could, rather than go 
back.

It was really hard to go through the housing benefit process even 
though it obviously had been simplified and was more accessible, 
and the council helped me all that they could. However, we came 
to a major problem, a barrier that looked impossible to overcome. 
I didn't have a bank account.
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I think the full story of my lack of bank account is better 
explained in previous books, but having been a rough sleeper 
with no address for a long time, it wasn't surprising that I had 
neither got nor needed a bank account. But housing benefit 
could no longer do giros or post office payments, it had to be 
bank account or direct to the landlord and this landlord wouldn't 
accept direct payments. So I was stumped. I felt completely 
unable to explain to any bank why I was without a bank account, 
I had very little ID and no background, and I had very little 
money coming in, just ESA ad DLA, and I felt that no bank 
would accept me.

I looked online and there was a bank that offered basic accounts 
to people in my circumstances. Unfortunately they made a pigs 
ear of my application and told me that my address was still 
registered as a hotel and not a home address, and that I would 
have to send them utility bills to prove that I lived there. Of 
course I had no utility bills as I was just a lodger. 

I battled with them over this as I didn't know what else to do, it 
was a desperate situation. And worse still, this bank sent my 
identity documents back to me by recorded delivery, of course 
no-one answered the door when the postman rang, and I was at 
the back of the house, so the parcel of documents were returned 
to the sorting office, and the sorting office wanted to see some ID 
in order for me to collect the parcel, but of course all the ID I had 
was in the parcel! This was a great comedy but also very stressful 
at the time.
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 I emailed Royal Mail and they kindly brought the parcel back to 
the lodging house at an agreed time and I waited in the TV 
lounge and was there to answer the door when it arrived.

The problem remained that I had failed to gain a bank account 
with this bank due to my address. So I contacted the council who 
were waiting for bank details, they acted very kindly and helpfully 
and told me to go to a certain local bank and ask for a basic 
account and explain my situation to them. The council also 
kindly arranged a cash advance for me, although normally they 
can't do that. So I managed to keep the rent paid and keep 
attending therapy.

I made advances to the bank that the council had named. I had 
no idea how I would explain or deal with the questions. I was 
surprised that the bank were very kind and helpful and made sure 
that they knew how to respond to my disability as well. Within a 
week I had my new bank account, with a card just like the bank 
card I had had before I was homeless, and the same pin number, 
it felt like going forwards backwards.

I could now get Housing Benefit, and to me, that felt amazing, 
although I was still worried about being traced.

The journeys to therapy were tiring and hard, and also weather 
dependent, the journey couldn't be made in really bad weather, 
and we had really bad weather, the therapy contract was very 
strict, demanding perfect attendance each week, and the 
therapist wasn't willing to drop this to every fortnight. 
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My adoptive Mum would always meet me there, which was a 
bonus but I began to feel that I was doing the impossible and I 
couldn't possibly rely on my money and the weather for perfect 
attendance, so sadly I decided to stop therapy, at least for the 
moment, it was a reluctant but necessary decision. Unfortunately, 
being a fugitive with very little money does lead to hard decisions 
and losing out on things.

So, as spring started to spring, I was in this lodging house where 
there was noise and disruption and very little sleep and the 
kitchen was atrocious, by this point the kitchen had got so bad 
that the landlord was threatening to lock it permanently, but no-
one would clean up after themselves. I did, I did my meals, 
washed my things and took my meal to my room to eat. For a 
while people started to make an effort to clean the kitchen but 
then fell behind, and the landlord locked it.

So, no kitchen now, nowhere to store or cook food, and it was 
getting worse.

The electrics on the ground floor were faulty. And at one point 
the lights in the hall simply stopped working. The landlord said 
this was due to water leaking into the wiring. But nothing was 
done about it.

The problem with this was that the hall corridor contained steps 
and a door that you couldn't see in the dark, so I had to be very 
careful not to bump into these. You may remember my 'houses 
are so breakable' comment in another story, well this is a typical 
example of how a rough sleeper can find houses 'so breakable' if 
they are a bit dyspraxic and live in a dark corridor with steps.
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Anyway, my shower broke, sending water everywhere, the pipe 
system was very old and the joins weren't good, but this is 
something the landlord did fix, swiftly, presumably because it 
was costing him a lot of water and a flood that he couldn't afford 
to leave. It was 11pm at night when he fixed the burst pipe, and as 
usual I spent most of the rest of the night awake anyway.

But things got worse, the water that was affecting the lights and 
electrics in the hall got into the lights and electrics in my room, 
the water was from a leak upstairs that couldn't be traced and my 
ensuite lost its light and ventilator as a result. The ensuite 
became damp and started growing mushrooms and mould and I 
started getting chest infections. The smell of the damp is 
something I will never forget.

There was now also a problem of washing being stolen from the 
lines now that the weather was warm enough to hang washing 
out. It had always been a worry to leave washing on in the 
laundry, when I could actually get a turn at using the machines, 
the washing machine in there was on all the time. So I lost a few 
bits of washing. But then worse still, a parcel of food that was 
delivered to me was stolen and the wrappers openly discarded 
where they could be seen.

The food parcel had been one of a series of lifelines, arranged for 
me through Amazon by someone who had heard my story of the 
way the Church of England had treated me and had made a 
number of Amazon gifts to me. I was still finding it hard to make 
ends meet, so parcels of a week's worth of Chilli con Carne and 
rice and UHT milk from Amazon had been a lifeline, so it was 
very upsetting that these things were being stolen. I didn't mind 
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eating chilli and rice every single day as long as I had a meal, and 
now I had no meals.

I told the landlord about this and he said he would fit CCTV one 
day. I wondered if that one day would be after he got the lights 
working or sorted out a system so that those of us who respected 
property could use the kitchen! 

Spring was progressing and it saddened me that because of my 
insomnia I was in a kind of stupor by morning and I missed the 
sunrises and the lovely early spring mornings. Every night I tried 
to sleep but the noise from other residents was too much. The 
landlord was called in several times and gave one of my 
neighbours a final warning for antisocial behaviour, then the 
police were called but incredibly I was actually asleep for that one 
and slept through it! The police arrested a resident, and for a few 
weeks after that, the police were round a lot, they didn't disturb 
me or even notice me. Things were quieter for a few weeks. It is 
funny that despite my fear of police brutality, their presence and 
actions now kind of passed me by without much notice.

The evangelicals from the church that I had moved away from 
had lost interest in me and when I told them about my struggles 
with Housing Benefit and banks, they had said 'We are not a 
government department, what do you expect us to do?' Which 
was sharp and odd, even from a divorcee pastor. My answer 
would have been 'pray or advise, which is what friends 
sometimes do' But I took the hint that they weren't my friends 
now.
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I remember walking down to the bay, down to the sea, feeling 
very exposed and afraid, I didn't like being on the beach, out in 
the open, I felt weak and useless and futile. The sea didn't have 
the same joy and wonder that it had done for the younger me, 
those years ago, the adventure, the excitement, the water sports, 
the people who were there in my life then. Here I was alone, 
destroyed, useless, futile, unfit, hardly able to walk, looking at a 
sea that wasn't my sea, my home and life were still gone and I 
just wanted to cry.

I hadn't noticed how bad my walking had become, and it was an 
effort to shuffle even down to the shops at this point.

I decided, that since I was rebuilding my life, I would try to sail. 
It was a rash decision and I wasn't fit. And this kind of sailing 
was not the kind of sailing from my last life, this was about 
dressing up in huge amounts of gear so that trainee instructors 
could use you as a pupil. They told me to bring sailing boots but 
I had no money for boots and I had no money even for things I 
needed, I wasn't rich from being on Housing Benefit, I was using 
a lot of money on printing and sending letters to do with the 
ongoing and ever threatening Church of England battle.

Anyway, so I got to the sailing club, told them that I had been 
unable to get boots, so they lent me some, and they dressed me 
up in all this sailing gear until I could hardly move. We used to 
sail in shorts and tee-shirts in my old life, boots and shoes 
optional, depending on the type of sailing. 

But this was a great disappointment. The instructor wasn't 
confident, I was his first pupil and he had no idea, it was 
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embarrassing and it turned out that I simply had no control over 
my legs I could not move about in a boat like I used to and like 
you need to. It was awful because I didn't know why. I was in 
bad shape. I shuffled miserably home, feeling like a light had 
gone out.

I decided that I needed to know why I hadn't been able to move 
my legs, I knew I was putting on weight from poor diet due to no 
facilities, I was buying readymade food and chips due to no 
fridge and no kitchen and of course I wasn't working and 
burning all the food off like I used to. But I knew that something 
else was wrong, I knew I could sit down and not be able to move 
my legs, which was very worrying, and it was hard to roll over in 
bed as well.

A new clinic had opened nearby, and they had back specialists 
there, it was non-NHS, but when I explained my problem, they 
offered a reasonable deal that would take some of my DLA. I 
could have done without the extra expense but this appeared to 
be a necessity, and because the NHS had been so useless to me 
and I was afraid of being traced through them as had apparently 
happened, and I didn't think they would help me anyway, this 
seemed to be the only option. I hadn't registered with a doctor 
since leaving the streets, indeed I had given up on NHS help in 
2012 and never tried to register again. But that will be in another 
book.

I was very nervous of going to the clinic, but it was OK. The back 
specialist was very skilled and he asked me about what was 
wrong and what had happened. I didn't launch into my life story, 
I told him about the tree accident that had hurt my upper spine 
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and how the NHS had failed me and left me with permanent 
problems.

He told me why he was a back specialist, he had been a fitness 
fanatic and had broken his back playing football but had got up 
and walked, not knowing he had broken his spine, this can 
happen, and he said during that months after this, his mobility 
had reduced gradually until he could barely do any gym, but he 
didn't know why.

Then he asked me 'So how did you break you back?' He told me 
that it doesn't seem to just be the wear and tear of heavy work, I 
have had a significant injury, and my body has compensated and 
knitted the muscles up to support my back. He also told me that 
my pelvis is yet again severely misaligned. I remember a few 
years previously, the effort by an osteopath to put my pelvis back 
in place left me feeling like I had been in an accident back then.

I will never forget the way this new man burst out laughing when 
suddenly my memory came back and I told him that I was pretty 
sure the lower back injury came from. I told him my tractor had 
got stuck and I had pulled it out from where it had got stuck. 
When he burst out laughing I realised he had imagined a full size 
agricultural tractor not a small horticultural one. And although I 
tried to explain as he continued to laugh, he had fits of giggles 
about it for the rest of the time he worked with me, and he called 
me 'super-woman' and said he would have to be careful while 
working with me.

He had a good sense of humour, and used to make comments 
about how he couldn't do as much work on me as he would like 
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as it would be too painful and he would have to work gradually or 
I would roll off the couch and bite his leg. He seemed intrigued 
by my touch sensitivity, some of the work he did made me ever so 
stressed but he had never had a patient with my kind of reaction 
to physical contact before.

The work on my back was very painful and I could hardly bear it. 
He tried to improve my upper spine and skull position as 
well as trying to put my pelvis back in place. 

After a few weeks I ended up feeling very ill after a session, 
although my walking had improved. I was sick and 
shivery and in pain. I was struggling to find the money for 
my treatment as it went on, as I only get low rate DLA.

I decided to have a break from the treatment, but as my 
circumstances changed, it turned out that the treatment 
was more than I could afford financially or physically, and 
I just couldn't continue. But I was walking a bit better 
now. I hoped to continue the treatment at a later date but 
as I write this I still can't afford it and have too many other 
things requiring financial attention. I sill walk lopsided 
and struggle with exercise. Injuries and slight scoliosis, 
pelvic tilt and slight leg length imbalance, nothing much I 
can do about it.

Anyway, Easter approached, and my Birthday. My Birthday was 
spent alone in the dark and damp room, no money for 
celebrations and no money even for a decent meal. I went 
to a local small church but it was not very nice. The old 
ladies at the back were muttering to each other and 
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staring at me 'WHO IS SHE?' They whispered loudly. So 
I decided not to go there again. I contacted another 
church and asked them about their services and they 
invited me along. It turned out that they had an evening 
service and they ran a food bank. When I got there, almost 
as soon as I got in, someone handed me a plate of food. It 
was great.

So, that was like a late Birthday present, good food and company. 
Now it was Easter week, and was still so indoctrinated by 
the CofE and Catholic Churches that I felt that I had to 
attend the Easter Week services, and the Evangelicals 
didn't tend to do the traditional services, so I went to the 
local Methodist Church nearby during the week, and 
inadvertently became part of that church as well, they kind 
of took me under their wing, I was the only impoverished 
disabled young person there, they were all older people, 
but at least I felt able to act out the usual traditions of 
Easter Week.

During the Easter weekend, I was overjoyed to enjoy Easter with 
the churches, but the violence and drinking in the lodging 
house was worse than usual. So as I sat awake in my 
room, listening to people threaten each other and throw 
things in the corridor, I thought about my past life, when I 
was young.   

I remembered my little bedsit, a haven that cost me only £50 per 
week when I was younger and much more hopeful and in 
work, I had got that bedsit with no questions asked. I 
wondered why I couldn't do the same again. So I put an 
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advert on the local marketplace site on the internet, a new 
treasure that I had just discovered. I put that I was a quiet 
non-smoking female looking for a quiet new self-
contained home. I felt proud to be able to represent myself 
and be pro-active like this.

Within the next day I got one reply, one reply only, and it was the 
one I had wanted and hoped for. A self-contained bedsit 
within a few miles and close to my new evangelical 
church.

Chapter 3

I enjoyed Easter with my Churches, and I had Easter chocolate. 
And then on Easter Monday I got the bus to view the new 
bedsit. Well I nearly didn't get the bus or the bedsit, 
because I had arranged a time to view, but the local buses, 
unreliable and expensive, were barely running on Easter 
Monday, despite being advertised as running a Sunday 
service on that day. So I stood at the bus stop for 45 
minutes, frantic because I couldn't contact the person 
who was offering the bedsit. 

I managed to get there, and just in time before my prospective 
landlady was leaving. I was very nervous and worried 
about explaining myself, but she didn't question me too 
much. I said I was a gardener and was injured and under 
treatment. True.
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The bedsit was a funny shape, it had a blue carpet and grey walls, 
it had some odds and ends of furniture, but it had a lovely 
little kitchen one end too. The kitchen had a fridge! And a 
microwave, but no cooker. But it was amazing to think of 
me in this place where I could have milk in a fridge and 
could heat meals in the microwave and guess what else it 
had? It had a washing machine of its own! 

The landlady told me the rent, and I knew that if I was very 
careful I could manage it, but then she assessed my 
circumstances and decided that I could pay fortnightly 
instead of monthly and it would work out cheaper. She 
told me that I would have to arrange to pay council tax 
too, I was rather worried about this, but I told the council 
and they said I would get council tax reduction.

I decided to take this place. But the problem was that I would 
have to give a month's notice at the lodging house, and I 
didn't think I could bear a month there or risk losing this 
new place, so I told the landlord I wanted to leave before 
the month. He objected but I told him that the situation of 
no light, no ventilation, no kitchen and my things being 
stolen could be reported to the council if he didn't let me 
go. Now his maintenance of that place definitely didn't 
meet council regulations, so he let me go. I felt a bit mean 
but low rent accommodation is harsh, and you have to be 
harsh to survive sometimes.

A few months after I left the lodging house, an article in the local 
paper told me that the landlord of the lodging house had 
been arrested on charges relating to historic sex offences 
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with underage girls. I wouldn't have thought he would do 
something like that, he never tried anything with me or 
other vulnerable female lodgers and he was happily 
married.

I moved to the new bedsit. It was self contained apart from the 
fact that I had to share a toilet and bathroom with other 
residents.

It was a funny old setup this bedsit house, it was three bedsits or 
studio flats, and one full size flat. The landlady also owned 
the house next-door, which was divided into two flats, and 
she lived round the corner and was around a lot.

I lived upstairs, the only other resident upstairs was a woman 
who worked as a breakfast porter in a local hotel. She had 
one room for living and sleeping and a separate kitchen 
opposite. There was a mysteriously unoccupied bedsit 
opposite me, which wasn't up for rent, and I puzzled 
about it until later, when it turned out that the tenant there 
had been ill long term and in hospital or staying with his 
mum.

The woman who lived upstairs with me was well-meaning but a 
bit difficult to live with, she would often be up in the night 
and would be opening and closing the doors to her rooms 
and the bathroom, which was distracting, but she also got 
drunk most evening and got noisy, which was worse. But 
this wasn't such a problem at first.  We had a little toilet 
on our floor, but the bathroom was downstairs and we 
shared it with one of the men downstairs.
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Downstairs one man had a completely self-contained flat, and he 
considered himself to be 'house manager' and was bossy 
with the tenants and the landlady alike, he also spent a lot 
of time drunk. He was 'retired' but in disgrace after a 
string of mysterious sackings.

The other tenant was a very quiet man, he hardly ever spoke to 
anyone at all, he was a curious chap, quite nice to me, to 
be honest, in a very quiet way, but it always took me by 
surprise when people were nice to me. The only time he 
showed impatience was when I was having a bath and he 
came home in a hurry for the loo. He had two small 
interconnected rooms but his rooms were piled high with 
things, he was an obsessive hoarder. The landlady said 
she didn't really understand him but as long as he paid the 
rent, he was OK. She said that he was well off, he had 
inherited a lot of money, but he chose to sit quietly in his 
little rooms, watching television and not doing much else.

So, these were my new neighbours, and they were generally quiet, 
it was a lot quieter than the lodging house. And my new 
flat had such a good view from the windows, I could see 
the hills and the cliff running down to the sea. However, I 
couldn't see the sea, the view just missed that, but I could 
see the sunrise in the spring and early summer, before it 
moved round.

The flat was clean and cheerful and I liked it. That night with the 
man downstairs' television droning softly, I fell asleep in 
the evening, and slept through the night for the first time 
since I left the streets four or five months previously.
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I hoped to stay here at the new flat indefinitely, and rehabilitate 
into work. It was the first time I had really thought about 
the future instead of survival, sadly fate wasn't to allow 
that, but that is later on in this story.

At this point I had an interesting adventure. Someone who had 
been following my case and sending me what support they 
could, asked if I was free to meet, as they would be in a 
town about ten miles away. I was lucky that some people 
from church were heading for that town and were able to 
give me a lift. 

The person who was meeting me was also mildly disabled and 
had survived bad things at the hands of some of the same 
people who had harmed me. So it was very interesting to 
meet him and hear his take on the terrible press onslaught 
against me, although it was traumatic to hear as well. We 
had lunch at Pizza express and he told me his own 
horrifying story. He had brought me a parcel of books and 
toiletries, which was very kind, and it was so nice to meet 
someone else who had been through some of what I had 
been through.

It was spring 2014 now, April onwards. I now had a flat, but no 
work, no car, no licence. My driving licence had been lost 
in the same way that my bank account had been, which 
will be described in other books, but I didn't see how I 
could get a driving licence and in order to have a good 
chance of work, I needed a driving licence. So I was 
worried that I was reaching the extent of my life rebuild 
and would now get stuck with no further room for growth. 
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My career and my fitness for work were ruined and it filled 
me with despair.

So at this time my life was focussed on trying to protected myself 
from the constant and increasingly severe damage from 
the Church of England and their press and media, so it 
was hard for me to enjoy my lovely little flat. 

The churches in my life helped to keep things bright and 
focussed, although I knew I couldn't tell them what was 
happening to me in the background, I knew that the 
influence of the Church of England would immediately 
lose me any church support as well as allowing me to be 
traced if I ever told the churches my secret, because they 
would contact the CofE or look my case up and see the 
one-sided slander of me. Being a fugitive and having such 
a secret is a cold lonely thing, but I knew the punishment 
for speaking out, the Church of England had drummed 
that into me indelibly. And I remained in fear of being 
traced and maligned by officials in the Church of England 
as that had happened repeatedly. I knew I could lose 
everything very easily.

The evangelical church had a regular programme for vulnerable, 
isolated and homeless people, and this played a big part in 
my rehabilitation. A long-term rough sleeper who leaves 
the streets needs something to replace the comradeship 
and soup kitchens that they leave behind.

With the evangelicals there was bowling on Mondays, drop-in 
and a light lunch on Tuesdays, drop-in and a brunch on 
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Wednesdays, and crafts followed by a full hot meal on 
Thursday, all for a small fee. And then at the weekends 
there was worship.

As the weather got warmer, I started to swim in the sea. This was 
great fun, I still wished I could surf and sail like I used to, 
but I knew that I couldn't be in the past or change the 
present, I could only go on trying to build a new life, and 
this was a lovely part of it. I have a favourite memory of 
enjoying a good swim in the sunshine and then going to 
the church for brunch. Small glimpses of paradise in a 
troubled life.

Another thing that came back into my life was photography. One 
of the sadnesses of losing my previous life was that I lost 
all my thousands of pictures. Now I was photographing 
the sea in all moods, lights, tides and times of day. Most 
of all, I loved to photo the sunrise or the angry sea in 
stormy weather.

So life was brighter now, in a way, I kind of felt like there was a 
chance of building a life now. Some of my old life was 
back, and without pain, although each new thing that I 
built back into my new life caused shockwaves, as if I was 
afraid of the memories or afraid of making the vague 
nightmare of the past into reality by bringing things back, 
even things as simple as photography. I was afraid it 
would all be lost again.

I was very happy in my new home, living close to the sea, a short 
walk to see the sunrise and sunset or have a swim every 
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day. I loved the summer bay so much, despite it being 
overlaid with vague and lurking bad memories. 

But I was having trouble walking again and I knew I couldn't 
afford treatment. I remembered my friend Mary from 
when I was on the streets. Mary wasn't homeless when I 
knew her, she lived with her violent alcoholic partner who 
she cooked and cleaned for and got abuse and insults in 
return. Mary helped to look after me when I was homeless, 
and she told me how painful it was for her to walk since 
she lost her leg jumping in front of a train. As I sat in my 
little flat, trying to work out what to do about my walking, 
I decided to get a bike, Mary went everywhere by bike 
since she lost her leg and couldn't walk well, and on days 
when I was limping, she always told me to get a bike.

So I looked for a bike, and answered an advert for a cheap bike. I 
was due to go and see it when a Church of England 
onslaught in the press left me incapacitated for 24 hours 
and the bike went to someone else. The church have done 
repeated and relentless damage to the rebuild of my life 
and this was quite a small issue, so within a day or so, I 
was on my feet and I was walking, or rather shuffling, 
down the high street, when I spotted a bike outside the 
second hand shop. A blue bike, a ladies bike, it looked 
alright.  I wondered how well it worked, I remembered 
being offered bikes with buckled wheels etc in the past. At 
first I thought the bike would be too small. But I went into 
the shop and asked to try it, it was perfect, and it worked 
well. So I bought the blue bike.
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The blue bike transformed my life, it wasn't a car, but it 
increased my mobility a lot. I had to get some work done 
on the blue bike before I could ride it, but there was a bike 
shop nearby, the man adjusted the chain and changed an 
inner tube and the blue bike was ready to ride.
I remember the feeling of freedom, the feeling as if I was a 
child, giggling as I zoomed and wobbled the blue bike 
round the streets, I didn't want to go home, I was like a 
naughty child who didn't want to stop playing and go in 
for supper.

It was now late spring or early summer 2014, I was working hard 
to build a new life in every direction possible, from 
paperwork to fitness, social activities and employability 
skills, and life is was very different from those dark first 
few months off the streets. But sadly paradise doesn't last, 
and I would have a lot more challenges to face, all at once.

In May such a threat to me was made by the Church of England 
and their press over publication of conflicted, whitewash 
defamatory reports, that I borrowed some money to get to 
the nearest large county court and filed for an injunction 
to protect me, I had no choice but to be a litigant in 
person, with no access to legal aid or money for a lawyer, 
and I was treated shamefully by the civil legal advice 
service when I asked for their help. So I spent the day 
hanging around the county court, who had told me to file 
as an emergency when they heard my story and I had 
done so, as they said I would be heard the same day.
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It was a horrible day of tension as I sat in the waiting area, 
terrified because I knew how powerful the Church were 
over courts and legal matters and how futile my voice had 
been so far.

The case made an amazing journey up through the ranks of 
judges, all of them in turn saying it was too serious for 
them to preside over.

To be honest, even being at the court made me feel vulnerable, 
what if the Church of England were told and sent their 
police to get me? I was helpless, and I knew I wouldn't 
survive more brutality. Even applying for an injunction 
put me at severe risk because I could now be traced, I had 
asked the court to prevent the Church from getting my 
address and new identity.

Unfortunately instead of granting me protection as an emergency 
and keeping my identity and location protected, the court 
referred my case to the court in the town where the 
defendant  diocese were based, which filled me with 
horror, the diocese owned all the dignitaries in that town, 
the MP's and other high profile figures, not only had my 
safety in new identity and hidden location been taken, but 
there wasn't going to be a fair trial.

The hearing was to be the following month, and so I was left 
suffering. With the onslaught continuing, but in the 
meantime the Church of England couldn't release their 
defamatory whitewash reports against me.
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Chapter 4.

In the meantime, I was suffering from being a benefits claimant. 
Along with thousands of ill and disabled people, I was 
being punished for needing to claim benefits, and it was 
unfair because this started after I asked the jobcentre to 
arrange a meeting to get me into supported employment!

So in summer 2014, I ended up without benefits and with further 
suffering and harm inflicted on me.

I had asked for a meeting with the jobcentre before I filed with 
the court against the CofE, but the meeting had landed on 
the day when I had had to spend the day at the court, so I 
asked for the meeting to be re-scheduled.  Instead, about 
a week later, I got a message demanding that I attended a 
work scheme or I would lose my benefits. This was deeply 
unfair. I was willing to work in supported employment, so 
being forced upon like this with no choice and threats to 
my benefit was unjust.

To make things worse, the place I had been referred to was not 
going to help me back into work, it was a useless government 
punishment for people who had no choice but to claim benefits, 
and they didn't consider me fit for work and were not going to 
get me into supported employment.

I had to pay to get the bus there, 8 hot uncomfortable miles on a 
packed bus during tourist season, and the buses are not cheap, 
nor is there re-imbursement. So that took my food money. When 
I got there I was left struggling with an intercom which is 
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something I can hardly use, and then simply dumped in a waiting 
room for ages with a lone and terrifying looking skinhead man. 
The waiting room on its own caused flashbacks and I was 
terrified.

No one was around, it was a horrible eerie place. Eventually I 
went upstairs and told them that this was an unreasonable 
arrangement and I was going home. They didn't even know who 
I was or why I was there, I asked them why I had been dumped 
alone in a waiting room with a stranger and left anxious because 
of my condition, and I asked if they were really going to help me 
into work if they couldn't look after me properly. They appeared 
to have simply dumped me in a waiting room and forgotten me, 
and they didn't know who I was or why I was there, even though 
I arrived at the correct time. Anyway, for some reason they 
seemed to feel the need to assure me that they had no intention of 
helping me into work. I asked why the hell I was there, and they 
couldn't give a proper answer, they just flannelled about benefits 
schemes and skills, and I said that was all irrelevant to me and I 
was going home, and they let me go home.

I made repeated complaints about this distressing experience to 
the jobcentre and the company that ran this 'punishment' centre 
but I didn't get a proper response, instead I got spammed with 
demands to go back to this centre and kept getting what 
appeared to be automated emails claiming that this punishment 
centre had phoned me and I was to come in as a follow up, they 
never phoned me, they never acknowledge my disability with 
phones and they never got my name right, and this went on and 
on.
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I was now fighting for this to stop, waiting for this awful hijacked 
trial with the Church of England whilst being bullied by the 
jobcentre and their punishment centre, with my complaints 
ignored and being threatened with losing my benefits and being 
left destitute, until one day I snapped. Which made things much 
worse.

Being on benefits barely paid for food and expenses, and if I 
really needed shoes or a haircut, I had to go without something 
else. Being put under this pressure when the Jobcentre were 
basically aware of my involvement over a historic abuse case was 
intolerable. I could not cope with what I was going through. 

By this point I had survived too much and was trying to cope 
with too much. I was raw and volatile and liable to snap or burst 
into tears.

The Jobcentre and their punishment centre were going to go on 
relentlessly and meaninglessly demanding from me now without 
stopping, and they were ignoring my complaints.

Do you ever get so angry that you speak without thinking first? It 
is one of my weaknesses, as anyone who knows me knows, I can 
be ferocious and I am not proud of it.

I was re-iterating my horror and confusion at the way I was being 
forced to attend this punishment centre or lose my benefits, I was 
not fit for work and the punishment centre had said they weren't 
there to get me into work anyway, so, with the court hearing 
approaching, I was too distressed to even try to put a case to the 
now unfair trial and unfit to be distressed by the untruths of the 
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Bishops defence, I told the Jobcentre in my email that their 
actions could drive someone to suicide. 

Can you guess the rest? You know how these mindless 
corporations and their silly red tape and regulations work?

Part of my efforts to rehabilitate myself involved me attending an 
art class for people with disabilities and emotional issues at a 
local venue. I didn't love this activity, I am not an arty person, 
but I have had a few decades of people telling me that 'art is 
therapeutic' and 'art will help you'. So I had gone along, paid my 
two shillings and indulged in drawing a very rotund cart-horse.

I hadn't been home long when an ambulance pulled up outside 
with flashing lights but no siren. I was worried in case one of the 
men downstairs had had a heart attack, they were both older men 
who smoked, drank, so it was possible.

Unfortunately the ambulance was an act of extreme stupidity and 
mindless and wrong DWP rules and actions. The DWP decided 
that my mention of how their stupid schemes could drive 
someone to suicide meant I was going to commit suicide and 
thus they had to set the authorities on me, unfortunately this was 
the worst trauma possible and it was so badly mishandled it was 
unbelievable. They didn't even try to check with me or clarify 
what I had said.

So these paramedics were on the doorstep and they said they 
were there to see me, and it is just a good thing that neither my 
landlady nor any other resident was about, because this was bad 
enough without more branding and shaming of me. I would have 
quit the tenancy in shame.
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 I must just observe that writing about this is extremely painful 
and I have to stop every few lines.

The paramedics told me that they had been told that 'I was under 
treatment' which was blatantly not the case, at the time I was 
receiving no medical treatment and no therapy. It was 
humiliating and horrifying and it totally crushed me. I thought I 
had escaped from being treated as if I was mad and I was left 
feeling utterly destroyed. I asked them what was going on, they 
came into my flat with me. 

Apparently the DWP had misleadingly told social services that 
they had had a threat of suicide from me and had tried to contact 
me and were concerned that they couldn't, the paramedics said 
that they had been told that I had phoned and threatened suicide 
and the DWP had kept trying to phone me back, and that had all 
been during the morning while I was at art class. Obviously that 
was not the case and I showed the paramedic my phone that 
showed that no such phone calls had taken place and told them 
that even if I had ever had the money to phone the DWP's 
expensive phone lines, I never communicated with them by 
phone due to my disability.

I also showed the paramedic that I had been at art class, he liked 
my cart horse picture and he wanted a signed copy when I 
became an artist. 

But I was really distressed, apparently the DWP had contacted 
social services and they had said I wasn't their problem and had 
passed it to the police, who are universally corrupt, stupid, brutal 
and without any understanding of vulnerability and distress and 
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referred it to the ambulance, who turned up. The paramedics 
were very nice and it was obvious to them when they left that I 
was not suicidal or 'under treatment' yet another nasty police slur 
meaning mad.  But I was deeply shocked and traumatised and 
didn't recover well. 

I had suffered years of poor, inappropriate and unprofessional 
treatment from the DWP, including breaches of the data 
protection act, confidential information being sent or shared to 
wrong addresses or people and call handlers refusing to speak to 
me because the DWP had failed to update their multiple systems 
with my new details when I changed my identity to protect me 
from harm from the Church. Years of this extra wearing down by 
the DWP on top of trauma, homelessness, hunger and 
displacement had got too much for me, it was a terrible 
experience over the years.

So I went absolutely mad at the DWP, they got a very strongly 
worded formal complaint right away. I absolutely ripped into 
them for misleading the authorities and making silly red tape and 
regulations out of my comment and trying to make me out to be 
suicidal after all the stress they had already put me through by 
sending me to the punishment centre. 

I was furious and traumatised and could have done without this 
extra branding of me in my new life and under my new identity. I 
also made a formal complaint about the police's attitude but as 
usual nothing was done.  

The DWP were gaining a lot of bad press at this time because 
vulnerable people were committing suicide and self-harming 
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because of the harshness of the benefits system, so they should 
have been looking after vulnerable people properly rather than 
adding to their trauma as they did in my case.

The police in liaison with the NHS have done me severe, 
unhealable and lasting damage by branding me, I can never be 
me, never be a real person, I will always be treated badly in 
emergencies and by the NHS because of police-CofE-NHS 
liaisons, and that would be enough to make some people give up 
on life. Branded, voiceless and with proper complaint or appeal 
process for either agency, the branding is for life, and they ignore 
complaints. But the DWP aren't on that kind of system and they 
were responsible for allowing me to be severely harmed this way 
again. So I ripped into them.

Unfortunately this incident was the last straw, so I didn't just rip 
into them with force, I also told them to stop my benefits. I was 
not going to live under a regime of punishment and branding and 
being violated. I was not in a fit state to be further harmed this 
way.

The DWP did what they do and tried to bat my complaint away 
and make excuses and refuse to cancel my benefits at first. I told 
them that I was not accepting benefits in return for effectively 
being abused. After a few days they did cancel my benefits rather 
than put things right, and I proceeded with a massive formal 
complaint of the years of harm to me.

But I was in shock and was struggling to hold my life together as 
flashbacks overwhelmed me and I was physically sick at what 
had happened. I started dissociating and kept nearly going on the 
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run and not going home, I had to keep forcing myself back as I 
took off. As a teenager, before I knew about trauma and 
dissociation, I had a habit of taking off and ending up lost, 
sometimes hundreds of miles from home.

I looked for work, but what could I do? I have never been capable 
of social and communicative work such as shop or office work, 
and I was living in an area of high unemployment and low job 
opportunities. And in the state I was in, how could I work? I was 
not fit to return to my gardening trade and there was very little I 
could do, especially without references or background or a car or 
licence. It was awful. I was trapped, there was nothing. There 
was no way that I could actually tell a prospective employer what 
had happened to me, no one would employ me even if I did a 
very careful version of events. 

I was in difficulties. My only income was Housing Benefit and 
DLA, DLA was from a separate DWP outlet, so it didn't stop, and 
housing benefit wrote without being prompted, to increase my 
housing benefit to compensate, and with the landlady's 
agreement I paid my rent a few days late, on the day when the 
housing benefit arrived.

But having already been struggling to make ends meet when I 
was getting ESA, I now couldn't. I heard so much about benefits 
claimants being left destitute by sanctions for unreasonable 
things, and I knew an epileptic man who had been sanctioned 
and left destitute because they tried to tell him he was to be on a 
work scheme when he was having fits every day. So I have no 
doubt that if I hadn't quit, I would have been sanctioned anyway 
as I refused to attend the useless punishment scheme.
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The evangelicals got me a food parcel and let me owe for meals, 
but that only kept me partly fed. I was also grateful to people who 
had followed my Church of England case in the news and sent 
money when they saw from my blog that I was struggling. I have 
always been aware that not everyone believes the lies in the press 
and some people who have never met me have provided valuable 
support throughout my rehabilitation off the streets and back into 
work.

But despite the support, this was a very difficult and terrible time 
and now I had to face the even more serious matter of the 
hijacked church hearing, and worse still, the fact that I was in a 
very bad state and had no money to make the long and expensive 
journey to the hearing. And worse still, as if that wasn't enough, 
the roads were gridlocked and transport was packed and locked 
down by the local music festival that made the long journey 
realistically impossible, there was no way I could get to the court, 
not even if I set out the previous day and stayed over somewhere. 
I had no money and nowhere to stay and I was in no state to 
sleep rough even if I had been able to get through the standstill 
crowds of young people blocking public transport.

The judge and court despite being told of my circumstances, 
refused to adjourn the case, again reinforcing my concerns that 
this was a rigged hearing, which terrified me, because if nothing 
was done to protect me from the Church of England and their 
abuse of the press and reports, I didn't see how I would survive.

I remember in the days running up to the case, trying to 
communicate with the court, struggling with the phone and 
screaming when the judge refused to adjourn the case, I went 
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blank and dizzy and it felt like something in my head popped, I 
thought I was having a stroke, I was very ill.

I tried to get to the court, but with no money and no-one to help 
me and no way through the festival traffic, it was impossible, and 
the judge had already made it clear that my welfare was 
irrelevant, he didn't care that I didn't get to the court.

My mediator or former mediator, Bob, was trying to make me 
contact Civil Legal Advice, who had treated me so badly before, 
and he wasn't listening to my response that they wouldn't help 
me, and instead he was saying that it would be my fault if I didn't 
contact them and get a solicitor through them, he had no idea 
that not only did they not arrange or provide solicitors, but they 
had treated me really badly. I think that tale will be in full in 
another book though, one of my other books about the Church 
case.

Bob didn't understand what Civil Legal Advice did, or didn't do, 
and wouldn't accept that they had treated me shamefully, but 
that was just Bob, that was how he was. He is and was a bull at a 
gate type.

Chapter 5

 I missed the hearing, and the Bishop's lawyer misled the judge 
who had already biased the case and had no concern for my 
welfare, and without me there, the court came to an agreement 
with the Bishop that he would give me 40 days notice and discuss 
the content of the whitewash report with me before releasing it, 
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which was unacceptable, and the fact that the Bishop and I could 
not civilly discuss anything after his harm to me was not taken 
into account. Bob got an account of proceedings from the court 
and said that the Bishop's lawyer had told a load of lies. Which is 
undoubtedly true, the Bishop could not get himself let off the 
series of serious and harmful misconducts except by lying.

So the lawyer lied under oath, misled the court and I had no 
voice, it was simply a continuation of years of lies and deception 
by the church at my expense. But, despite not being properly 
protected, the Bishop was now in a situation where he had to 
agree the content of the report with me before releasing it, and 
funnily enough, he hasn't found it in him to do that, I wonder 
why? 

The lawyer who lied under oath dropped dead a short time after 
the trial. Yes, in real life, this man suddenly died. And not 
because I cursed him to drop dead either! He wasn't old, he just 
keeled over with a heart attack at work. But the whole matter had 
had a devastating effect on my health and it was surprising that 
this lawyer collapsed and I didn't. 

Added to the impact on me of the court case was the impact of 
living in desperate circumstances without my benefits.  This was 
a really dark time in my life, I considered returning to the streets 
where I would be safe from the diocese now that they knew 
where I was, and also I wouldn't have the expense of rent and 
would be able to get food from help outreach and bins. Yes, I did 
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eat from bins in my rough sleeping years, and I will tell you all 
about that in my other books.

Because of had lost my ESA and couldn't comply with their 
schemes I applied for income support, which used to be available 
to anyone on low income.  The welfare benefits system had been 
changing for the worse all the time that David Cameron was 
Prime Minister, and most support and benefits that used to be 
available no longer were, income support now had a very narrow 
criteria and was available to almost no one.  The DWP refused 
my application, I appealed against this, and they sent it to 
tribunal. 

 I was surprised by this tribunal, and I was not in a fit state to go 
to a tribunal.  So it went ahead without me, they said I wasn't 
entitled to income support because I was eligible for ESA.  This 
was despite the fact that I couldn't claim ESA if I was having to 
comply with work schemes that I couldn't comply with and 
which would not get me back into work.

I had continued to push for my formal complaint against the 
DWP, years of anger and frustration for now written out into a 
statement.  But they sent a lot of responses a lot of excuses their 
records weren't correct so they tried to tell me that what I had 
experienced wasn't.  Which made me more angry.  When you 
make a complaint to an authority, it seems that the response is 
usually defence and efforts to blame you rather than take 
responsibility.

But nonetheless, at least it was out in the open.
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The DWP sent me ESA forms trying to get me to claim again.  I 
got very angry with them. All I could do was get very angry with 
DWP had hurt and damaged me so much now, and having to 
deal with them as well as the Church of England was just 
intolerable.

In the end, I said to the DWP, that I haven't been able to find 
work and definitely wasn't fit for work but couldn't go on without 
money, but I would only claim ESA again if they would let me 
claim without sending me to punishment centres and 
punishment schemes as a requirement for claiming ESA.  They 
talked about how I could consider being in the non work-related 
group of ESA although the requirements were higher than that, 
they didn't seem to come to any logical conclusion about me 
claiming ESA and not going on to the punishment schemes.  
Instead they restored my ESA and backdated it without saying 
anything to me as they did so. 

I think the fact that I got the local MP involved, without actually 
expecting him to either respond or help me, made a difference, I 
was surprised to receive a letter saying that he was in talks with 
the DWP about my case.

I woke up one morning with a lot of money in my bank account.  
Not a huge amount that enough to put a few things right, I got 
food and a haircut, and I renewed my disabled rail card, and I 
applied for a provisional driving licence under my new name, I 
couldn't see any other way of regaining my driving licence, 
despite the fact that I technically held a full licence already. But I 
felt that maybe re-learning to drive wouldn't be such a bad thing 
after everything that had happened.
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Now with ESA restored and the court hearing, botched as it was, 
over, I would have hoped to just enjoy the remainder of the 
summer on the beach, but life is never like that.

First it was evangelical trouble, I was still attending the church 
and activities and prayer groups but I hadn't been able to tell 
them what was going on because I didn't dare to mention the 
Church of England, but I did mention I was fighting for my 
safety and I had to go to court, for some reason this seemed to 
scare the evangelicals, especially the older ones. Evangelicals 
tend to live in slight fantasy where everything can be forcibly 
Godded better, and they didn't like seeing my pain or hearing a 
harsh thing like the fact I had to go to court, the fact that I 
couldn't tell them in full didn't help.

The older people especially liked to gossip, this is a church thing, 
and they do, and there is no other word for it, and some of them 
were friends with my old evangelical church, so between the two 
churches they cooked up great stories about my court case, in 
which they decided I was the defendant! 

And added that to their incorrect version of my dispute with the 
rogue landlord, the one with the trail of ex-wives and children 
who he was banned from seeing. So, while I was already low and 
despairing, I had this to deal with instead of support, and it came 
to a head when the pastor of the current evangelical church 
suffered a bereavement.

I remember that week, the weather was hot and I swam in the 
bay every day. Often I would meet the pastor and his wife who 
also swam down there. One day I met the pastor's wife and his 
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mother sitting on the sea wall. The pastor's mother had come to 
stay with them for the week and I had never met her before, but 
the pastor's wife saw this opportunity to leave her mother in law 
chatting to me as we got to know each other, while she went 
down to the sea for a swim, I think she had been reluctant to 
abandon her mother in law for a swim, so it was handy that I 
turned up.

Anyway, so I sat on the wall with the pastor's mother, and we 
talked about the ships on the bay and how her friend's son 
worked in the shipping centre. As we talked, we had no idea that 
in a few days time, she would be dead. 

I saw her one more time, at church a few days later, but I didn't 
try to talk to her then as I felt that so many other people who 
knew her better would want her time, I didn't want to be in the 
way. But the next day she died. 

Apparently she died quietly at dinner with the family, just died at 
the table. The pastor said he felt honoured by God that she died 
while visiting them, and so peacefully.

But then the pastor and his wife started doing the evangelical 
thing and making the death into a God thing, reminding me of 
the evangelicals who said that David Wilkerson's death in a car 
crash was 'God taking him'. Why would God kill someone in 
such a horrible painful way when they have served Him 
faithfully?

Unfortunately this became a debate, because the evangelicals 
dragged my family and my loss into this in this week when the 
Pastor's mother died.
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The pastor's wife was on the lookout for bananas to make 
chutney, and I told her that the newsagents were selling bunches 
of bananas for 20p a bunch, so we walked down there to get 
some.

But the conversation was strange. She started asking about my 
family and asking 'If I could reconcile with them' and she made 
it sound as if they had shunned me, when that isn't the full 
picture at all. I was upset, but more so when I said that my family 
were too volatile since my Dad's death. 

The pastor's wife started going on and on about how God knew 
when people were going to die so my dad's death didn't matter 
much, I was astonished, she was acting as if I was placing 
emphasis on his death and I wasn't, but it turned out that this 
was the attitude that she and her husband were taking to his 
mother's death now. The pastor was at work as normal as if his 
mother hadn't died and he wouldn't let people talk about the 
death.

This is where the problem started. The tensions of the two 
churches gossiping, the silly attitude to death, the church's 
assumptions about the court case, the pastor trying to work and 
deny his grief 'because God decided to take his mother'. He was 
snapping and sneering, I had seen him in this mood before, I had 
no idea he was going to launch on me, fuelled by denied grief 
and the gossip between the churches.

And it wasn't even something to argue about. Ever since I had 
been going to that church for daytime activities, the two women 
who served the tea, who weren't Christians, would offer everyone 
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else tea or coffee and ignore me, they wouldn't offer me a drink 
and if I went to the kitchen, they snapped at me and I still didn't 
get a drink. This happened as usual, I have no idea why it 
happened, but they were cliquey, they didn't like new faces at the 
church activities, and I felt bullied by this. Anyway, so as usual I 
asked the pastor's wife if she could make sure I got a drink, the 
pastor decided to take offence at this, and I still have no idea 
why, except that he shouldn't have been at work when his mother 
had just died. 

He decided that me asking for a drink was a reason to start 
yelling at me in front of everyone. He looked insane too, wild 
eyes and spittle coming from his mouth as he shouted and 
gabbled at me. 

I had paid for a lunch there that day but I simply walked out. I 
was furious and upset. And I told him so by email. Unfortunately 
these are evangelicals and taking responsibility is almost alien to 
them as it is to the DWP, and the same kind of denials occurred, 
although you can't really deny shouting at someone in front of 
everyone.  Shouting at me never resolves anything anyway.

I had been caught completely off guard, I trusted these people 
despite my life experiences, and I was hurt and angry because my 
trust is rare, and when it goes it is gone. So I broke up with my 
church. I felt perfectly able to function without them, but it hurt, 
and the shouting touched the wounds of other shouting and 
violence and abuse in my past, which was inevitable.

But that wasn't the only trauma to happen then. The next one 
was even worse.
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Chapter 6

My life continued without the church, days biking along the bay 
in the sun and swimming in the beautiful sea, looking up at the 
cliffs as I floated out in the waves. I continued art classes and 
useful things like picking up litter on the bay. This was my own 
life now. It was a glorious hot summer, a real heat-wave at this 
point. At home I obsessively cleaned the flat and regularly 
washed my small and shabby wardrobe of clothes and 
embarrassed myself and my neighbours and landlady by hanging 
them out to dry, but what could I do? I had no money for new 
clothes.

I was still often eating rubbish now due to lack of money and lack 
of oven to cook, and the fact that I thought I didn't know how to 
cook. Then a charity who had provided a bit of food for me when 
I lost my benefits, contacted me offering me a counter-top oven, 
and this meant that I would be able to increase my diet and learn 
to cook. I had forgotten that when I was a child, my mother was 
often ill and I frequently took part in preparing and cooking 
meals for the whole family. So I actually knew how to cook but 
had not had the money or resources for so long that the skill was 
lying dormant.

Life wasn't all bad, and I was due to go to see my adoptive 
parents one weekend, it was a bit of a journey so I was going to 
have an early night and get up early to travel the next morning. 
Seeing them and enjoying a day out gave me some relief from my 
day to say struggles.
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The evening before I went, I was sitting peacefully in my 
armchair, with the window behind me, it was still in the heat 
wave and the flat was very hot, I had the window open and a fan 
going. I was on the computer, still trying to deal with the Church 
of England's harm to me, which still took up most of my time.

When I heard noise outside, I assumed it was the normal 
weekend drift of pub-goers. But as the noise persisted, I looked 
out the window.

The scenes of that night will haunt me for life, I still need 
counselling over it, especially as it periodically pops up in the 
news, and I see my old street and the police tape and it comes 
back vividly.

Outside, a man was lying motionless on the road. Standing over 
him were two people, while a paramedic was trying to resuscitate 
him. How had an ambulance arrived without me hearing it? 
Probably it came from the intermediate station a few miles away, 
but without a siren? What was happening? Just as I looked out 
the window, the paramedic got up, shaking her head, the man 
stayed motionless, he was dead.

I didn't know what had happened, there didn't appear to have 
been a fight, the police came roaring up with their lights flashing, 
lighting our small street completely with blue flashes. They asked 
what had happened as the paramedics checked the body. The 
two people standing there told the police that they were a taxi 
driver and passenger, the taxi was just dropping the female 
passenger to her door when they had seen the man lying there 
and acted quickly to try to help him and called the ambulance. 



70

The man was not old, he was young to middle aged, well-built 
and dark haired, I didn't recognize him. He lay there as the 
police asked questions, and then a blanket was put over him, 
including his face. So he was dead. Suddenly seeing a dead man 
outside your house is a horrible shock, but the incident went on 
overnight, and that made it worse.

The police cordoned the area off and closed our road and the 
road that turns off our road. They put up a tent round the body 
and a number of police stood guard round the cordons as 
forensics worked on the area, time went by without me realising 
it, work and sleep were forgotten.

The weather started to change as the night went on, the long heat 
wave suddenly concluded as the wind picked up, rattling and 
banging the tent round the body and it started to rain.

It was a terrible night for me, and I have a lot of sympathy for the 
police, it was a terrible night for them too.

At 1am in the morning they knocked on our door as they did their 
house to house inquiries, and I was the only person awake, I 
think my neighbour was away and the men downstairs appeared 
to have slept through it all without noticing. So I answered the 
door and told the police officer that I had seen nothing before I 
saw the paramedic try to revive the man, and I didn't know him. 
That was all, and then I went back to my room, shaking all over.

The wind blew the police tapes and the tent, and the poor WPC 
stationed by the tent had to keep stopping it from blowing away 
until eventually she radioed for assistance and they secured it 
better. The rain had become torrential now, and I really felt sorry 
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for the police as all they could do was stand there, I bet they 
hated having been put on rota for that shift.

I had the problem that I badly needed sleep before making the 
journey to my adoptive parents the next morning, and now 
wondered if I would even get through the cordons. The problem 
now was that the flat was still baking hot from retained heat from 
the heat wave, it really took in the heat and didn't let it go, even 
with a fan running full time, but if I kept the window open, the 
noise and disruption would keep me awake and if I closed the 
window I would overheat and be sick.

In the end, now in the early hours of the morning, I closed the 
window and lay on the bed wrapped in wet towels, it was 
extreme, but I slept for a few headachy and tense hours. I 
dreamed of police, flashing blue lights, noise and fear. This scene 
outside my house was triggering a whole stream of flashbacks.

And when I woke in the early morning, the scene outside hadn't 
just been a bad dream, it was still there. 

The tent was still there, the weather had calmed a bit, and I 
watched as the police guided a few residents through the 
cordons. As I watched, a silver van pulled up. I knew what it was, 
it was to collect the body. 

Those vans freak me out, they are taxis for dead people, seeing 
them makes me feel sick. Anyway, they got the body on a 
stretcher and put it in the van, which then drove slowly and 
quietly away.
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The whole area remained under cordons that day, but the police 
let me through as I went to catch the bus.

It was a hard day though. I was exhausted and shocked and 
travel takes a lot of energy from me. My adoptive parents had 
seen the incident on the news, so they were very supportive and 
horrified that it had happened right outside my home on that 
quiet road.

That incident still affects me, and it took some time for the shock 
to wear off. I went for coffee at the Methodist Church a few days 
later and everyone was talking about it, they were also shocked 
that it had happened outside my house and I had seen the dead 
man. 

 The story was that the man had either been murdered, the police 
were treating it as possible murder, or it was drink and drug 
related as he was known to use both. Someone who knew him 
was at coffee morning and said that he may have been killed for 
not paying his dealer, but at the time no-one knew for sure. I 
remained shaken by this matter, and even now, when it has been 
in the news again recently, it still shakes me, to see the pictures 
of my old road with the cordons on it, it does strange things to 
my mind and I have to avoid the articles. 

I need counselling about this, I know I need therapy for 
everything but I specifically need help with this, some people 
might brush it off, but maybe in my case it is the force of the 
traumas I have suffered that trigger when I remember this, or 
maybe it is just that I went to my window that night and saw a 
man lying dead on the road outside, and then that night 
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struggling to decide between getting sick from the heat or leaving 
the window open and hearing and seeing the commotion and 
police outside all night, I don't know.

After this I was tentatively reconciled with the evangelical church 
nearby, but it was an unhappy and distrustful bond from my side, 
I try to trust people, but if the trust breaks I never trust again and 
am uneasy and anxious and angry, it wasn't a great idea to 
reconcile but it happened. And this time they kept questioning 
me about what was going on in the background, i.e. the Church 
of England, but I wasn't willing to tell them. It appeared that as 
some people do, they wondered if I was having delusions because 
I couldn't tell them about 'the people who had hurt me'.

I had renewed my efforts to get the NHS and doctors to help me, 
but to no avail, and contact with the uncaring NHS yet again 
made things worse. I discovered that after all this time and all my 
efforts to get help and even a number of doctors and nurses 
saying I was suffering trauma, the NHS still hadn't recorded me 
as having PTSD. So it took until autumn 2014 to get the NHS to 
read my independent psychological report and record PTSD. 
How dreadful.

Anyway, the summer was beginning to fade a bit now, although I 
was still biking and swimming, then the next lot of events 
occurred.

I decided to write to my old landlord at the lodging house that I 
had been in when I first came off the streets, well I had been 
there twice but the first attempt in March 2013 had failed and the 
second attempt in November 2013 had been a disaster too. But 
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the landlord was a harmless eccentric, despite his refusal to have 
hot water or heating or any form of hygiene. I had felt bad about 
quitting the tenancy there as he seemed to like me and we did 
have good conversations although he was very extreme on the 
environment side of things, almost forceful. So I wrote and said 
'Hi, can we have a cup of tea together some time?' He contacted 
me and said he was delighted to hear from me and would love us 
to have tea together. He was a bit of a lonely man, very eccentric 
and quite ill with severe arthritis although he was not old. He had 
suffered rheumatoid arthritis all his life. 

I went round there for tea, it was only about five miles away, and 
we talked. He said he had a bit of a situation because he was 
going away over winter. He tended to spend winters in warmer 
climates because of his arthritis but this time he had no one to 
housekeep for him while he was away as he had had a massive 
row with the tenant who was going to, because that tenant hadn't 
been recycling according to the landlord's specifications, and 
now that tenant was threatening to leave. My old landlord asked 
if I would like to come in once a week and do some cleaning in 
return for pocket money. I saw no reason why not, after all I was 
preparing to put myself back into work, I knew the tenants and it 
was all familiar, so why not? At least I could implement some 
proper hygiene there for a while.

So life was starting to change again, but I had no idea the big 
changes ahead of me. By now I thought I was settled indefinitely 
where I lived.

The next shock came just as I was preparing to go and see my 
adoptive parents again. I derived a lot of support over the church 
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case from social media, so you can imagine my horror when I got 
up one morning and found that the one of the main wrongdoers 
in the church of England, a woman who had caused me such 
severe harm, had followed me on social media. There she was, 
unrepentant and unpunished, using twitter as if it was facebook, 
and boasting a lot.

This was not what I needed before a weekend with my adoptives.

I was sickened. I spoke with all my supporters on twitter first of 
all, and they were not pleased. Then I contacted the church and 
the police. I made a harassment complaint, considering the harm 
she had done to me. Within a few hours an astonished twitter 
supporter contacted me telling me that this woman had deleted 
her twitter account, I was also astonished, I remembered this 
woman being a hard-nosed and relentless bully who destroyed 
me, I commented that I thought it was impossible that she had 
backed down after such a jeer. 

But this wasn't the old days now, the balance had changed, I was 
stronger and the church were under pressure not to look bad over 
their failings in my case. They didn't want their complicit media 
turning on them, and their failings in my case undermined their 
constant and loud pretence in the press and media that they now 
cared about safeguarding.

Anyway, this whole matter unsettled me, although nothing more 
came of it, the complicit police who had branded me in liaison 
with the church were not going to act even though they were sent 
the screen-shots of this now deleted twitter account of this 
woman.
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Chapter 7. 

More bad news came. I was so happy in my little flat, even 
though I lived in fear because the Church and press attacks never 
really stopped even after I had taken the Bishop to court, the 
defamation of me and lies continued to severely hurt me. But 
anyway more bad news came, and not from the church of 
England.

There was a fire in a house a few towns over, a house divided into 
bedsits like our house was, someone had been drying clothes in 
the oven and set fire to the flat. Unfortunately the house didn't 
meet council fire requirements and the landlady was taken to 
court and fined a lot of money and lost her business.

Our landlady was very concerned so she contacted the council to 
make sure she could meet fire requirements.

The council came round promptly. But the look on my landlady's 
face as the council inspectors left spelled bad news. It was hard 
for her to speak as she told me and another tenant that there was 
so much work to be done to meet requirements that it would run 
into tens of thousands of pounds. She couldn't see it being cost 
effective. The bedsits were let out inexpensively, she wasn't 
making a fortune and the work would take a long time and cause 
great disruption while it was done, it would mean us having to 
move out temporarily while it was done anyway, and three of us 
had nowhere to go. She was pretty sure that she couldn't do this, 
so she was having to consider selling up.
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It became apparent that she didn't have much choice, she 
couldn't do the work with us in residence, and the cost was too 
high to make it worth it, and it would take some time to do the 
work, while she would lose her income as well.

I was in tears, I didn't know what to do, I had no money for a 
deposit on a new place and so many places don't take benefits 
claimants, and I didn't want to end up in another bad low rent 
place among people with addictions and antisocial behaviour 
problems, that would make me ill and set me back.

The impending loss of my home was a massive blow to me. And 
without a car, and having accumulated possessions since leaving 
the streets, I didn't know how I would be able to move house 
anyway.

I went down to the bay, I didn't want to be forced to leave this 
bay. I had tentatively learned to love and feel at home again, 
formed a vague bond with this place, always aware of the shadow 
of the home and life of before and the continued threat to my 
whole life by the Church, but I had made the conscious decision 
to love this place through all my pain and for as long as I could. 

It is nice to look back to two years ago and having been through 
so much more since, and know that I still love the bay and have 
survived to love it.

The man downstairs, the one who thought he was in charge of us 
and the landlady, was furious about what had happened with the 
council, he kept on and on at the landlady to get the work done 
rather than sell the place as a private tenancy. And now he was 
drinking more, and raging, leaving nasty notes in the hall for her 
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or us, and I was getting nervous. I remember coming home on 
the blue bike, and he took the bike off me, checked it's tyres and 
started leaning close to me with his cigarette and drunkenly 
telling me how he was going to get the landlady to change her 
mind and not sell. But his efforts were in vain.

It was a sad day when the landlady came round and gave us the 
official notice that we all had to leave, she had drawn the notice 
up with her solicitor as sympathetically as possible, but in cold 
hard legal speak it still said 'You have to move out'. It hurt, even 
though I knew that the notice was not her choice and I had done 
nothing wrong.

My neighbour next door lost her job at the same time, and started 
staying up all night drinking with friends, they were very noisy. 
She had an alcohol problem, but with no job to get to, it spiralled 
out of control.

So now my sleep was being disrupted, and knowing that I was 
going to lose my home made it feel less like home, I could no 
longer plan and dream based on this house, or develop any more 
as I had no idea where I was going to live. Autumn 2014 was 
approaching, and it felt like the sunlit summer on the bay and all 
the hope had been snuffed out and the dark and cold were 
approaching fast. Being autistic and being in such an uncertain 
situation is a nightmare. I like routine and predictability despite 
the fact that there has been very little of that in my life. But each 
time I stay somewhere, I make a routine and a way of life for my 
time there, when I am faced with change and having to move, I 
get anxious.



79

I lay there at night, with all the things that happened in my life 
running through my head. Life hurt, and the hurts of the past 
weren't healed, I had done my best to rebuild my life this far but 
this terrible blow of fate was making my future uncertain.

And of course the Church of England weren't going to stop 
hurting me.

It was raining one evening as I headed down to the bay for a 
walk. When I was younger and in better shape, I used to play out 
in all weathers and revel in the wind and rain, now I was 
asthmatic and the wind and rain hurt my lungs, but I still tried to 
be who I was before and do what I used to do, albeit in a tired 
and hopeless way. But as I walked, I noticed that the lights were 
on in church, so I wandered in.

There was a prayer meeting that evening, and as usual I got 
comments about being out in the weather, but they welcomed me 
to join in. The prayer meetings were always low in number, and 
tonight there were just three people.

One of the things that they were praying about was the lack of 
funds to make up Christmas hampers for the poor people that the 
church supported. It was only a little church, hardly able to keep 
running.

I had not done a sponsored walk the previous year due to the 
weather and the crisis in my life, but now I couldn't help blurting 
out 'Would you like me to do my sponsored walk to raise money 
for this?' 
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And instead of the usual worried excuses and uncertainty, these 
people simply said 'Yes'. I couldn't believe it.

When a firm decision is made to do the walk, I always feel 
excited, a rare emotion for me, because I have something to plan 
and think about, and it is an adventure, a 70 mile journey over 
variable terrain. The walk takes between three and five days and 
it is a real endurance test, and I have only ever done it solo, so it 
really is an adventure. So there I was, preparing for adventure. 

Back then, the walk was still something that I only thought about 
and did before Christmas, to raise Christmas money for a charity, 
and the year was drawing on now, and it was also becoming more 
urgent for me to find a new home. I explained to the council and 
anyone who might help, that I needed to stay in this community 
because being uprooted meant I wouldn't thrive. I wasn't asking 
the council to house me, that was out of the question, but I was 
asking them to support me through my move through their 
assistance fund and by keeping my housing benefit steady when 
I moved home.

This was a very sad time for me as I prepared to leave the first 
place that I had been prepared and willing to settle permanently 
since leaving the streets, but there was also the excitement of the 
approaching walk and Christmas with my church friends, as well 
as a realistic curiosity about where I would end up living if I 
managed to stay in the area.

I had no idea what awaited me when that amazing single golden 
summer of hope ended and the dark clouds overshadowed the 
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cliffs and the sea raged with the winter wind. I had no idea just 
how dark it would get.

Our landlady cared about her tenants and she was upset and it 
was hard for her to talk to us, and this was made worse by the 
downstairs neighbour as he argued with her, especially when he 
was drunk.

I kept looking on the local marketplace for a new home, and I 
started to do the cleaning for my old landlord at the lodging 
house as agreed while he went away for his winter in the sun and 
I cleaned the house alone. The tenants were nice to me and they 
moved out of the way as I worked. Cleaning the kitchen and 
bathroom weren't easy as with no hot water and almost no 
detergent used in the house, everything was filthy, and yes, the 
shower curtain still had bogeys on it, I bleached it and put it in 
the washing machine.

One day an advert came up on the marketplace, it was 
advertising ensuite rooms and it was not far away, it was near the 
old lodging house that I had lived in before taking this bedsit that 
I was in now.  The notice that I had been given for the current 
place, was until January, it was now November, but I felt that it 
would be best if I was settled somewhere by Christmas. 

 This is a time when I look back and consider that I made a rash 
decision because I was unsettled and unhappy about it, and I 
wanted to be settled as soon as possible, it's hard to live in a 
place where you dreamt of being permanently settled and 
building your life around it and you've told that it's over. 
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Sometimes the best thing to do is get out, but in this case I made 
a hasty move and it was wrong one.

I answered this advert, the person who replied couldn't spell very 
well, and it always worries me dealing with landlords or 
professionals who can't spell well, although I don't know why. 

 But anyway this landlord invited me to come and look at the 
property, it was all new, another converted hotel just like the 
lodging house a few minutes' walk away, but this one was very 
different, in that it was advertised as luxury, and it was quite 
expensive.

 In my position where I had to find somewhere to live, and I 
wanted to be settled by Christmas, and I was afraid of having to 
leave the area and leave my community, instead of waiting for 
something less expensive I decided to see how I could afford this 
place, and I overlooked some of the very obvious faults of that 
place.

To start with, the place was still undergoing work, the landlord 
was new to being a landlord and had been moving people in 
while the property that still under renovation from hotel to so-
called luxury lodging house.  Secondly, although the landlord 
said that no children or pets were allowed, he had already moved 
in two single  men with their children, one a teenager and one an 
infant.  

At the time I was considering the property, the children lived in 
other parts of the house so I wouldn't have been able to hear 
them, but it seemed strange to me that the landlord was saying 
he had a strict no children or pets policy and yet he already had 
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two children living there, in accommodation that was only 
suitable for single adults and he advertised it only for single 
adults.

He advertised the property is quiet and for quiet people but 
unfortunately as he didn't live there it seems that he had no idea 
how noisy was just because of the way he had renovated it.  There 
was no carpet in the communal areas, the halls were tiled, and 
the floorboards were very noisy indeed, you could hear all nor 
reason sound from the floor above people walking about talking 
and doing other things, you could hear it all. After I moved in I 
mention this to the landlord and he said it was to do with 
regulations he wasn't allowed to do anything about it.

Anyway, I decided that because I needed a home and it was close 
to the community that I had settled in and I wanted to be settled 
by Christmas, I would take this new home. It is one of my big 
regrets of my three years since I left the streets, it was a bad 
decision and I even kind of knew it at the time.

 I remember going to the church lunch after I had viewed the 
place and telling the pastor and his wife that I had been offered 
the place unconditionally. They commented that I didn't seem 
too happy, and I said that at least I had found somewhere to live 
and wouldn't have to leave my community and everything I 
knew.

The new landlord wanted me to get all my housemates to also 
take rooms, he was desperate for tenants, and even now he 
frequently advertises and has a high turnover of tenants. I was 
put on the spot because he wanted all my housemates too, but in 
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the end I said that they had made other arrangements. Which 
they did.

Chapter 8

The move was silly and uncoordinated, for some reason I 
couldn't pull myself together and move myself and trying to drag 
things on and off the buses, back up to near the other lodging 
house felt like defeat, and from the start I didn't see this new 
place as home or permanent, it wasn't. The landlord was all flash 
and confidence, boastful of how he had very high standards and 
how everything would be perfect, but it wasn't.

And the place wasn't luxury either. The steep prices were 
supposed to include a cleaner, but when I moved in there was no 
cleaner. People walked in and out through the kitchen beside my 
new room, tracking mud in and out, and the tiles were covered in 
muddy footprints, some of the residents were workmen, they 
came in, crashing the door and shouting, tracking in mud and 
thundering upstairs, but every word from their rooms upstairs 
could be heard downstairs. The rubbish bins overflowed because 
no-one emptied them and one resident who was supposedly a 
chef, just got takeaways all the time for him and his son, and left 
the bins overflowing with takeaway wrappers. Nothing seemed to 
be anyone's responsibility.

My first night there was awful and not just because of the noise 
from upstairs. At about 11pm, someone started shouting and 
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shouting in the hall, they were shouting into their phone, yelling 
about someone being 'mentally ill', this went on and on, in the 
end I sent a text to the landlord, telling him about this, as he had 
told me that the house rules were 'no noise in the corridors after 
10pm', and he had told me it was very quiet here.

Anyway, so it wasn't peaceful, quiet or even clean there, it was 
chaos and I was uneasy, because I was surrounded by noise, I 
was next to the kitchen which was a main through route from the 
outdoors to the stairs and other rooms, the corridor was noisy 
tiles, I could hear all of upstairs and the doors banged and man 
hung around outside my window, smoking.

The day after the incident of the man shouting in the corridor, 
the landlord was at the house and he said that normally that 
tenant was quiet but he had had a problem with someone at 
work. Which wasn't really an adequate explanation, why would 
someone feel the need to be raging in the corridor at 11pm at 
night, where did their consideration for others go?

As I am writing this, I see on the internet that this landlord has 
just put yet another advert for tenants up, he has a very high 
turnover of tenants and advertises frequently, he still charges 
staggering prices and claims that the place is 'wonderful' and 
'friendly', neither of which applied when I was there. If it is 
wonderful and friendly, I wonder why people don't stay long, 
apart from the price?

I think you can tell the right from the start this wasn't working 
out well, and your right, I was only there for a month.  
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The problem with having no background, no work, no way of 
explaining yourself, and no money, is that all you can do is live in 
places like this and hope that things get better; people who have 
very little experience of what I have described of poverty 
vulnerability and homelessness may find this continual moving 
and the problems were encountered hard to believe or 
understand, but this is the way it is for people who are isolated 
but not within the council and social Services System, and even 
those who are in the system encounter problems, even in this day 
and age, people who are vulnerable and in poverty in the UK have 
a poor quality of life. 

 The reason that I won't be housed by the council is because they 
don't distinguish between vulnerability and drink, drugs or 
antisocial behaviour problems, they dump everyone together in 
social housing, and I would be too vulnerable for that.  

The low rent accommodation that I can get privately, is a slight 
step up from the even more dangerous situations that could occur 
if I was put in housing association accommodation.  I know this 
from my childhood, and from people that I know, and later on in 
this book I will describe the situation with the family who I met, 
which will illustrate this point.

Anyway, despite paying more for my accommodation, I had now 
gone from a good studio flat back down to a lodging house, but 
this time much too expensive.

I was still going back to do the cleaning at the lodging house that 
I came off the streets to live in, so now when my new landlord 
heard about this, he decided to offer me the job of cleaning the 
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whole of this by the lodging house in return for rent reduction. I 
jumped at the chance because the rent was so steep that I didn't 
know how I would  make ends meet.

The thing was, I knew he was cheating, because he wanted me to 
clean the place without the other residents knowing, because he 
was supposed to be getting a professional cleaning company in to 
clean the place every week, and that would cost him quite a bit of 
money, and he was charging all the residents a steep cleaning 
charge for this, so he was getting away with charging high rent, 
stating that there was a cleaning charge, and instead of having a 
professional cleaning company, I was doing the whole house in 
return for a reduction in my rent.

I didn't enjoy trying to clean the house without being seen, it was 
hard work and sneaky and it made me jumpy.

 Meanwhile my room wasn't just disrupted by noise all the time, 
it wasn't really private, because it was next to the kitchen which 
had a main entrance door to the house and I had no nets 
curtains, anyone could just look straight into my room as they 
went past, and while the landlord was fixing things in my room, 
he just looked through the window to see if I was in. 

He had done all the work on this renovation and a lot of things 
simply broke as soon as I started using them. The worst thing 
was that the men used to come out of the kitchen and smoke 
outside my window, it was awful, I felt like I was living in a noisy 
goldfish bowl, and of course the smoke got to me as well. The 
other thing was that the landlord thought that 'luxury living' 
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included a washing machine and tumble dryer free of charge, in 
the kitchen next to my room. 

Most of the tenants were from other lodging houses that did not 
include free laundry, and thus they kept the machines running 
day and night and I didn't get any break from that noise either, 
nor was it easy for me to get access to the machines, to me it 
looked as if certain people were bringing their friends' washing 
home and doing it for them because their friends had to pay for 
laundry at their lodging houses. It turned out that one woman 
was actually doing washing for other people who didn't live at 
our house and was charging them for it, while I and one or two 
others could never get our own washing done. So it was a badly 
mis-managed situation and one that the landlord didn't want to 
engage with.

On the bright side,  my sponsored walk was approaching, and so 
was Christmas.

I prepared for the walk at the end of November, and the churches 
announced it, and sponsorship pledges were coming in, quite a 
lot of money, and I knew that if that continued, the families who 
couldn't make ends meet would all have a lovely food hamper 
and gifts for the children. This motivated me as the walk week 
arrived and the rain and wind were severe.

I walked the walk, and I walked through mud and rain and wind 
and teeth-clenching misery, because I know that Christmas is 
special, it is special to me despite so many unhappy Christmases, 
so I wanted those families to have nice food and gifts for the 
children, no child deserves a bad Christmas and no presents, but 
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that is what some children get, and it can hurt their self-esteem 
for life.

As Christmas approached and I was walking, I still found time in 
the evenings for carol services and Christmas events, and I had 
been able to help with several lots of Christmas shoeboxes and 
several Christmas fetes, so it felt like a real Christmas, it felt like I 
was in my previous life again, able to be useful and contribute 
and take part.

Unfortunately things were going to go horribly wrong.

I remember how hard it was to complete my walk that year, cold, 
wet and with my muscles stiff, stumbling on and off buses at the 
start and finish of each day's walk. I was so tired, but I was doing 
my best to settle in my new home and use my extremely sparse 
money to decorate the place for Christmas. I made paper chains 
and got tinsel and baubles from charity shops. I didn't think I 
could afford a tree, and just before the Christmas week, I got a 
small amount of benefit money through and by chance as I went 
to do the cleaning for my old landlord, I saw a Christmas tree for 
only a few pounds in a charity shop.

 I went to do the cleaning, but I felt unsure about spending 
money on anything non-essential, so I decided to think about it. I 
left a card for the residents of the lodging house, it was so dark 
and bare there, no sign of Christmas or festivities there at all, 
these men didn't care about something like Christmas, except for 
the alcohol.

On the way back I asked the charity shop if they could save the 
tree for me. It is amazing that that was the start of a whole new 



90

adventure that transformed my life and led to me meeting one of 
the most amazing friends I ever had, and who at the time of 
writing this, has now been dead for five months.

But anyway, as soon as I spoke to the people at the charity shop, 
I knew that this was an unusual and special setup. I had no idea 
what was to come, though, what I did know was that I felt 
something about this place and I knew it was unique. But they 
were very kind about my circumstances and told me they would 
keep the tree until I got some more benefit money through, a few 
days before Christmas. So at least I would have a Christmas tree. 

Things went wrong, and not just one thing, everything.

You will recall the evangelicals who were part of my life when I 
first came off the streets and then made the statement that they 
were 'not a government department' while trying to refer me to 
an organization? Well for so long I had heard nothing from them, 
but it turned out they had been liaising with my evangelical 
church, the one where the pastor triggered flashbacks by 
shouting in my face.

 The two churches did as churches do. Typical well-off middle 
class people who don't understand disability and poverty tend to 
rewrite what they don't understand, to the detriment of the 
vulnerable who's stories they rewrite, and between these two 
churches, they came up with all sorts about that landlord who 
had been aggressive in my early days off the streets, because the 
deaf evangelical lady hadn't heard when he had told her that his 
previous two tenants and his various marriages had ended in 
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violence, so the evangelicals decided that my tenancy problems 
were all just me. 

Great. I still ask occasionally why they use God's Name in their 
churches at all. Excuse my rant, but the long and short of it was 
that the old evangelicals turned up at the more recent 
evangelicals church 'To leave some things for me' instead of 
contacting me themselves, it was a chance for them to all have a 
good gossip. And I just was tired of being intruded upon and 
violated, especially after what I had survived in my previous life 
and on the streets. So I told them all to get out of my life. I told 
them all in a letter explaining that the vulnerable are people, 
people who have feelings.

 It didn't go down well, but the frustration at their intrusions had 
gone on a long time. And they still got hundreds of pounds from 
my sponsored walk for hampers and gifts for families in poverty.

So I lost my Christmas with those churches, although I still had 
strong links to the Methodist churches, so all was not lost, or so I 
thought.

Some of the Methodists made such a fuss about me doing my 
walk, and they wanted to get me a Christmas present. I didn't 
know what to make of being fussed about the walk. The walk was 
part of my repayment to society and part of the shattered 
remnants of the previous life where I loved to help people. 

Anyway, these Methodists found out that I didn't have a 
television, and hadn't had access to television since I went to live 
in my lovely and now condemned bedsit, I didn't miss watching 
television normally, just as Christmas approached I missed the 
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Christmas music and programmes.  So these people had decided 
to get me a television.

This meant that they came round to see my home.  And as old 
church people have said when they see my home, whichever 
home it has been, they said 'Oh, isn't this a nice place!' This is a 
kind of standard old church people comment, no matter how dire 
the place is.

Anyway so they set the television up, and it was really lovely to 
have television, most people take television for granted, I'm 
someone who can't always afford a licence even on a budget card, 
so I don't take it for granted, I don't deliberately break laws so I 
wouldn't watch television without a licence.

So with Christmas fast approaching, I had the television, 
decorations, and some food.  It didn't feel like Christmas though, 
because yet again I was in the house where people didn't care 
about Christmas except for a drink, it's horrible to live in a place 
where people have stopped caring, and despite everything I have 
survived I can't stop caring, Christmas is still magical for me, I 
love the lights and decorations, I love the church services and the 
carols, I love the music, the excitement, even the good memories 
strained through the bad. 

 So it was very sad to live in a place where no one cared, when no 
one cared about each other and life generally, it wasn't quite as 
awful as the other lodging houses but it was depressing and it 
certainly wasn't any kind of home.

But things got worse in the week before Christmas, as I 
previously mentioned, the landlord had told me before I moved in 



93

the place was quiet and there were no children allowed, but he 
had moved in two single fathers with their children.  And the 
place certainly wasn't quiet, he then moved one of the single 
fathers with his son into the same corridor as me, and in this 
week before Christmas he told me he wanted to move the other 
single father with a very noisy young child into the room next to 
me, I objected to this.

He moved single father with child into the room anyway.  I didn't 
understand why he kept moving tenants around anyway, or why 
so many tenants had moved in and out even in a few weeks that I 
had been there.  But what I did know was that it wasn't peaceful 
all quiet place.

In the approach to Christmas, the noise became unbearable.

This place actually reminded me far too much of the hostel my 
family were in at Christmas when I was eight years old, the noise, 
the soullessness, the cold, the comings and goings, it just 
resembled it more than the other lodging houses. A lodging 
house is not a suitable place for a lone vulnerable female, but 
circumstances and my bad judgement had led me to be there.

The landlord turned hostile as I continued to complain about the 
noise, and he tried to say I was at fault. No, I didn't create a 
house that harboured noise and was badly refurbished, I didn't 
move noisy workmen and drinkers and single fathers in and then 
move the single fathers all into my corridor. The culture of that 
house, through the landlord and his 'house manager' was blame 
and hostility and refusal of responsibility. That was how it was, I 
was tired of sneaking round doing the cleaning while the other 
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tenants weren't around, so that the landlord could get away with 
charging a huge cleaning fee to all the tenants, and then he and 
the 'house manager' would criticize my work to death. It was 
awful. It was not a nice place to be. But I didn't expect to have to 
move on Christmas eve.

But that is what happened in the end. 

So Christmas week was even noisier with people in the house of 
work and drunk, and the noise of this young child who had been 
moved into my corridor. The child seem to spend all it's time 
screaming and shouting, I would say that it was unhappy. And 
unsurprisingly, the place wasn't designed for children, it was 
bedsits and rooms. 

 And its father was an unhappy angry man. At about midnight, a 
few days before Christmas eve, the noise upstairs and from the 
child had not stopped, and I eventually put a note under the door 
of the room with the child and asked if the father could find a way 
to lower the noise as I needed to sleep.  The stress of just living 
there was leaving me with frequent migraines.

The father decided to take offence and came hammering on my 
door, shouting, cursing, threatening me, which left me shaking. I 
had not been unreasonable. The landlord had obviously been in a 
bad mood over his Christmas plans, he didn't want whatever was 
going on with his own family that Christmas so when I texted 
him he refused to do anything about the situation and again tried 
to say that my dislike of the situation was my own fault.

Not long after I had moved into this house, the other lodging 
house landlord who I also did cleaning for, while he was away for 
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the winter, had asked if I still needed a room because he had lost 
another tenant, it was funny but I had just taken the room where 
was, and didn't, but that night with the violence from that single 
father, I knew it would be daytime where the other landlord was 
on his winter sun holiday, so I emailed him and asked if he still 
had the room available at his house where I was cleaning, and he 
said yes.

The complication was, that he would need a deposit by bank 
transfer and I would still have to pay the month's rent where I 
was in lieu of notice, so I was going to lose a lot of money if I 
decided to escape this nightmare, and go back to the other 
lodging house where I had now lived twice and been unhappy. 
But the man who had stolen my things and abused me wasn't at 
that other house any more, there were just three fairly quiet and 
reasonable men and they were OK with me when I did the 
cleaning for them.

The landlord where I was had by now gone away for his unhappy 
Christmas with his family who he didn't want to see, and was still 
refusing to stop the threats and violent banging on my door by 
the single father that continued on the day before Christmas eve. 
I told this enraged single father that I would get social services 
and the police involved if it continued. And I made arrangements 
to pay the rent in lieu and raise the deposit for the other lodging 
house. But it was the house move, my furniture and possessions 
which had continued to accumulate with each house move, that I 
didn't know how to do.

I contacted the church, and unfortunately it is never the right 
thing to do to tell a church, a congregation of elderly and middle 
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class comfortable people if you are a vulnerable person in 
difficulties, they won't understand, no matter what denomination, 
and they will think that you are at fault, because they do not 
understand. This is one of the reasons that the food bank nation 
is so damaging, because food banks are run by church people 
generally who don't know and don't understand poverty, 
vulnerability or suffering. The food bank clan tend to treat the 
vulnerable and impoverished clan like naughty children.

Anyway, the church offered to take some of my furniture into 
storage and help me move some of my things. And I accepted 
that.

Chapter 9

On Christmas Eve, I was still struggling on and off buses all day, 
missing out on all the local Christmas eve fun and events, 
carrying my bags and possessions. Moving back to the old 
lodging house, feeling defeated and hurt. The landlord of the 
place I was leaving was angry but he was away and could do 
nothing, and it was not as if I had left without paying or giving 
him a good reason and rent in lieu of notice. He did rage about 
me leaving, but he had not provided a safe and quiet place to live 
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as advertised, and he had handled things badly and let me be 
intimidated and upset.

One of my recurring thoughts when anything went wrong in my 
life was 'The Church of England will try to use this against me' 
Because one official in the Church had relentlessly come after me 
and slandered me and driven me out of churches and sources of 
help and away from friends even when the Church had left me 
homeless and destitute, so I spent my life expecting judgement if 
anything went wrong, even if things weren't my fault or within 
my control. I can tell you, being judged and condemned by such 
a powerful organization as the Church, who have their fingers in 
every pie and influence in every community, is no joke.

It was late evening as I staggered the last mile of journey up the 
steep hill from the bus to the lodging house with my last heavy 
bags. The sky was clear and the landscape of stars was 
incredible, it always was such an awesome sky up there on the 
hill in the dark.

As I stopped and looked at that dark sky and the stars like on the 
night that Jesus was born, I smiled for the first time in months, I 
smiled for the first time since the vicious attack on me by the 
Church Times on behalf of the Church of England a few months 
before. And I started laughing quietly, with joy, for the Saviour's 
Birth, Homeless and in a Stable, and always close to me when the 
world hated and hurt me and rejected me as they treated Him 
this way too.
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I got to the lodging house, no-one was home, and I made myself 
a cup of tea before I went back out into that starry night, and 
walked the long walk into town to Midnight Mass. 

The Methodists had been not subtle enough in pretty much 
saying 'why don't you go to your local church over Christmas 
instead of trying to make the journey back to us?' And so I left 
that rather old and narrow Methodist congregation behind and 
returned to my old Catholic Church.

The Catholic Church was full of incense and candles, hot, 
crowded, but unbelievably beautiful and joyful, and I looked back 
to being in that exact same place a year ago, when I had only 
been off the streets a month.

The words of 'Yea Lord we greet Thee, born this happy morning' 
are the words sung as midnight strikes at that Midnight Mass 
every year, and I couldn't stop my tears as Christmas Morning 
broke.

I went out into the dark cold night after Mass, at least the 
persistent rain of that December was now over, and the cold 
weather had come in for Christmas.

As I walked towards my route home, other church-goers were 
dispersing towards cars and home. A drunk man was staggering 
around, trying to offer Christmas greetings, but as he lurched 
over to me with this clumsy attempt at greeting. I heard a shout 
from nearby.

A young man came running over and told the drunk man to leave 
me alone and asked if I was alright. I told him I was OK and the 
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drunk man had been trying to wish me a happy Christmas. The 
young man introduced himself and said he had seen me walking 
alone and he had just made sure his parents were safe in their car 
before coming to make sure I was OK. He offered me a lift home, 
and I felt that he was trustworthy so I accepted.

We drove through the silent night, and he chatted cheerfully, he 
was a good natured and happy young Catholic man and chatting 
with him cheered me up, he was looking forward to Christmas 
day with his bride-to-be and their families.

It was the early hours of the morning when he saw me safely to 
the lodging house door and drove off. I looked up at the sky, the 
blanket of bright stars in the pitch black night.

' O' Holy Night, the stars were brightly shining...'

I went to my room and slept for the few remaining hours of the 
night. 

Chapter 10
I woke at about 9am on Christmas Morning. The house was quiet 
because no-one was home. I had very little food but I made tea 
and then walked into town to Mass. Mass was crowded and I sat 
at the back. During the service a police officer came in. I just 
stayed where I was, there was no reason for me to worry about 
police. But the officer took his helmet off and knelt at the back 
before going up for communion. I am pretty sure they aren't 
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supposed to attend Mass on duty but obviously this poor Catholic 
officer had drawn the short straw and got duty on Christmas day.

After the service I decided to have my Christmas day walk before 
walking all the way home from Church. I walked down to the 
seafront. It was a beautiful sunny day with a cold breeze and a 
full tide.

It was a long walk home, and I was tired and still shocked and 
now separated from my community and isolated at the lodging 
house on the hill. What a way to spend Christmas!

I got home and as some of the shops had been open as normal, I 
had got some Turkey fillets that were reduced, and I cooked 
them in garlic cooking spray, because I didn't have any normal 
spray left. One of my housemates was now home but a bit tipsy, 
he smelled my dinner cooking and he wandered cheerfully into 
the kitchen, telling me how nice my food smelled, he grabbed 
himself a pizza out of the fridge and threw it in the oven 
alongside my food.

Well it was hardly Christmas dinner, but at least I had good but 
rather tipsy company and food on Christmas Day. To my 
housemate it was just another day really, but at least we were 
happy and had food and each other's company.

He was a rather wild young man, good natured, but he drank, 
and smoked, and he had two girlfriends, maybe three, who didn't 
know about each other. But he treated me like a sister and we got 
on well for the short time that he had left there.
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After lunch I spent the rest of the day curled up in my bed-sitting 
room, which did have a couch, trying to keep warm because as 
ever, this house was unheated, at least I had a roof over my head 
and hot tea, and Christmas Television to watch.

But nonetheless, I was still traumatized and reality was that 
having to flee the other lodging house had left me in a nasty 
situation, because I had had the post redirected there so recently 
and because the lodging house was considered to be multiple 
occupancy, Royal Mail wouldn't stop my post from going there, 
and I couldn't redirect it again, apart from not being able to 
afford it, it  was too confusing to work out how to redirect the 
post from both old addresses and cancel the redirection order 
from my old studio flat to the lodging house.

So the Christmas week was spent fighting to get all my post 
safely sent to me where I was and to get Royal Mail to help me, 
and it wasn't entirely successful, and to make it worse, the 
Benefits Agency decided to keep demanding that I phoned them 
on national rate numbers to make sure fraud wasn't going on 
because of the series of moves, and they stopped my benefits in 
the meantime, making it very hard for me to pay the rent. 

This whole situation was very stressful. It was a new low. 
Looking back makes me shudder, not least because even now, 
my poverty and the continued onslaught by the Church of 
England means I remain only half a step from being back in the 
same circumstances again.

So, now I was back in this lodging house for the third time. I was 
doing the cleaning, so there were no bogeys on the shower 
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curtains, but it was cold and damp and there was mould on the 
walls, and although I boiled kettles and disinfected everything by 
scalding it all, it was still a very cold, damp and mouldy house, no 
hot water or heating, and I was worn down by the trauma and the 
moves and the stress of trying to sort out my post and keeping 
my identity safe as well. And as I said, trying to sort this out 
during the Christmas holiday was an almost impossible 
nightmare.

The bed-sitting room that I lived in had a kind of sofa bed with a 
mattress balanced precariously on top, the mattress was too big 
for the bed and I would have ended up not sleeping or falling off 
the bed in the night if I hadn't simply put the mattress on the 
floor and slept on it.

Unsurprisingly I became ill, just as I had when I had been here 
before, I developed a chest infection that left me coughing blood 
and awake coughing during the night, this infection dragged on 
and on, and because I didn't have a good doctor, I didn't try to 
get help. 

 I could imagine the doctor's impatient and scornful comments, 
so I didn't go, but I thought that if I didn't get better I had better 
have some evidence to counter the doctor's scorn. I coughed the 
blood and chunks of mucus in a tub to take to him as proof. 
Writing that is both humorous and disgusting, but at the time it 
was just another aspect of a horrible and hopeless situation.

Before things had become so hopeless, I had been on my diet 
and doing a lot of exercise and really living a healthy lifestyle, but 
now that had all fallen apart and I just ate what I could afford, I 
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couldn't afford my diet club or even get there anymore. The only 
thing left of that regime was the 'health trainer' who hovered 
around on the periphery, trying to help me when I was already 
pro-actively helping myself.

The one good thing that the health trainer did before I ended up 
back in the lodging house was that she took forward my 
idea of using volunteer work to get me back on my path to 
employment, and she also helped to arrange for me to go 
to equine therapy.

The health trainer came up with a lot of completely unsuitable 
ideas like gardening for age concern or working with 
disabled riders, not options since the Church of England 
had narrowed my life by branding me a criminal. And this 
rubbed my wounds, but she also came up with a few leads 
for volunteer positions, one of which I took up a bit later. 
But although the kind of equine therapy that I ended up 
with was not the emotional therapy that I needed and I 
hadn't realised that there was more than one type of 
equine therapy, I did end up at the stables once a week, 
helping with horses and taking part in group activities, 
and I continued this despite the move between lodging 
houses, and it gave me something to live for.

Unfortunately the health trainer didn't know what to do when my 
move plunged me into depression, illness and crisis, and 
she was really pushing to refer me to social services, who 
had only harmed me and let me down my entire life, so I 
fell out with her, and that was the last aspect of my health 
and fitness life gone.
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Anyway, it was now January 2015, and as I lay on my mattress on 
the floor of the lodging house, coughing uncontrollably, I 
knew that life wouldn't get better unless I somehow got 
up and fought my way out of this abject poverty and the 
bad accommodation that came with it. And sometimes it 
just takes that decision to fight, and to go on fighting, in 
order to change things.

I knew that the only way out of this living hell, unless the chest 
infections killed me, was to somehow go back to work. but 
how? Even before I was homeless my employability was 
limited by my disability, background and lack of social 
and communication skills and confidence, and in the 
train-wrecked state I was in, what on earth could I do for a 
living now? 

I thankfully had internet access despite having no hot water or 
heating and inadequate food or money to live on. It's 
funny how in this day and age, so many people in poverty 
can access internet but not food, and homeless people 
often have laptops and iPhones. So I researched on the 
internet.

 I used to do catalogue rounds and although I wasn't walking 
well at this time, I seriously considered this as one of my 
limited options.

My chest infection nearly cleared a few times and came back 
each time, and I was sure that because of that it was a 
case for antibiotics, but I felt unable to see my snappy 
impatient and hurtful doctor. So when I got infection in 
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my mouth that seemed to spread from my throat to my 
gums and then to the tooth, I went to the dentist.

Our area was poor and there was very little provision for NHS 
dentists, it was all huge waiting lists and poor quality care, 
but nonetheless I went, and they went through the spiel 
about no funding and how it had to be an emergency, 
before they put me in with a the dentist. 

He wasn't a great dentist but he said I needed antibiotics, and I 
managed to get a prescription for an antibiotic that I 
wasn't allergic to, and as well as healing my tooth, my 
throat and chest infections also cleared. Although I was 
sure that if I stayed in the lodging house, they would 
return, but I wasn't in a position to move or a fit state to 
sleep on the streets and I wanted to move forward, not 
backwards. 

The dental surgery told me they would put me on the waiting list 
to be a proper patient and receive full treatment when they 
got more funding in April.  When I started work at the 
Charity shop, the couple who ran it told me that their 
problems with NHS dentists locally had been such that 
they had registered privately, and I knew other people who 
went out of the area in order to get dental treatment.

I didn't have any money or background and I was exhausted so I 
had no way of finding a new place to live, and I was pretty 
sure that work would have to come first, then a new home.

I didn't know if I could work, ill, worn down and hurt and with an 
impossible to explain gap in my work record. But I had to 
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do something and start somewhere. I was at the stables 
each week and in a way that counted as something to say 
to a prospective employer, and my adoptive Mum was a 
character reference. But I had to make a start back into 
work somehow.

I drew together enough courage to go into the small charity shop 
where I had bought my Christmas tree, in order to ask if I 
could volunteer. I had no idea how I would survive forms 
and interviews if those were necessary. The thing was, this 
wasn't just about work, my last life was full of charity work 
and I loved being a volunteer, and I wanted some of my 
life back, I wanted some life back in my life, the poverty 
and misery had become intolerable. 

The girl at the counter was a cheerful bubbly lass who had 
Down's Syndrome and a happy smile, when I nervously 
told her that I would like to volunteer, she asked me to 
hang on until the boss got back from the supermarket, so 
I hung on and she told me about her lifelike baby dolls 
that she treated as real babies and dressed and washed 
and carried around. There are a number of people who 
buy these lifelike dolls and care about them as if they are 
real babies, it is not my thing but I understand why people 
do it, women have a nurturing instinct and some women 
can't have children, so these dolls help to meet their 
needs.

Anyway, the manager came back, he was a rather curious chap, 
once a public figure and business owner, he had lost 
everything, emigrated, and eventually come home, 
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bringing with him a new wife from the country where he 
had been living. He and his wife now almost 
singlehandedly ran this charity and the shop.

I was taken on very rapidly and straight away put to work for two 
shifts per week. And just as immediately, my life started to 
have structure again. Because not only were there two 
shifts a week, but this shop was somewhere I could go and 
be and chat, it was small and it was the kind of place to 
chat to the other volunteers and the two managers.

The next miracle was when the Charity shop had a surprising 
donation. A music keyboard, donated by a retiring 
member of a band. A good keyboard. My keyboard had 
been left behind with all my other possessions when I had 
been made homeless in such a terrible way. It was very 
hard to ask the charity shop if I could pay for the keyboard 
in instalments, it was even harder to take it home and own 
it, because every time I have regained part of the life that 
had been destroyed and left behind, it has caused a 
traumatic reaction, so even something as simple as a 
music keyboard to replace the old one caused memories, 
and trauma with the memories.

The next step out of the darkness was to battle with the DWP, 
who were still giving me a hard time over my house 
moves, to get them to let me to work part time in 
'permitted work'. Permitted work or therapeutic work 
schemes have always been confusing and inaccessible and 
there is no-one qualified to clarify things, especially for 
people like me who can't phone the awful national call 
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centres who won't talk to you if the DWP haven't correctly 
updated your details on all systems, and usually they 
haven't.

So I wrote to the Jobcentre and asked to be put on the permitted 
work scheme, and they replied by sending me two letters 
both containing identical forms but no covering letter or 
information. I duly filled both forms in and sent them 
back.

I heard nothing from the DWP in reply.

I worked at the charity shop and enjoyed it, I revelled in being 
able to do something useful again, but the DWP were 
driving me mad, bombarding me with conflicting letters 
and demands, without answering my application to do 
permitted work.

I remembered the details of the volunteer gardening work that 
the health trainer had mentioned to me, and I contacted 
the supervisor, who invited me for interview. I was 
accepted onto the team, and would do two days a week, as 
well as still working at the charity shop. The gardening 
work was very much like stepping back into a real job, I 
had to get safety boots again, and although I could only 
afford the cheap ones, it felt great to be wearing work 
boots again! Then when I arrived at work in time every 
morning, I signed in, and I had set coffee and lunch 
breaks. I felt like I was back at work, and the beautiful 
estate I was working on reminded me so much of my last 
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workplace before I was homeless. I had the kind of feeling 
that I was going backwards forwards.

The gardening team was small, a full time supervisor who 
reminded me of my charge-hand from when I was a young 
gardener on another estate, then there was an apprentice, 
who was very good at his work, and a part time kitchen 
gardener who was ever so nice and friendly, they were 
lovely to work with, although very soon they discovered 
that they could give me any area that they couldn't get 
around to and I would plod happily alone and work hard.

 This was a test to me, to see if I still had the strength and skill 
and knowledge to be a gardener after those years in the 
dark and the trauma, and I passed. My back and legs 
ached every day but I worked and worked and I knew that 
I could be a gardener again eventually.

So, now my life was structured but I remained in poverty, with 
hardly enough food, and the DWP still driving me mad, 
the charity shop often fed me when I was there. But one 
day on lunch break, I went into the DWP office and asked 
them what I could do to improve the nightmare of their 
constant disjointed letters and my poverty. They were very 
sniffy with me, snapped that I couldn't claim income 
support, and asked if the people I did volunteer work for 
were exploiting me - nothing could have  been further 
from the truth! My volunteer work was my lifeblood. 

The DWP didn't consider me fit for work, and that affected my 
confidence in my own ability to return to work but there 
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was no way I could continue to live as I was doing. I was 
going to go back to work, by hook or by crook! 

Chapter 10

Meanwhile back at the lodging house, new problems were 
presenting. My landlord was still away, and I was still 
housekeeping, so hygiene wasn't too bad. But strange 
things were happening.

There were four of us in the house. I was the only female. My 
three housemates consisted of a bitter and sometimes 
unfriendly Asian man who smoked dope until the house 
stank of it, and was often away and threatened the 
landlord with notice frequently, then the cheerful young 
man who had been there with me on Christmas Day, and 
a strange silent man who did long shifts and tended to be 
sitting silently in the kitchen watching repeat television at 
all hours when he wasn't working.

I think it all started off with the cheerful young man suddenly 
vanishing, and not paying his rent. 

The landlord contacted me in a panic from his sunny climes, 
telling me that the lad hadn't paid his rent for a few weeks. 
I came home and knocked and knocked on the lad's door, 
and eventually I opened his door. The room was 
unoccupied, but the stench was something terrible. 
Months worth of rotting food on plates, cutlery, dirty 
clothes and empty or part empty alcohol containers were 
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everywhere, I have seen messy and dirty rooms, I grew up 
with it all, but I had never seen anything like this.

I contacted the landlord, while the other tenants said they hadn't 
seen the lad since Christmas. The next day there was 
someone ringing the doorbell, and I didn't get there in 
time, so they shoved a horribly official letter through the 
letterbox. My heart nearly stopped, I am sure it did, 
because what I was looking at was a court summons, and 
I thought it had my name on it. I don't know what I nearly 
did. But I started to tear open this summons envelope, 
and I thought it was the diocese or the rogue landlord at 
the other place. 

But then I realised it wasn't addressed to me, it was for the lad, 
who was now missing. I ran outside, and the person who 
had delivered it was sitting in their car, writing notes. 

I approached the car and stuttered nervously about the lad having 
a very similar name to me, and how I had accidentally 
opened the summons (but not read it) and he was 
missing. The man who had served the summons was 
perfectly polite and understanding and he asked if I knew 
where the lad might be, but I told him that this was a 
lodging house, and drifters didn't stay long and I was just 
here housekeeping while the landlord was away. So he 
accepted that, took the summons back and went on his 
way.
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The landlord was understandably frustrated by this as he was the 
other side of the world and could do nothing. But I 
couldn't do much either. 

Then the lad turned up again, but he didn't announce himself, 
just crept in and stayed quietly in his room. But he wasn't 
the type to keep very quiet, so before long he was smoking 
outside and I asked him if he could contact the landlord, 
and I asked him if he was a witness to something as the 
court had been trying to contact him, he said that he 
would contact the landlord but he couldn't be bothered 
with the court. But then he was gone again, he moved out 
this time, and no-one heard from him, he didn't pay the 
rent before he left.

I was tasked with cleaning that awful room, and some of what I 
cleaned, cleared and binned was indescribable and it 
made me ill, probably the mould spores.

But he wasn't the only tenant causing a problem, and things got 
worse. The Asian man wasn't the worst housemate I had 
had but he was moody and quick tempered and he was 
selfish with the facilities. I kept out of his way as his 
temper was legendary, he had lashed out at the landlord 
sometimes, that is how bad he could be, and I felt 
vulnerable. 

The other tenant was more like a machine than anything, a 
machine who probably left bogeys on the shower curtain. 
He just sat, hardly spoke, day in, day out. But for some 
strange reason, he had decided to go to  exactly the same 
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holiday destination as our landlord, which was kind of 
creepy, he was actually going out to where the landlord 
was. And although the landlord didn't seem to mind this, 
maybe didn't know what to make of it, they weren't close, 
so it was odd.

But something worse happened, he went, but he sublet his room 
to a total stranger, without telling the tenants or the 
landlord.

The first I knew about it was in the early hours of the morning, 
someone was crashing about and thundering about. I 
didn't know who would be making that noise when there 
were only two of us left in the house and the Asian guy, 
though sullen, was not noisy.

So, I discovered this drunk guy and his story that the tenant had 
sublet the room to him, and I contacted the landlord, and 
told him that this sublet tenant was very noisy, but the 
landlord had no idea, and he said that we were to tell this 
man to leave. But the man wouldn't leave, and instead he 
swore at me. The landlord told me that I was to give this 
guy a tenancy agreement out of the cupboard to sign. This 
was a real scenario even if it sounds too insane to be true.

 Anyway, instead of this crazy guy leaving, he signed a tenancy 
agreement and crashed around drunk and hogged the 
facilities and left everything dirty and in a mess, I was not 
happy with this, as I had to clean up after him, he left the 
bathroom floor soaking wet and rubbish everywhere. The 
landlord, having got this guy to sign a tenancy agreement, 
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was not willing to engage with the situation where I felt 
intimidated and unable to use the facilities and I got 
swearing and abuse from this guy if I stood up to him. 
This was a horrible situation.

The charity shop could see I was suffering, and they urged me to 
move out to somewhere safe where I would have proper 
facilities. But that is easier said than done, I had no 
money for a deposit and I was on benefits, I saw no point 
in moving from one low-rent lodging house to another, 
although the charity shop said they would reference me.

Chapter 11

Unfortunately the troubles at home weren't the only troubles as 
the Church of England kicked off in the press again, 
traumatizing me. I responded, but as usual in vain, and 
was simply left psychologically injured again. It was my 
volunteer work that helped me to keep coping and living 
through each day. In the meantime, the DWP continued 
to fail to respond to my request to do permitted work, part 
time work whilst still receiving benefits. I wanted to do 
this until I could find a way back into paid work or see if I 
was even in a fit state to be in paid employment, the 
barriers to work seemed huge still, even though I now had 
volunteer references and was used work again. 

So all in all, the start to 2015 was painful and bleak, despite the 
hope that the charity and gardening work was giving me. I 
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felt useful, able and restored as I did my work, but the 
reality of my life was depressing. And what I have 
described so far is only  January.

The landlord remained on his sunshine holiday the other side of 
the world, with one of his tenants with him while that 
tenant's sub-let lodger continued to make life more 
miserable around the house. And the sleeping on a 
mattress in a cold mouldy room wasn't ideal. I had a lot of 
nightmares and flashbacks after the church's latest 
onslaught.

 Generally life was pretty desperate and I could hardly afford the 
rent each week, plus the walk to my volunteer work was 
quite harsh, and taking the bike wasn't a great option, not 
only because of the hills but when I left the bike in town, it 
was sabotaged, someone undid the brakes. It is very lucky 
that I realised before I started going downhill. 

One morning when I was on the way back from a morning's 
activity at the stables, my phone beeped, a text.

'Hi! I'm Sonia, I understand that you are having trouble at the 
lodging house!' Said the text. It had a little smiley at the 
end.

Sonia was a former tenant, who had been at the lodging house a 
few times after she came to live in the UK. She told me she 
thought that the landlord was mad, but that he was her 
friend. Which made sense to me, I thought that he was 
mad but he was kind of my friend too.
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Sonia's English was a bit hit and miss, but she told me that the 
landlord was crazy to have no hot water or heating in the 
house and to keep going away and leaving the house to go 
to pot, and she had previously been left in pretty much the 
same situation as I was in now.

Sonia was working long shifts in a care home, she kept promising 
to come over to the lodging house and make sure I was 
OK and see if she could help with the 'nasty men' as she 
called them. She knew as I did, that the lodging house 
tended to be inhabited by men with problems, and it 
wasn't really suitable for women, especially not vulnerable 
women. maybe a tattooed butch woman who could arm 
wrestle these men would be alright living there, but not 
me and not Sonia.

Sonia never got time to come over, instead she told me that her 
landlady where she was then had a spare room and she 
was going to ask if I could come and lodge with them. I 
hardly dared to raise my hopes, in fact I was becoming 
quite defeated and was again ill with a chest infection as 
well.

I didn't hear anything for a while and I didn't try to hope. But 
then a text came through, it said 'Phone landlady and talk 
to her about spare room' with the phone number.

I have so much trouble with the phone, and I had almost no 
credit and the signal at the lodging house was so bad. 
This was a very big step, especially as this new landlady 
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normally only took working tenants and although I was 
kind of working, I was not in full-time paid employment.

In a rather difficult conversation with this landlady as I coughed 
and the signal came and went, she had been told of the 
severity of the lodging house situation with Sonia, and she 
asked me to come over the next day so we could discuss 
the situation. I was absolutely petrified. 

Chapter 12

I got the bus over to meet Sonia's landlady. By wonderful co-
incidence, the house was on the bay where I had been so 
happy before, and was only a few streets over from the 
condemned house where I had lived in that wonderful 
bedsit.

I was not in good shape, and I was afraid of showing up there 
looking ill, messy and tired. The charity shop had 
arranged clothes for me, but I couldn't afford a haircut, 
nor could I do anything about how ill I looked, I was 
coughing all the time and it begins to affect your voice, 
appearance, everything after a while.

I crept nervously up to the door. The wind wouldn't let me keep 
my hair tidy, and that made me more self-conscious.

I rang the bell, and after a minute someone came to the door. 
They hesitated after opening the door, and then smiled 
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slightly and said 'come in out of the cold wind, you poor 
thing!' So that wasn't such a bad greeting.

I was led into a huge kitchen dining room, bright lights and 
warmth. I hadn't seen many kitchens this big or nicely 
fitted out, and clean.

I was invited to sit at a large wooden dining table, I don't know 
much about wood furniture but I know it was a nice table. 
Rectangular with room for 10 or so.

This was quite a difficult first conversation as they questioned me 
about my life and work and all kinds of things, even about 
the churches I went to. They were not unkind or 
unpleasant, this family always did ask deep questions. 

They showed me the room, it had a working radiator, it had a 
stone floor and a double bed and a desk, it had some nice 
artwork left by the previous tenant who had almost the 
same name as mine, much to Sonia's confusion, and 
because of her English, she usually called me by the 
previous tenant's name anyway. All I could think was how 
I would be away from the dope and alcohol and cold and 
damp and the scary men, and of course, the bogeys on the 
shower curtain! 

In fact, most of the time I would have a bathroom to myself, as 
Sonia had an ensuite, and the family themselves didn't live 
at the house most of the time at that point.

Then the family told me that Sonia had spoken highly of me and 
had explained the situation and that they thought I was 
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trustworthy and responsible even if I wasn't working full 
time at the time, and so they would let me take the room 
and would reduce the deposit in order to help me. This 
was very kind of them, and they told me to go away and 
think about it.

I went away and panicked, because despite them reducing the 
deposit, I would have to pay the rent in advance and the 
deposit at the same time, the rent was payable monthly in 
advance, and I had nearly no money.

The problem was, I was being offered this new home, and I 
couldn't stay in the dreadful lodging house much longer, I 
was so tempted to sleep rough, so what could I do except 
what I always did, I prayed.

I went down to the bay, the bay that I had grown to love, 
cautiously, tentatively, grown to love despite my fear of it 
being ripped from me by the church of England's actions.

 I was afraid to love, to believe in anyone or anything or to even 
consider anything in life as permanent. But when I walked 
down to the bay, which I had hardly seen for a month. I 
started to cry. Because I knew that I loved the bay and this 
town, even with its building sites and tourists and all the 
rest of it. I loved the bay. It was my home, and I knew that 
if I could take the room I had been offered. I would.

As always, the words of Billy Joel's song 'Lullaby' ran through my 
head as I watched the bay:

'Remember all the songs you sang to me
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when we went sailing on an emerald bay,

and like a boat out on the ocean

I'm rocking you to sleep, 

the waters dark and deep

inside this ancient heart of mine,

goodnight my angel, now it's time to sleep

and dream how wonderful your life will be.

I didn't feel like going back to the lodging house that evening, so 
I got on a bus and just stayed on the buses as they drove 
around, the miles of darkness spinning away as I sat at the 
front of the top deck, dazed and balanced between hopeful 
and hopeless.

As I rode on the buses, my adoptive mum texted to say that she 
wanted to come and see me for  a day, so I said yes to 
that, and told her briefly about the possible new room. 
Then the couple who ran the charity shop texted to ask 
about the room, as they had known I was going to see it. I 
was working a lot more than just my two shifts a week for 
the charity shop now, I did a majority of the stock sorting, 
and in return they fed and encouraged me.

I replied to the text by saying that I loved the room and had been 
offered it, but that I was a bit unsure if I could raise the 
money. 
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'Come in in the morning and we will discuss that' was the text 
reply, followed by another text where they poked fun at 
the drunk man at the lodging house and said I should 
lamp him as a leaving present and then send the police in 
to collect him.

The next morning at the charity shop, they said they would lend 
me the money I needed in order to secure the room, as 
long as we agreed it on paper and I paid back as agreed. 
So we signed an agreement, and I told the landlady that I 
would like to take the room.

'When would you like to come?' She asked, and immediately 
added 'Straight away, I should think!' To which I agreed.

I arranged to move in the next week, in the meantime I biked the 
few miles over there to get the blue bike there, and then 
returned to the lodging house on the bus.

Chapter 13

It was a hopeful and cheerful end of one chapter and beginning 
of another, my adoptive mum came over on the day that I 
was moving, there was no-one else at home and we had a 
peaceful time packing and drinking tea and talking, and 
then came a surprise, someone came round to see me with 
a cheque from a local charity that had been issued with 
the aim of improving my quality of life. It wasn't a huge 
amount, but it meant that I would be able to sort myself 
out and get food and essentials after the move. 
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When I look back I just think how well timed this surprise was. 
There we were, me and my adoptive Mum, enjoying 
preparations for my move, and then there was this surprise 
visit and cheque as I prepared to move to a better place. It 
was a better ending to a bad six weeks. Yes, I had only 
been at the lodging house six weeks, but that beat the 
previous two stays there, which had been four weeks or 
less.

My adoptive Mum went home before I moved house, due to the 
fact that I was moving by car and there wouldn't be room 
for her to come too, we moved everything out of the house 
and I saw her to the bus stop and then my new friend, a 
volunteer from the charity shop, came to help me move.

We got to the new house and unloaded, and Sonia let us in and 
made tea.  My friend left, and Sonia went out, and I was 
left to settle in.

Everything in the house seemed silent and spacious and open. 
The family didn't live there, just dropped in and stayed 
sometimes, which was to prove unsettling to me later on, 
but when I moved in, it was just Sonia and myself there. 

The house was big, and it was quite well done out, the bathroom 
I was to use was a nice white room with a corner bath and 
a shower you were supposed to sit in, which always made 
me feel vulnerable. The window was a skylight from which 
you could see ships sailing past on the bay. My bedroom 
was downstairs and was only bright in the early morning 
until the sun moved round, after that it was quite dark. 
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But it was nice enough, especially with the artwork from 
the previous tenant. Best of all, it had the desk. The desk 
where I sat for countless hours, writing and planning.

The family had a cat, an old and bad tempered black cat, who 
had no idea he was supposed to act his age, so he went 
round the house attacking the rugs and rushing up and 
downstairs, lashing out with his claws through the 
banisters at anyone who came past. He was a 
cantankerous old moggy but he was good company as 
well, curling up on my bed, purring comfortingly as I 
endured nightmares and flashbacks, and occasionally 
swiping me with his claws if I caused him to have to 
move.

Within a week or two of moving to the new house, my chest 
infection started to clear, I had begun to wonder if I would 
ever stop coughing and start breathing well again. The 
thing is with that lodging house, every time I have been 
there I have got ill with chest infections and coughs, and I 
know that there is no hot water or heating or hygiene but I 
wonder if the problem is more than that, some germ, 
mould or fungus spore that thrives there that caught me 
out each time maybe.

Anyway, so now I was recovering and in a place with heating and 
hot water, hot showers and baths, a washing machine that 
I could access, and a huge clean kitchen with all the 
facilities, and best of all, no dirty men with alcohol and 
drug problems.
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It was great, but it took time to sink in that I was safe, I remained 
nervous and at first I couldn't sleep because I was so 
tense.

It was great to be home on the bay, I didn't want to be anywhere 
else in the world. I started to go down to the sea in the 
early morning like I used to, only I didn't feel quite the 
same as before, the lodging houses and the church's 
onslaughts had left me weary and hopeless, and although 
I found comfort in watching the sea, I felt disconnected 
and tired.

 I knew that I had a long road ahead of me, because the 
viciousness of the benefits system and the poverty that it 
caused meant that I intended to return to work, even if the 
DWP wouldn't support me properly. They had never 
answered my request to do permitted work despite my 
repeated reminders.

I was still suffering PTSD but obviously there comes a time when 
sitting about is no longer an option, and I had never 
intended to spend three years out of work and on the 
streets, so I had to work out how to return to work with no 
way of explaining myself to an employer, no references, no 
history that I dared to give, and still as a fugitive, and with 
the complex missing driving licence situation meaning 
that I couldn't say I had a driving licence even though 
technically I was entitled to one.
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I considered my situation, the only way to change it was in small 
steps, and so I started writing task lists, looking at how to 
change things bit by bit.

I had applied for a provisional licence under my new name, so I 
had to look at affording lessons, but lack of money would 
prevent that until I was working, and in an egg and 
chicken situation, work would be hard to find without a 
licence and a car in a district with a poor and expensive 
bus service.

Although it was difficult to see the way forward, I felt that now 
was the time to start making progress, now that I was in a 
clean, quiet home and was home on the bay. 

I wanted to work and grow and learn and reach out and develop, 
and that was a good sign, a sign of recovery from the 
awful bad luck and circumstances of recent months.

I continued to work for the charity shop and on the volunteer 
gardening, but it was harder to get there now, a bit of a 
trek on the unreliable bus service. But I didn't want to 
give up either. 

When I got home from 'Work' in the evenings I had got into the 
habit of watching Hollyoaks, it became almost an 
obsession. It was nice to have something like that, it was 
something to look forward to, a part of my new life and 
identity that I wouldn't have even considered before. My 
adoptive Mum said that it was good escapism, something 
to help me to relax and unwind.
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Sonia, though not unpleasant, was an odd housemate, she 
certainly worked hard and meant well, but she had a lot of 
worries. She had an 18 year old son, although she didn't 
seem old enough, but he was back home in her country of 
origin and had no apparent wish to join her over here. She 
and her son would have massive rows on the phone, and 
she worried about sending money for his keep to his 
grandmother, with whom he lived. 

She worked so hard and complained of back ache and emotional 
upset a lot. She had a lot of boyfriends but wasn't really 
happy. We didn't get on great and we weren't on bad 
terms, I was nervous with her and she and I had almost 
nothing in common, she had a lot of clothes and fashion 
and nice things, men bought her things all the time, and I 
felt quite scruffy compared to her, and her ability with 
English sometimes made conversation hard, but we 
muddled on together, with the cat for company.

It turned out that Sonia and I had one thing in common, music. 
She was a skilled musician who had gone to music school 
for years and she was delighted to see my keyboard and 
asked permission to pop into my room and play it 
sometimes, which I was happy to grant, although I felt 
very small with my very incompetent efforts to get back 
into my music. So I applied for lessons. Which was a brave 
step, but I found a tutor who would do a fairly cheap half-
hour lesson each week, and in the meantime I started 
teaching myself music theory with great absorption and 
enthusiasm, gathering cheap books and past exam papers. 
I had waited so long to do this.
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Sonia got me to come out with her to live music at the pub or pub 
quizzes, but I found these hard as they went on until late 
and Sonia would often get overwhelmed with anxiety or 
depression and rush out, leaving me there alone with 
people who knew her but not me. An unfortunate 
situation, so in the end I decided not to go any more. 

Chapter 14

Life was beginning to structure around me, but I was still 
miserably short of money and couldn't afford shoes or a 
haircut. I have no idea what my smart and stylish 
housemate thought of the mess that I was, and certainly 
she never commented out loud, but I felt so shabby 
compared to her.

The DWP continued to make my life a misery by sending me 
letter after letter of conflicting information, and I knew 
that I had horticultural and other skills and was making 
enough of a recovery to consider work, but trying to get 
the DWP to stop bombarding me and help me seemed a 
losing battle. 

I was so unsure of registering as self-employed without reliable 
transport and without tools, but on the other hand, I 
couldn't see any way out of poverty if I sat around day 
after day with the gap in my employment record getting 
longer. I decided to see if I could get paid work 
experience.
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I got paid experience remarkably quickly. I wrote to a large local 
horticultural unit, the type that is like a factory and 
employs large numbers of migrant workers. I told them I 
loved work, especially hard work and had had some bad 
breaks and was really keen to work and my work had 
always been in horticulture. They replied, just saying 
'come in and do a trial' but the day that they wanted me to 
do a trial was my Birthday. I was so determined to get 
back to work and out of the horrible benefits system, that I 
agreed to go in on my Birthday, and didn't even tell them 
that it was my Birthday, although the forms I filled in 
would have told them if they had looked closely, but they 
weren't that type of firm. 

It was a hot day, especially for the time of year, when I went in 
for my work trial, and I had a migraine, but I wanted to 
work.

The place was very impersonal and factory-like, it was not really 
horticulture, it was a factory that grew things. The office 
made me fill in a lot of paperwork and talked me though 
endless regulations and procedures without stopping to 
make sure I understood. Then they just told me what unit 
to go to, didn't give me any direction or introduce me to 
anyone, just sent me over, I didn't know what the start or 
finish times were or anything, it was minimum wage of 
course, and I was the only English employee apart from 
the supervisors, so I felt slightly odd one out, although I 
am in no way racist.
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The glasshouse unit that I was sent to was baking hot even in 
this early spring sunshine, although the weather was 
unseasonably hot, and I had such a headache. The work 
was complicated and tricky, it was not my usual work and 
I struggled with my legs when I was asked to climb 
ladders. Trying to climb a ladder if you have a wonky 
pelvis is a very odd and comical thing.

The person training me didn't know how to communicate well 
with me in English, she was used to training in her own 
language as the other workers were almost all the same 
nationality as her. She kept smiling, seemingly 
embarrassed and sometimes amused as I struggled with 
the work. The heat and my migraine made it all so much 
worse. And the glasshouses were full of bees, which we 
were supposed to ignore, but I didn't feel great about that. 
I am not allergic to bees, wasps or ants really, but I tend to 
have more of a reaction such as bad swelling and sickness 
if I am bitten or stung. Life on the streets had been a 
battle of surviving bites and stings.

The shift I had been put onto was already part way through when 
I was sent to the glasshouse, no-one really explained that 
or anything else, but the shifts I was expected to do were 
7am to 2pm. I had often seen the migrant workers walking 
or cycling to and from the towns at the beginning and end 
of shifts, risking their lives on the fast and dangerous main 
road, but now I had a real problem. I was not fit to walk or 
cycle the rather long distance to and from the unit, 
especially not for a 7am start, realistically I was still in 
poor condition from what I had survived and I couldn't do 
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it and survive a demanding shift in a hot greenhouse, 
especially not when summer arrived, and there were no 
buses heading that way that early in the morning. The 
buses were once an hour and the shifts finished just in 
time to miss a bus, so it was an hour's wait for the bus 
after the shift and no bus early enough for the start of the 
shift.

The odds were stacking up against me staying in this job, it was 
not going to be an easy environment for me as an autistic 
person among people who didn't speak English, I 
couldn't climb the ladders without pain and the problem 
with my pelvis meaning that my legs wouldn't go where 
they should on the ladder, the plant tying work was too 
delicate, and I felt as embarrassed as the trainer seemed to 
feel about the fact that she couldn't find the English to 
train me properly.

 I was hot, I was in pain, I was totally out of place, and I thought 
that my presence there was just an extra burden on the 
poor woman trying to train me. And this wasn't really 
horticulture, it was factory work. I wanted to work, and I 
wanted to work so much, that I had applied here even 
though I kind of knew the nature of the place. 

There were no breaks, people worked from 7 until 2 or 2 until 8 
without a break, there was no common room or anything 
else, unless the place was being inspected, and the admin 
staff who had signed me up had been quite clear that they 
were used to people quitting frequently. I couldn't have 
made this work even though I really wanted to. The fact 
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that I would have to start at 7am and they had not checked 
if I could get there at that time, was the decider. This 
wasn't a place that checked or informed or agreed things 
with employees, they just simply told you where and 
when. 

It was very rigid and very bound in rules and regulation, and 
although I was determined to return to work, this was not 
going to work out.

At 2pm I was told that the shift was over. And so my short four 
hours of work here was over too, I couldn't find any admin 
staff, so I left. The buses were only one an hour from there 
and so I walked to a nearby garden centre and sat in their 
cafe with a pot of tea and a bit of coffee cake, the lone 
celebration of my Birthday, tea, cake and a headache. But 
I have had worse Birthdays than that.

When I got home it would have been so easy to give up in despair 
but I didn't. I had told the DWP that I was doing a work 
trial that day, that as far as I knew, was unpaid, and now I 
told them that this work trial had lasted four hours and 
wasn't suitable for someone in my condition and would be 
inaccessible because of transport.

For the next few weeks, the DWP and HMRC bombarded me 
with letters, conflicting letters that contradicted each 
other. My efforts to return to work led only to a nightmare 
situation for me.

The DWP and HMRC decided I was working, and that I had 
been working doing permitted work since January and 
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that unless I provided all my earnings details and wage 
slips immediately, they would stop my benefits and fine 
me. Well, as you may recall, I had applied for permitted 
work in January 2015 but had never heard back from the 
DWP and thus had not been working, and even if I had 
ever been permitted to do permitted work, I would have 
been doing catalogue rounds part time, self-employed, 
and would not have been able to produce wage slips.

The things that the DWP and HMRC come out with have always, 
and probably always will, be able to send me into 
explosive, helpless, fearful rage. And I did rage at them. 
After years of raging at the church no response, and years 
of being treated badly by the DWP with no justice, I didn't 
expect this to be put right, and I really feared for my 
wellbeing if they were going to take all my money when I 
barely had any, and give me a bad record for their errors.

I explained to the DWP that they had not responded to my 
request for permitted work, and they had let me down and 
mis-communicated far too much by now, and it was 
driving me to despair and I was not to be threatened for 
something that was not my fault. 

It turned out that the nursery where I had done a work trial were 
paying me for that, which confused things, and I wasn't 
officially back in work and the DWP had messed up with 
the permitted work, but the muddle of paperwork and 
demands from HMRC and the DWP was not my fault. So 
the independent examining body took the case, and 
granted me some of my complaint, although I raged at 



133

them for not granting all of it, and the DWP were asked to 
send me compensation. For which I was grateful because 
I could buy shoes rather than hurting my feet walking 
around in shoes with holes right through them. My criteria 
for new shoes tended to be that I was getting thorns or 
glass in my feet.

But the repeat harm to my wellbeing by the DWP meant that I 
didn't feel safe to go on claiming benefits, I know they 
hurt and distress many people, not just me, but I was still 
receiving frequent and conflicting letters and I just wasn't 
prepared to go on suffering under such a system, no 
matter that I was in such a state that ATOS didn't even 
interview me for fitness any more, just told the DWP to 
pay me indefinitely.

Chapter 15

I registered as self-employed at the end of March 2015.

I simply had the idea of building up a gardening round locally, 
through flyers or business cards, and with references from 
the volunteer gardening and also the charity shop work. 
This was the flying leap that I had to take, alone, as the 
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DWP were not supporting me. And suddenly I was free, I 
was leaping.

I had thought it through and I wasn't being stupid, the amount I 
was living on from the DWP was so low, and I wasn't 
going to lose housing benefit or DLA, just the ESA that 
was barely supporting me, and I was replacing the ESA 
with income that as soon as I got work, would soon 
outstrip the ESA amount anyway, or so I hoped. I still had 
the transport problem to deal with though. And as soon as 
I reached 16 hours per week in work and admin to do with 
work and time spent travelling to and from work and 
arranging work,  I could claim Disabled Tax Credits.

I took the flying leap off ESA and into work, and I have been off 
ESA and working ever since.

It was the same day, in the evening, that I saw that the paper 
shop on the seafront was looking for people to deliver 
papers. newspaper deliveries does count as work under 
Tax credits, so the next day I took a newspaper round, 
and that work sustained me, gave me contact with more 
people and helped me to exercise. It was much to Sonia's 
amazement that every morning as she prepared for work, I 
would be off on my bike, delivering papers. I think an 
adult female doing such a thing was beyond her 
comprehension. But I was happy, I felt useful and 
independent, and I loved those early mornings, biking 
round the quiet streets as the sea rolled onto the sand and 
the seagulls cried. It was a little slice of heaven.



135

I wasn't attending church any more, although sometimes I saw 
people I knew from church, but I felt no regret, church 
had been good socially but the services were a weekly 
punishment for me after my experiences of the church of 
England, who's hurtful press releases about my case 
continued to injure me during this time. The vile way that 
the Church of England treated me marred any relationship 
I tried to have with God or churches.

One of the reasons I had taken the leap into self-employment was 
because the charity shop urged me to, and they put my 
little business card in the window of the shop, and my 
volunteer friend, who was becoming a good friend by now, 
had said that her recent operation meant that she couldn't 
look after her own garden so she wanted me to take her on 
as a paying customer. She had a lovely garden but large 
and rambling, with plenty of work for me. So now I was 
beginning to push my work towards qualifying level for 
Tax Credits.

It was approaching Easter 2015 now, and I had decided to do 
another sponsored 70 mile walk along the usual route, and 
this time the money raised would be for the charity shop. 

My friend volunteered to support me by dropping me off and 
collecting me at the start and finish of each day's walking. 
I had been doing the walk for a few years now and had 
never had support for it, so this was quite novel to me.

It was the best walk, and walking since then hasn't been the 
same. I remember my friend standing and smiling as she 
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waited for me to finish walking the sunlit cliffs in the cool 
evening breeze. I had no idea that by the time the next 
year's walk came around, she would be dead, and I would 
be walking alone with tears in my eyes.

We had a few problems with communicating where to meet for 
the end of each day's walk, not least when she lost her 
phone! And then she phoned me from a pub, where the 
landlord gave her a free drink, but I was in a no signal 
area, sprawled exhausted on the ground and barely able to 
crawl over to a better signal, but I did, and she managed 
to contact me. It wasn't funny at the time, but I knew it 
would be great to put in a book one day, and I told her so, 
it makes me smile now.

She brought a flask of tea for me every day, but the walk only 
took three and a half days that year, and it was glorious 
weather, I got a bit sun and wind burned, but it was the 
best walk. On the last day, I didn't need a lift home, she 
dropped me off and I walked the seven or eight miles to 
the end of the walk, home. The money raised went to the 
charity, and it was almost my parting gift to them before I 
left them.

My parting company with the Charity shop was a sad event and 
occurred when the Church of England decided to launch 
an onslaught against me, compounded by the published 
opinions of the 'bloggers' who routinely produced their 
hurtful opinion on my case.
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 The Charity shop people didn't know why I was not my usual 
self, the charity shop woman herself had bad patches 
when she was snappy and horrible, I think she was 
surviving the menopause, and the Church's onslaught 
occurred when she was having a bad patch and she 
snapped at me. We ended up having an argument, and I 
quit, but I paid them the remainder of the money that they 
had lent me for my deposit before I quit, and I remained 
close friends with my volunteer friend. It was time for life 
to move on.

Chapter 16 

I wasn't picking up work very fast yet, but I was doing the papers 
and gardening for my friend, and that, plus the admin and 
travel and work setting up as self-employed was nearly 
meeting the qualifying hours for Disabled Tax Credits. 
Then I got a phone call from someone who had seen my 
advert. She was an office worker part time, but she also 
did freelance work. She worked for an autistic man, doing 
his cleaning and gardening, but other commitments 
meant she was having to drop the gardening, so she 
contacted me. She told me that the man she worked for 
was wary of new people and couldn't use a phone easily, 
hence she was making arrangements on his behalf. I 
laughed and told her I was also autistic and completely 
empathised.
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She arranged to meet me at a pub, and we had a soft drink and 
discussed things, we then arranged for me to meet the 
man she worked with, and so I met the man who is now a 
good friend to me and an important part of my life, and I 
still look after his garden.

He was initially nervous, but very quickly he and I realised how 
similar we were, and we were soon chatting away, and for 
me it was a treat to have someone so intelligent to talk to, 
he was a professor before he took early retirement, and he 
described himself to me as being like Sheldon Cooper 
from the Big Bang Theory. 

So now I had two gardens and the newspapers, I was nearly Tax 
Credits Hours, and that boost to my income, when I could 
attain it, would completely compensate the loss of ESA, in 
the meantime I was managing to scrape by without ESA, 
and I will always look back and marvel at that and at the 
leap of faith I took to come off benefits without support. I 
had to have complete faith in myself in order to do that. 
And I guess the way I was able to survive on the streets 
gave me some self-confidence. I am so much more 
competent in life now than I was before I was homeless.

Before long, the tourist season was beginning to awake, and 
being in a very much tourism orientated area, it was usual 
for seasonal work to be available. And I was lucky, in a 
way. A local woman who ran a business providing cleaners 
to the holiday parks contacted me and offered me work. 
So I hit Tax Credits Qualifying levels of work.
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It turned out that although I applied for tax credits, the 
disbelieving HMRC, who didn't believe I could work 
anymore than the DWP did, made me jump through hoop 
after hoop, a month of fighting them for tax credits went 
by before they suddenly gave in, and sent me backdated 
tax credits, an amount of money that I hadn't seen the like 
of since before I was homeless, and now I would receive a 
tax credits payment every week.

I was also getting more work now. I was offered a chance to work 
on a garden clearance, and it was one of the strangest jobs 
I have ever done. 

A big old house on the outskirts of town called me for garden 
clearance. The man was some kind of celebrity who had 
fallen on slightly hard times, he was obviously quite ill, 
and I don't know how much of it was alcohol and how 
much was illness, but he slurred his words and was hard 
to understand. We made arrangements for me to start 
work but even when I turned up I had no idea who I 
would be working with or how it would work out.

I turned up at the house and after some time of knocking and 
ringing I nearly gave up, he came to the door and he said 
he had thought I was the babysitter, and he went into a 
rant about her unreasonable demands. Which all seemed 
odd, as the house was almost derelict and there was no 
sign of any children or family, and there never was anyone 
in the house apart from him while I was there.
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He seemed sleepy and confused, so I offered to start work, and 
he agreed, and certainly there was plenty to do. I started to 
cut back trees and clear debris, still not knowing who, if 
anyone was coming to help. There was a skip and I 
started loading rubbish into the skip. Then several people 
came and went, one of them was collecting the fence that 
had been taken down.

 Then a man arrived to help. Although he didn't help much. He 
talked instead, and he stood and talked while I worked. It 
was so unfair, because he was on benefits and was here to 
work without declaring it, and the man who owned the 
house was paying him the same as he was paying me. 
This is life sometimes. 

So I worked very hard, and this other guy stood and talked a lot, 
and had to be prompted to work. By now the owner had 
come out to join us and work with us, and he kept having 
to tell this guy to work, and this guy kept on and on 
talking, mainly about himself and his mates and 
everything he had and did, for me I saw this as part of the 
rough tough learning curve of back into work. But at the 
end of the first day I quietly said to the owner that this 
situation was unfair on me.

The owner agreed and said that the talking was getting to him 
and he would try to get this guy to do more. But instead 
the owner and the talker ended up drinking many beers 
while I worked. But I did get free bottles of coke and I did 
get paid on completion of the work. And of course this 
work enhanced my credibility all round and gave me 
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confidence, it had been a heavy garden clearance and I 
had done more work than the two men, and I had known 
what I was doing.

I then had two more new jobs. One was for my landlady. I was 
already caretaking the house and the cat pretty much 
singlehandedly but the garden was big and there was a lot 
to do, the landlady employed a lady gardener a few hours 
a fortnight, confusingly this lady had the same name as 
the landlady, but they decided between them that there 
was a lot of work that needed doing and it was too much 
for the gardener, so I was to take some of it on, and I 
would be paid.

So now I was really back in work, the only problem and fear 
being that my work was seasonal and the winter would 
come, and what would I do then? Funnily enough I am 
sitting here now with exactly the same fear. One of the 
reasons I advertised myself as a cleaner as well as 
gardener and took the paper rounds is that I needed to 
ensure I had work all year round.

The other job I took on was unfortunately outside of my abilities, 
to be honest. I don't know who the customer was, but he 
was high profile and high flying, and he was a bit 
machine-like, he scared me, but he wanted shirts ironed 
as well as borders dug, and I felt too out of my depth and I 
quit after a while and I see it as my problem not his, these 
things happen, and my only real regret is letting him 
down. He was obviously quite an important figure, and I 
felt intimidated and inadequate.
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I had another terrible shock to deal with at this point. I was not in 
contact with my birth family and didn't want to be. For 
me, my family was my adoptive parents and my small 
circle of friends. But my brother somehow contacted me 
to tell me that my birth mother was dead. 

I felt nothing when I heard that news, nothing for her anyway, 
the psychological harm that she had done to me was 
severe, and though I didn't hold it against her and 
understood that she was seriously mentally ill, I didn't 
love her. It is a strange scenario when you can't love your 
birth mother even if society expects you to, and you have 
no feeling at all when she dies. 

The feelings that I had when I was contacted were not about the 
news that my birth mother had died of natural causes in 
her sleep, the feelings were violation and revulsion that a 
member of my family had been able to trace and contact 
me. That I was traceable or contactable at all because of 
the church has been a repeat shock and their disregard for 
my safety has been appalling.

The worst thing was that the way in which I was contacted by my 
brother made it very clear that my family knew of the 
Church and press attacks on me and had been able to 
contact me that way, which made my shame and violation 
and revulsion and feeling of sickness overwhelming. I had 
a reasonably good relationship with my now deceased 
parents and some of my family before the Church of 
England had left me homeless and branded. 
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My family had their own problems, mainly alcohol and mental 
health, and my battle with the church and the way I had 
been branded and left destitute and in a shocking state 
had been beyond their understanding, especially on top of 
the rifts regarding my brother abusing me when I was a 
child, so I had been rubbished and ridiculed and outcast 
by most of the family, and I didn't want them in my life. It 
was horrifying to discover that they had been aware of the 
Church-Press smears and reports and had been able to 
trace me as a result. I was deeply shocked and shamed.

 I told my brother to go to hell. And I phoned my adoptive 
mother, and she made arrangements to come over as soon 
as she could. Then I went to the Samaritans. My adoptive 
Mother told me that I wasn't an orphan and hadn't been 
since that day that she and her husband had found me 
homeless and sheltering in the church in 2011. When I got 
home from the Samaritans I put a YouTube link up on my 
blog, the song was 'Hallelujah Sing to Jesus'. There is a 
line in that song that goes 'Hallelujah, not as orphans are 
we left in sorrow now' Because I was not an orphan, My 
Mum had told me so.

I never grieved for my Birth Mother, although I respect the fact 
that she gave me life. I am a daughter still, and sometimes 
I grieve for my Birth Father but mainly I only remember 
them now in dreams when I am asleep
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Chapter 17

With the money from backdated tax credits, and with a bit of an 
income, my mind turned to other things, such as 
transport.

My driving licence was complex, I had applied for a provisional 
licence under my new name as the old licence under my 
old name had been lost, and other issues meant trying to 
replace it would have been tricky. I was worried for my 
safety and being traced if I tried to resolve this, but with a 
bit of encouragement from someone I trusted, I wrote to 
the DVLA again and explained the situation in full. I was 
petrified, I was afraid I had unleashed all sorts of trouble. 
But after a while an investigative officer from the DVLA 
contacted me, and he guided me through the complex 
process of merging my two driver's records and regaining 
a full licence without having to retake my driving test. 

This episode of deep worry and fear as we went through the 
process was followed by an outstanding moment of awe 
and joy as I held a full UK driving licence with my full new 
name and address in my hand. I hadn't believed that this 
could ever happen.

So, with a full licence, with a bit of money from backdated tax 
credits, I knew what I wanted to do, and I knew I had to 
do it, because I couldn't run a gardening business without 
a car.
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I checked that I was medically safe to drive, and as I was 
controlling the flashbacks better, I was. But my worry was 
that I hadn't driven for a long time and a lot had 
happened since then.

I tentatively booked refresher lessons with a local driving school, 
preferring a small local firm. That turned out to be an 
experience that could have put someone less assertive off.

I was booked for a lesson at 10am, and by 9.55 the instructor was 
sending impatient texts saying he was waiting outside, he 
didn't see me as I came out as he was deaf and he was 
playing on his phone. He stank of tobacco, really stank, 
and he started going on about how I should see him as a 
friend, not an instructor. But as I tried to drive, he kept 
grabbing the wheel and saying I was veering, which I 
wasn't, he then advised that I would need to pay a few 
hundred pounds for a course of lessons. And seeing as I 
hadn't had to pay that amount to learn to drive in the first 
place and didn't need that at all, I was not impressed. So I 
parted company with him, I was a bit shaken by the 
experience, but my friend laughed when she heard, and 
said that when I got the car she would sit with me if I was 
nervous at first.

When it came to buying a car, I bought the first car I saw, 
literally, and it was one of the best things I did.

I looked on the local marketplace, within the first page, I saw a 
car advertised, and it wasn't just any old car. It was 
Florence.
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It is an unforgettable memory. I saw Florence, this rather elderly 
Peugeot, much older than the Peugeot that I had owned 
before I became homeless, the advert seemed either 
perfect or two good to be true. The car was priced at £450, 
which was in my rather lean price range, and was 
described as clean and tidy for its age and an 'ideal run-
around or first car'. It had a new MOT, and of course, 
being a small Peugeot, was going to be cheap to tax and 
fuel. It turned out to be even more than all these things.

I was working in my friend's garden the day I was due to view the 
car, it was a hot summer's day and I was very nervous. My 
previous experiences of buying cars hadn't been all that 
great, especially the car that I had for a short time before I 
was made homeless.

My friend asked what I was fretting about when she came home 
from her shift at the shop and made us tea. She could 
always tell when something was on my mind. 

I told her I was going to view a car. And unlike other people in 
my past, she never tried to make me cautious, never 
worried and made me more anxious or tried to put me off. 

She grinned. 'What time?' 

I looked at her. Yes, she was going to come with me. And she 
loved doing things like this! 

That evening, she collected me, and we went to look at the car. 
The car was called Florence, which was a good sign but 
didn't mean that she was mechanically sound. But for a 
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car that was getting on in years, her bodywork was quite 
clean. I test drove her, very nervously. She seemed alright, 
I was still worried. But it turned out that the partner of the 
woman who was selling the car was a skilled mechanic, so 
he flipped the bonnet up and gave us a full and cheerful 
lecture on the mechanical side of things, which was funny, 
and he said he would change the timing belt for me when 
it reached its hours limit. This gave me confidence. This 
car was a straightforward no frills bargain. No electric 
windows or central locking, four gears.  A step down, if 
you like, from my old car, but another step back up into 
real life. 

It was hard to imagine just being able to get from one place to 
another by driving again, not struggling with public 
transport connections, buses that never turned up and 
people smoking in the bus stops and stations.

My friend and I agreed to go away and consider the car, and we 
did, we went for a drive, in her car, my friend loved driving 
and she often asked me if I wanted to go for a drive, she 
would take us driving out to the bluebell woods or up onto 
the hill, where we used to sit at the viewpoint and have ice 
creams, it was so wonderful, life was blossoming. But this 
time we just drove round the towns, talking about the car, 
the insurance and tax. I was going to run a background 
check on the car to ensure that it wasn't too good to be 
true.

When my friend dropped me off at home, I did a background 
check, and it came up clear, it read pretty much the same 
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as we had been told by the couple selling the car. I also 
got tax and insurance quotes. The verdict was yes, I was 
going to buy the car. I was going buy Florence. 

The car was named Florence, it was even stencilled on her. It was 
funny in a way, because I had always named my cars, and 
Florence just seemed an ideal name.

I always feel nervous about making expensive purchases of any 
kind or paying large sums of money for anything, 
probably because I rarely do so. So I was nervous when we 
trooped off to collect Florence, I had taxed her with the 
new keeper supplement and insured her and had a cover 
note. So she was all legal to drive. But it was such a big 
step. 

My friend had gathered two of her family to come with us, she 
would come back with me as I drove Florence, and her 
family would follow behind in her car, giving me a buffer 
from impatient cars behind.

I drove nervously but capably, remembering a lot about driving 
as I drove, it was the mini-roundabouts that I struggled 
with, who has priority? I got us home in one piece, and 
the family said my driving had been OK. I parked 
Florence on the driveway and wondered if I would dare to 
start her and drive her again. Well, she solved that 
problem for me, naughty girl that she is!

I was due to start therapy with a new therapist the next day. With 
the income from work and tax credits I decided therapy 
was the best investment I could make, and long overdue. 
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The NHS had continued to fail me and so as ever, I was 
paying for private help. 

So that morning I nervously went out to start this new car of mine 
and head for therapy, and I had allowed plenty of time to 
make the five mile journey in case I was slow and stressed 
while driving and had to pull over. 

But Florence solved any of those worries, by refusing to start! 

I wondered if it was me, I wasn't used to a car that was so old 
that it needed a manual choke, and I thought I was 
getting the choke wrong, ten or fifteen minutes went by 
while I frantically tried to start her, and I read the manual 
and everything. No luck. I grabbed the blue bike and 
dashed for my therapy appointment, and because I had 
allowed so much time, I got there in time, very hot and 
flustered though.

My new therapist laughed and said that it was a pity about the 
car but at least I had initiative. And then we talked about 
ground rules and the aim of therapy.

But I had a sinking feeling, I didn't have much reserve money 
and the area around me was bereft of good garages, 
mobile mechanics were all booked solid, and I couldn't 
afford the AA or RAC, who could only tow the car to a 
garage or try to start it. I was worried that despite 
everything, I had been sold a pup.

Everyone told me it was probably a flat battery, but why would 
the battery suddenly go flat. And then several people 
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sensibly said to contact the people who sold me the car, to 
tell them there was a problem and ask if they knew why 
and if they had any jump leads.

I did this, and the previous owners sounded quite upset and 
came round with jump leads. Unfortunately it wasn't the 
battery. It was a stroke of bad luck, the ignition amplifier 
had failed. And it was a stroke of good luck that the 
previous owner's partner was a skilled mechanic, although 
he didn't work as a mechanic any more. He ordered a new 
ignition amplifier and fitted it. And Florence roared back 
into life. A bit of time had passed and Florence had sat 
idle, and now instead of being nervous, I was keen to drive 
her. I had the confidence boost I needed, I felt that I knew 
the car better and could utilize her now she was back on 
the road.

I remember taking Florence out for that first drive. I only really 
knew the bus routes though, I had felt so helpless and 
restricted by having to rely on the buses and I barely knew 
the district really, especially as I couldn't walk far. The 
blue bike had given me more freedom but now I had the 
ultimate freedom, the car.

That first drive, I tried to head for my favourite place on my 
sponsored walks, but I lost my way, I had a nice drive 
even so, but driving again took a lot of concentration and 
made me tired, so after some time, I headed for home. I 
would try again the next day. I wasn't quite driving at 
normal speed and I was still hesitant, so I had put P-plates 
on Florence until I felt more confident. 
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It was great to wake in the morning without hurrying for the bus, 
but instead I could gather my things and get in the car 
and drive. I could take anything I liked with me to work, 
and I could take different routes and enjoy the drive. It 
was like a whole new world had opened up. I could get out 
to the various people I worked for instead of struggling to 
change bus or waiting for lifts. So my life was enriched.

I was developing my life in other directions as well. 

Chapter 18

For my whole adult life I had wanted to do a degree, and of 
course I had always been in poverty, so I hadn't had the 
opportunity. 

I had repeatedly stumbled when trying to get through the Open 
University and Student Finance processes, these two 
organizations were both inaccessible and seemed to 
inevitably involve a national rate phone call, which was 
too much of a barrier to someone who had no money, no 
credit, no signal and very little ability to use a phone.

At this point I had decided that it was now or never with 
university, I was either going to find a way or give up, and 
I was fully aware of the risk of the Church of England's 
continued onslaughts disrupting and possibly ruining any 
efforts I would make to get a degree. And it turned out 
that their onslaughts nearly did ruin my studies. 
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Anyway, I decided to overcome the barriers by writing to the 
Chief Executives of the Open University and Student 
Finance England and explaining the issues in full. To my 
delight, both responded by providing a person to guide 
me through the registration processes. And Within weeks 
I was registered for the next academic year. I would not 
have been able to register with another university due to 
my background with the Church, but to be honest the 
Open University was the best option for me with my 
autism as it meant less face to face interaction and less 
crowds and buildings. Studying at home at my own pace 
was all that was required.

It was still the summer holidays though, and I did what I do 
when I am studying or preparing to study, I did prep 
work, because my learning difficulties mean that I 
struggle with some learning tasks, so I pre-study and 
study in my own time, like I used to at agricultural 
college. I would get home from college, have my dinner 
and watch my programmes and then go back to the 
college library and spend the evening studying there.

So now, in the summer of 2015, I got old editions of the textbooks 
I would be studying, and I used the internet as well, to 
start studying and preparing in advance for university, and 
I believe that it is that which saved my degree course 
when the church and their press launched on me 
repeatedly during the academic year.

I had helped out at one of the local shows for some extra money, 
and the people I had worked for sent me an invitation to 
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join them in Scotland and work at the Highland Show for 
them. It was heavy work, working for them, and I knew it 
would be long days, but I was happy to go ahead, 
although such a journey would be quite a challenge for 
me. They said I shouldn't try to drive it but should come 
by train, and they would pay for my tickets, I was happy to 
tell them that I had a rail card that would keep the ticket 
costs down. Working for them at the local show had been 
hard, they weren't exactly friendly and it was heavy work, 
but they had provided plenty of food.

I made the arrangements to go to Scotland, but as I did, I 
realised that it clashed with my grade 1 music theory 
exam. I considered the situation and asked my music 
teacher if my exam could be moved to a centre in 
Edinburgh. She checked and said that it could. It all 
sounded like it would work out perfectly but sadly it 
didn't.

I was booked to take my exam in Edinburgh and the people I 
would be working for agreed to let me have that morning 
off work to do the exam, that would be towards the end of 
the week's work anyway.

The journey was long, so I decided to break it up. I took a shorter 
journey to start with, arriving one evening at an overnight 
stay at a cheap hotel near where my adoptive parents 
lived, so my Mum came to the hotel and we had a meal 
and a good old natter. Then the next day was the long 
journey, heading North and changing trains at one of the 
big interchange stations.
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I arrived in the evening and the couple who I was working for 
arranged to collect me, then the woman came and 
collected me. I was surprised how much I was reminded 
of that cold couple who I once worked for on a sheep farm 
in Wales, but that didn't matter. Maybe the similar car 
triggered that memory.

I was going to stay at the couple's house for the first few days as 
we loaded the vans with heavy stock from their stores, 
then we would be camping at the showground. 

I was surprised by the house, which was in Perth, It was a very 
old cottage, historic in fact, overlooking the Tay. The 
couple had a bed and breakfast business as well as this 
very lucrative business that involved heavy stock. They 
told me that they had guests for the first night so I would 
stay in the small room upstairs and then in the bed and 
breakfast room. They were very chaotic and disorganised, 
they didn't make meals, they just left food everywhere and 
expected me and anyone else to help ourselves most of the 
time, which was a nerve-wracking experience for someone 
as timid as I am.

The man spent most of his time at his desk in a haze of cigarette 
smoke, while his wife ran around doing all the donkey 
work. At least they made frequent cups of tea, which did 
help. And it was good tea. At one point I was offered 
Stovvies, but I didn't know what stovvies were, and I had 
to ask. So I did learn some Scottish culture and language, 
which is good, the stovvies were good too.
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I was left at a loose end when there was no work to do, but they 
had wifi, so I used online programmes to revise for my 
exam. I also got to catch up on Hollyoaks on Sky, 
Phoebe's death was the scene and it was very sad.

For a few days we stayed at the house and loaded the vans, 
various men turned up, a few migrants and one 
Glaswegian, they were obviously in need of cash in hand 
work and they helped with the heavy loading, although 
there was still enough heavy work for me to work until I 
was exhausted. We worked long days but it was badly co-
ordinated and I am sure that time and labour could have 
been saved if the whole operation was better managed. On 
the third day we eventually made our way to an industrial 
yard in the beautiful countryside outside Perth, where we 
continued the final shift of heavy loading of vans. The 
work was non-stop for 10 or 11 hours a day, I had never 
known anything like it. But only those of us who were 
employed were doing the heavy labour, not the couple, 
and especially not the man.

We went from the warehouse to the show ground to set up.

At the showground we continued the heavy work of setting up, 
and when I say heavy work, I really mean it, the stuff we 
were handling weighed a lot. The boss went to do the 
lighter job of setting up the camp. A mobile home with 
awning and tents. 
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By the end of the day I was very tired, and I was assigned a tent. I 
nipped to the portaloos before they got really awful and I 
had a shower and everything and then we had some food, 
it was really late now, and I hoped to sleep well, but the 
camp was noisy and unsettled, especially when the Young 
Farmers came out to play. So even after all that work, 
sleep wasn't easy.

It was a difficult experience all in all, I wasn't really in a fit state 
to be in such an environment and I had taken a gamble by 
agreeing to it all. And these people had put faith in me, 
mainly because most people who worked for them never 
came back for a second helping, so they needed any help 
they could get.

We worked very hard during the Highland Show, the woman of 
the couple employing us was constantly nagging and 
criticizing and we didn't have breaks, we worked all day, 
the weather had turned bitterly cold as if it was winter, and 
the wind was biting. The boss man spent most of his time 
at the camp, smoking and resting. Once or twice I was 
sent to get coffee, and I took the opportunity to explore 
the showground. It reminded me of my past life, the 
farms, the agricultural shows, the cattle and sheep, and I 
felt sad.

I had to fend off advances from one of the immigrants on the 
team who was slyly trying to get too close to me too much, 
and it got to a point where I nearly hit him and that was 
when the boss noticed and told him to leave me alone. But 
I didn't feel safe, I was sleeping in a tent with this 
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immigrant sleeping only a few yards away from me. I hope 
that the term immigrant doesn't offend anyone, I am not 
implying that immigrants abuse people, but I am 
describing people in this book rather than naming them.

In the end I decided to leave on Saturday after my exam. The 
heavy work had impacted on my old injuries, which had in 
turn triggered a migraine. Heavy work with a migraine is 
not ideal and neither is taking an exam. The people I had 
been working for and with had been able to arrange 
someone to take my place, although they had had his help 
before and they told me that they hoped he was sober 
enough this time.

I got the bus into Edinburgh, it was simple, the buses went from 
outside the showground. I was very interested in 
Edinburgh, and had a good look round before the more 
tricky process of finding the bus to the university to take 
my exam. Edinburgh is remarkable architecturally and I 
am glad I got an opportunity to admire it.

I got to the university, but I was treated appallingly by the 
invigilators. They reminded me of old Church of England 
ladies, with their rude and unhelpful manner, and they 
appeared to take offence at me being English. I went in 
there, nervous and headachy, ready to take the exam, all 
my practice papers had been distinctions, but of course 
being autistic and in a strange place, I was all nerves, and 
I said 'I'm here to take my level one music theory' 
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The old women invigilating sniffed and said sternly 'You mean 
grade 1' in a voice that implied that I was a naughty child. 

I waited for them to give me directions, but instead they told me 
to go an sit in a corner. All the candidates who came in 
after me were checked in and directed to exam rooms 
while I waited and waited, and they ignored me. 

These invigilators were welcoming the other candidates by name 
while ignoring me, they hadn't even asked for my name or 
details. In the end nearly all the candidates had been sent 
to their exam rooms and I went over and asked why they 
hadn't checked me in when I had arrived and why I was 
being left instead of directed to my exam room. They then 
decided to pass me from one invigilator to another and 
eventually asked my  name and then left me standing 
there. This was crazy and I was getting too stressed and 
headachy.

I told them that I felt that they were treating me with prejudice 
and that I was quite upset. So one of them took me into an 
exam room and said to another invigilator out loud in 
front of the whole roomful of candidates 'This is...and she 
is very upset'.

There was no way I was taking the exam now. I walked out, 
disgusted and upset. Their attitude to me was blatantly 
unwelcoming and prejudiced and they had humiliated me.

I headed for the train home. I felt so ill and the movement of the 
train made me sick. It was all horrible. And that was the 
end of my 'holiday' in Scotland. I haven't really had 
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holidays in my life because I have always been in poverty, 
and I don't really miss them, and I think I prefer working 
holidays, but not ones where I work very long days of very 
heavy work without appreciation. So I don't think I will be 
doing that again. But Scotland was beautiful and it was an 
interesting experience.

I put in a complaint about the invigilators for that exam, but the 
exam board didn't respond properly. Presumably they 
have trouble getting invigilators so they didn't dare to act 
on my complaint.

Chapter 19

I also had to do something about my music study and exams. I 
wasn't willing to give up on my music after the bad 
experience I had of trying to take my grade 1 theory. So I 
wrote to the other exams board about the situation, and 
the local exams officer wrote back telling me that she fully 
understood as her son was autistic and loved music and 
they had a small quiet exam hall, some distance away, 
where I could take my exams. So, as I had been grade 1 
level but had not taken the exam because of 
circumstances and not incompetence, and had gone on 
studying, I applied to do grade 2 in the autumn.

The town's carnival went ahead despite the rain, and for the 
second year running I enjoyed doing a major photo-shoot. 
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I loved photographing events, especially the carnivals, it 
was all such fun.

At this time I had a shock. As previously mentioned, the 
landlady's family were not at the house normally and I 
would clean the whole house once a week, sign for parcels 
for the family, let them know about urgent letters, make 
sure the cat was fed, watered, wormed and front-lined, and 
this was how life was. Sonia didn't do any work around the 
house, and spent a lot of time away with men.

But one day I got an email from the landlady, it said 'Please sign 
for my parcels tomorrow and by the way, I am moving 
friends and family into the house and if you don't like 
that, you can leave and we can use your room'. This was 
genuinely what she emailed, and it was horrifyingly 
callous. She didn't even check that I could be home to 
sign for her parcels when she dropped this bombshell. I 
remember that night, it was like trying to sleep during a 
Church of England onslaught, the shock and dismay ran 
through my dreams and woke me frequently.

I had settled here, it was home, it was home until I saved up for a 
flat. It was home that drove me mad when Sonia had her 
silent days which had reportedly driven the family and 
other people mad, or when she had screaming rows with 
her boyfriends or family - you could tell the difference 
depending on which language she was speaking. I didn't 
dislike Sonia, and there were times when we got on well. 
But living with her could be hard work. And now with the 
landlady suddenly deciding to move her daughter in as 
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well as a family with two teenagers, there was no way I 
could cope. 

I am aware as I write all this that although some of the 
circumstances I found myself in as I rebuilt my life after 
the streets were down to poverty, lack of choice and an 
inevitable climb out of the bad lodgings that I could 
afford, some circumstances were down to me, my state of 
mind and the way I reacted and related to circumstances 
and people. In this case I very definitely felt that I was at 
fault. 

Sonia was going to stay despite the change of circumstances, she 
didn't mind who was in the house even when they ticked 
her off for her loud arguments late at night and bringing 
men home. However, in the state of mind I was in, there 
was no way I could cope with teenagers in the house. I 
decided that my next move should be to self-contained 
accommodation like the condemned flat of last year. 
Maybe better luck this time.

I gave my notice, a month's notice but I wanted to be out before 
this new family arrived, they had asked for the house so 
that they could send their children to the local school, but 
it felt very callous for the landlady to spring this on us 
without warning or discussion and without actually 
coming to the house to discuss it in person.

I started hunting for a new home, and I felt bereft and horrible, 
my future was so uncertain, where would I live? What 
would I do for work during the low season? How would I 
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cope with university and a new home of undetermined 
quality and how would I earn my living while at university 
and during the low season? Uncertainty and stress are 
really bad for autism, so I was in a right state.

At the same time, my professor friend who I gardened for was 
diagnosed as having a shadow on his brain, and he started 
to lash out at everyone around him, including me. I wasn't 
in a state to handle this, and I quit doing his garden and 
turned my back on him. Everything was bleak and 
painful. Thankfully that little quarrel was soon ironed out 
and we were best friends again before long.

Time was passing and no suitable accommodation was available. 
There was a lovely flat nearby but it was almost out of my 
price range and the landlord offered it to me but was too 
impatient for an answer so I said no because his 
impatience on its own was an indicator that it wouldn't 
work, and then there was my concern about being able to 
afford the rent as well as council tax.

The landlady's daughter was now living with us, playing loud 
music, coming in at 1am in the morning and leaving her 
motorbike crashed into the hedge, and leaving the kitchen 
full of dirty plates and crockery, she didn't seem to know 
what washing up or the dishwasher were. I was under too 
much stress, and no new home was on the horizon.

Chapter 20 
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One day I went to the next town over, I looked in the newsagents 
shop window, and there was an advert there for a studio 
flat. Of course I was as nervous as ever about making a 
phone call, so I texted the mobile number on the advert 
and asked if the bedsit was still available.

My phone rang almost straight away. I couldn't tell if the caller 
was male or female. They asked why I was looking for a 
flat, how old I was and if I was working, they seemed 
satisfied with my answers and offered me an 
'appointment' to view the flat. They asked if I had a car, 
but it was slightly unclear to me about parking, but in the 
end they said 'park on the forecourt if there is space' and 
we agreed a time the next day for me to view. I was a bit 
unsure where the place was, but felt sure I should know it. 
And it turned out I did know it.

I was able to park on the forecourt when I got there, there were 
only two other cars, and as I looked at the place I was 
afraid it would be too upmarket for me. It was a smart 
white building with its own title. 

A large grey car drew up, and when the driver got out, I am 
embarrassed to say that I still couldn't tell if this was a 
man or a woman. Oh, maybe I shouldn't write these 
things in, but it was a rather unusual scenario. This 
person introduced herself and thus I knew her gender. I 
want to assure you that I am not in any way trans-phobic, 
and never have been and I had a good friend at the drop-
in who had swapped from one gender to another, and it 
can confuse people who aren't in any way trans-phobic.
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Anyway, this lady seemed very nice, she took me into the 
building of little flats, which were grandly known as 
apartments. I had never had an apartment before!

The fact that the place smelled of cigarettes, cannabis and 
alcohol kind of detracted from the grandeur, and the 
landlady told me that these little flats used to be holiday 
apartments.

The studio flat that she showed me was small, basic and a rather 
awkward shape for arranging furniture. It had a kind of L-
shape but not square bed-sitting room, and a little strip of 
kitchen that you had to squeeze round a corner to get into. 
It did have a full size bathroom down some steps, it was 
not exactly ergonomically friendly, but it was self-
contained, private and very bright, newly decorated and 
with a big bay window, there was an 'oblique sea view' 
just a glimpse of the sea from one corner of the bay 
window.

 One of the biggest attractions of this place was that it was self 
contained and small enough to manage, I would only be 
cleaning up after myself instead of two other people who 
didn't care very much.

But now we had to decide on whether or not I was taking this 
flat. The landlady was keen for me to take the flat but she 
did ask if I could afford it. The thing was though, the flat 
was actually cheaper than the room I was renting, but if I 
took the flat, I would have council tax and bills to pay. 
And the other thing was that there was a deposit to pay. 
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The landlady said without even asking about my finances, 
that the deposit could be paid in instalments with the rent, 
she said that was what most new tenants did.

We decided that I would take the flat.

It was unfurnished though, and I would have to set up the 
internet and arrange council tax. Nonetheless, I had to 
move home and I had wanted another studio flat, so this 
was it.

I was moving a few miles from my home and community on the 
bay, but this time it didn't matter too much, since I was 
no longer a church member and didn't rely on the 
churches or their drop-in sessions, I didn't mind so much 
that I would only be close by and not at the heart of my 
old community.

The only problem was, the paper shop had come to rely on me to 
do extra paper rounds since I got the car, and by the time 
I was preparing to move home, I was covering their village 
routes, which paid well, and also my normal round, and 
any other rounds that needed cover due to sickness or 
holiday. So I had to be at the shop for 6.30 sharp to collect 
the paper bundles and hurry a paper bundle out to a 
delivery person in one of the villages in time for her to 
deliver those before she went to work. Now with moving 
house, I would have to get up quite early in order to meet 
these commitments. Apart from that, my odds and ends of 
work here and there wouldn't be too badly affected by the 
move.
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I didn't have much money, so arranging furniture was a trial. I 
was lucky in that the kitchen at the new flat had a full set 
of white goods, although there was no oven, but there was 
a microwave. And the kitchen had a breakfast bar running 
round it, so at least I had one surface to start putting 
things on, and there was a mantelpiece for me to put my 
photos, shells and knick-knacks on.

Moving house took more energy than I had, and I was very tired 
and sad at being unsettled, not only from a house where I 
had had company and felt safe but moving from that area 
of the bay that I was so fond of, although I was only 
moving a few miles.

I did all the moving myself, by car, although my friend would 
have helped if I had let her. But I did need her help as I 
was so unsettled and I needed someone to keep smiling 
and making tea, and she did that.

It was one of those hard and tired starts, a start from scratch that 
I had to build up from. A major issue was that I didn't 
have a bed, and I couldn't really afford one.

I was a bit daunted by the lack of a bed, especially as I would 
have to be getting up quite early to go and do the papers 
in the next town.

I was sleeping on my friend's camping mattress at first, just a 
little inflatable mattress on the floor. I felt quite small and  
vulnerable down there on the floor in the corner of that 
almost-empty room, and it reminded me of sleeping rough 
a bit, and worse, it reminded me of police cells.
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The room became furnished gradually, I had my small armchair 
that had come all the way from the condemned flat to the 
lodging that I had just left and was now here. I now also 
had a wardrobe because as I was moving in, the woman in 
the flat opposite me was moving downstairs and offered 
me a wardrobe and a dressing table as she couldn't be 
bothered to move them.

I didn't want a dressing table, there was no room, but I had the 
wardrobe, a big ugly thing which took quite a bit of space. 
But it stored most of my clothes and shoes and a lot of 
other things.

So I had a wardrobe and an armchair, and I was sleeping on the 
floor. I couldn't find a bed, I couldn't afford a bed and I 
couldn't move a bed or afford a man and van at the time.

I took to touring the local second-hand shops, I knew them 
anyway and had picked up odds and ends there before, 
but they didn't have beds. They did have chests of drawers 
and cabinets for low prices, so I got a few of those. 

When I moved to the new flat, I knew I was going to get a phone 
and broadband package, but I had to decide which 
company to use, and then I had to wait until they could 
connect the line. In the meantime I was happy to find that 
the dongle I had bought in my first months off the street 
worked very well at the flat, so I wasn't cut off from the 
world while I was setting the flat up. It is nice to live in 
someone else's house and use their internet as part of the 
package, but now I was all grown up, taking responsibility 
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for services and bills and council tax. This was a big step 
up for me, especially considering the dire circumstances 
that I had been in at the beginning of the year. 

It was now late summer to autumn 2015.

Chapter 21

I was still working freelance for various people, not just 
gardening but also cleaning. I had stopped doing the 
holiday park cleaning because they treated me like a child 
because of my Asperger Syndrome and I couldn't really 
progress and prove to them that I was competent. I 
worked looking after my friend's garden and cleaning a 
house near hers, and still working for my autistic professor 
friend, who's house I also cleaned when his cleaner was 
on holiday, I had two other gardens not far from me, and 
various one-off jobs also came in from time to time, and 
then of course there were the newspapers.

The newspapers were quite a job on their own, I had to get up 
early and be at the shop for 6.30 sharp in order to get the 
paper bundles and hurry out to the villages where I did 
deliveries. The reason for the hurry was that I had to get 
one bundle of papers to another delivery person in the 
villages in time for her to do her paper round before she 
went to work, so it was a time pressure early in the 
morning, which put me under stress. Once that bundle 
was dropped off, I had to steer back along the steep and 
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slippery lanes and do my own rounds, divided into three 
villages, and in those early days I was also doing my old 
round in the town, although before long I realised that it 
was too much and also unfair on the town customers as 
they were getting their papers later.

I somehow fell and twisted my ankle, and I was so tired now, I 
asked for a few days break from doing the papers, I am 
pretty sure the doctors at the medical centre advised a few 
days off when I went in for something routine. And after 
that I was more clearheaded and I discussed with the 
paper shop about someone else taking the town round, 
and they arranged someone else.

My friend took me to a big charity furniture warehouse, I was 
surprised how expensive the furniture was and how cold 
the staff were, but reality was that I needed a bed and I 
couldn't afford one new. We had decided on a sofa bed 
due to the lack of room in my flat. I didn't know much 
about sofa beds, I didn't know that they weren't always 
comfortable for regular use, I knew that my sister had had 
a sofa bed at her studio flat, so I thought it was a solution.

So we got this sofa bed and had it delivered. Unfortunately it 
turned out to be a waste of money. It was so low that it 
wasn't comfortable as a sofa, and it was horrible as a bed 
as it had a nasty ridge along the centre where it folded out 
into a bed. And I didn't have a mattress, and even if I had, 
it wouldn't have been comfortable. So this was not good. I 
asked the charity if they would consider a return, and they 
were rude and snappy and they wouldn't, and I asked why 
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they were operating as a charity at all with high prices and 
a bad attitude.

I contacted the council and explained my situation, they asked if 
my flat would fit a 3ft divan, I wasn't sure as I can't 
measure very well, so my friend measured up for me, and 
a 3ft divan would fit, it felt almost a pity to get a full size 
bed in the small flat when I had had such a great image of 
a sofa bed, but sleep was priority, so the council hardship 
department had a brand new 3ft divan delivered. And 
although it was basic and the mattress was not 
comfortable, at least I had a bed. I am grateful to the 
council hardship department for their various support of 
me during the past three years, and especially for the bed.

The traumas from the Church continued with a silly article in the 
press, claiming that 'safeguarding was good' in the 
deanery of churches who had destroyed me and had 
persisted in maligning me for the past three years. This 
threw my life off balance as all press releases have done. 
Never once have my feelings been considered nor my side 
of things included in press and media broadcasts.

The Church's harmful press releases seemed to occur every four 
months or so, and often around the time of the general 
synod.

Meanwhile I was getting to know my neighbours in the flats. 
There were 11 flats all in all, two were in an annexe next to 
the house, and the rest were in threes over three floors of 
the house.
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The first neighbour I met called me beautiful, which I think is 
the first and only time in my entire life that I have been 
called that! 

This neighbour was an elderly man who had suffered injuries in a 
fall, he had also suffered a stroke and was increasingly 
troubled by progressive lung disease which meant he was 
on oxygen at night and was periodically taken to hospital. 
It took me time to get over my fright every time I saw the 
ambulance outside. He was a good neighbour, easy to talk 
to and safe, he would often sit on the wall outside and talk 
to whoever passed by, and I took to sitting on the wall 
with him, chatting about this and that and feeling safe and 
welcome. He was a great help to me and boosted my 
confidence and my feeling of safety in my new home.

The other neighbours were a mixed bag, thankfully no-one 
unpleasant. On the top floor were three vulnerable men, 
one with incurable cancer as well as depression, and he 
was on so many meds that he slept a lot and was rarely 
seen, then his two neighbours were alcoholics who 
smoked cannabis but neither were unfriendly or violent, 
they were nice harmless men, both with children from 
previous relationships who stayed over sometimes, but the 
children were respectful of the peace and quiet and were 
never a problem. 

On my floor the flat opposite was being vacated as I moved in, 
and the woman was moving downstairs, my next door 
neighbour was a deaf retired man who rarely spoke to 
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anyone, he kept himself to himself, possibly he was 
depressive but I never got to know him.

After a while a man moved into the flat opposite after his 
marriage broke up, and at first he freaked me out because 
he always seemed to come out of his flat at the same time 
as me and he always seemed to be around when I went 
out or came in, but in the end I knew he wasn't a threat, 
he was a just lonely guy who was hurting over his 
marriage.

On the ground floor there was the elderly gentleman who had 
called me beautiful, and then there was a quiet plumber 
next door to him, who was hardly ever home, I think he 
had another home elsewhere. 

Then there was the woman who had moved from the flat opposite 
me to downstairs. She was not unfriendly exactly but she 
was a bit of a problem. It is really strange because she was 
apparently a carer but she never acted as if she cared 
about other people. She had a dog, even though the house 
rules said no pets. She and the landlady were good friends 
and so she was allowed a dog, which was unfair and 
annoying because she didn't try to control this dog or 
apologize for the trouble it caused.

From the day I moved in, this dog was racing around, tripping 
me up and causing chaos, with the owner not even 
bothering to apologize or even look at me or anyone the 
dog annoyed. Sometimes the dog would get out onto the 
road as well, but one more than one occasion it knocked 



173

me over. It was one of those brown broad headed animals 
that people on benefits over breed because they are bored 
or want money to supplement their benefits. That is a 
harsh thing to say but it is true.

The other thing that this dog's owner would cause problems over 
was parking. Residents were only allowed one parking 
space each, and there were limited spaces, but this 
woman, because she was friends with the landlady, was 
allowed two cars and would park so badly that she took up 
three spaces, her cars were covered in dents and scratches, 
all over, and because she insisted on parking too close to 
my car, my car got added scratches too, much to my 
annoyance. 

The two residents in the annexe flats were nice, another gardener 
with years of experience, who I used to have a nice chat 
with on Sundays sometimes, and a Spanish woman who 
was very polite and a bit nervous and lived there with her 
adult autistic son.

It took me some time to adjust to living in flats and to stop being 
nervous of my fellow residents, and it took time to get 
adjusted to bills and council tax and the laundry system. 
The flats had a communal laundry but the machines took 
multiple 20p or 50p coins and I had trouble saving those 
up for a regular wash, and when I hung my washing out 
one time, one of the men upstairs took my washing off the 
line when he was drunk. So when the washing machine 
broke down, I gathered my courage and took a load of 
washing to the launderette round the corner for a service 
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wash, and after that I always took my washing there. I got 
to know the ladies who worked there, and I could leave 
my washing with them and it would be clean and dry 
when I went to collect it.

Chapter 22

Now my university textbooks and packs were arriving, and 
although I had been doing study preparation all summer, 
I now made an eager start on pre-course preparations. My 
dream of doing a university degree had been there since I 
was a child, but circumstances had always prevented it, 
and I felt that now, less than two years since I stopped 
sleeping rough, I was starting to live my dream.

I still suffered episodes of severe depression, flashbacks and 
tiredness due to the Church and the cruelty of the press 
and media, and during one such episode I didn't go to 
work for a few days. My friend's garden was one that I 
didn't do, and she was a bit concerned about me and 
came round to see if I was alright, which was typical of 
her.

It's funny but neither of us knew it but her health was much 
worse than mine when she came round that day.

I was in bed and the flat was a mess when my friend arrived. I felt 
a bit embarrassed, but I made tea, and we talked. She was 
coughing a bit and she told me her chest infection wasn't 
clearing up very well. If I get chest infections I am 
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supposed to see the doctor quite quickly, so I asked if she 
was asthmatic and if she was going to see a doctor. She 
said she wasn't asthmatic but she would see a doctor next 
week if her chest wasn't better.

She did go to the doctor, and it was not good news.

She was referred to the hospital straight away. For weeks I didn't 
know what was going on, only that my friend was ill and 
was in and out of hospital.

When the autumn 2015 arrived and the University year began, I 
knew that my friend was terminally ill, and before long I 
knew that she would be dead within a year.

My adoptive mother came over and supported me as best as she 
could with this news. She and my friend had never met but 
they had heard about each other and they were so alike 
that I hoped that they would meet. Sadly they never did.

 My adoptive Mum and her husband were also having health 
problems, the shadow on Mum's brain meant she was 
having increasing epileptic episodes. She was due to come 
over and help me with the new net curtains as I had 
bought the net curtain material by the metre and I can't 
cut straight to save my life. But then they had crisis when 
she was due over, her husband had a perforated ulcer and 
had been admitted to hospital. So more worries and crisis 
on top of everything. He made a good recovery thankfully.
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I cut those net curtains, and although they fitted, the edges were 
comically ragged. Straight lines are one thing I have never 
been able to do.

I had been having dental treatment from the walk-in clinic, who 
had finally grudgingly registered me, but the dentistry 
wasn't good, it was rough and painful and left me with 
headaches, and one day they left me with a massive ulcer 
that took up the whole of the roof of my mouth and 
required medical attention. I never went back to this 
dentist but I was very lucky that a good NHS dentist near 
me advertised a few NHS spaces at that time, and I 
registered, and started a good course of dental repair, 
painless and expert, after years of bad dentistry. They 
made me a bite guard at once as the damage to my teeth 
was mainly from night time teeth grinding.

University took a lot of attention, even though I had been 
preparing carefully for it, but I was fascinated with it. 

I got caught up in my studies as the gardening season started to 
slow, the mild autumn meant that the garden season 
carried on until the end of October. I was enjoying my 
studies so much that I was doing supplementary free 
courses alongside my main studies, I probably shouldn't 
have been. 

One morning I was working on a Dutch Course, and I was 
laughing about a video we were given by the tutor and I 
decided to post it on the blog. I was off-guard, my studies 
had distracted me from the Church war, and I wasn't 
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expecting an attack when I logged into the blogs, I had 
hoped that the Church would start listening to my pleas 
and stop using the press to hurt me.

Chapter 23

A walk in the Dark. This is hard to write about, and when things 
are hard to write about, I call them a 'walk in the dark', 
my most significant walk in the dark is a statement of one 
of the worst times I have been through at the hands of the 
Church, and it is hard to recall my walks in the dark 
without help.

This was a long walk in the dark and it started that day when I 
was peacefully playing with the Dutch video and noticed 
that the blog stats were very high, and then that I had 
some messages. 

The Church had launched another press attack.

Their determination to get their whitewash report published 
despite my legal action and constant objections to this 
defamatory whitewash report was such that they had spent 
a thousand pounds flying to meetings about it and putting 
this in the press.
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That wasn't the worst thing. Their new press release led to hate 
attacks on me again. 

Lies about me were published and broadcast blatantly and as if 
they were facts, yet again, and trolls and strangers 
launched onslaughts against me. This horror on top of the 
news of my friend's terminal illness and the problems that 
my adoptive parents were having was too much for me 
and I was in a terrible state. 

The only change in the attacks now was that the circle of 
bloggers who used to kick off about my case and 
broadcast their own opinion, had become more muted as 
some of them had realised that it hurt me when they 
opined on my case. 

My friend and my parents being in their own crisis meant that I 
had no-one to turn to, and this attack, as with all attacks, 
impacted on my work and my whole life, now seriously 
disrupting my university assignments and studies. But as 
I said, things got worse.

Bob, the man who had taken an interest in my case and who had 
fought vainly for so long now for the church to listen to me 
and stop harming me, had as usual done a blog about the 
way I was being defamed and about the Church's failures. 
I was angry with him because as usual he hadn't 
consulted me and what he wrote wasn't always accurate, 
and I was angry because I was suffering too much, so 
what happened next haunts me.
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He went on the radio and countered the hate attack on me and 
spoke against the Church's efforts against me.   I 
commented on his blog, and so did others, and then 
suddenly the comments were not being published, things 
went silent, and I was puzzled, this was not normal, he 
was usually very quick in interactions.

Then the news broke, he has collapsed with a brain haemorrhage 
after being on the radio.

He had been flown to a hospital not that far from me, where my 
friend was also being treated, having the fluid drained 
from her lungs as the secondary cancer in her lungs was 
making it hard for her to breathe.

I went to the Samaritans that night after I heard that Bob had 
collapsed. I sat and told them and talked about 
everything. They told me that I should go to the hospital 
and see my friend and that I should take a card for Bob 
and a letter for his family. They said I should ask the 
nurses if it was my fault that Bob collapsed. Because I 
believed that it was my fault, and partly I still do, despite 
all the reassurances. Bob gave up his life to defend mine, 
and he fought against people who have power beyond 
belief, in order to try to prevent further harm to me. And 
before he collapsed I had been so angry with him, as I 
often was, for doing things his way and sometime hurting 
me further.

I can't turn back time, and I don't know if the stress of dealing 
with me caused Bob's brain haemorrhage, we will never 
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know, and a lot of people have assured me that it wasn't 
my fault. But I carried the burden of guilt as I walked on 
into the dark of winter 2015. Sometimes the guilt is only 
that Bob spent so much time and stress on my case and 
even just that could have caused his collapse.

At the hospital I went up to neurological intensive care, I had 
been there before, long ago in what seemed like a different 
life, in a way was a different life, before the darkness. I 
didn't remember anything about the place so I asked 
directions, and was directed to a ward upstairs.

I went to the desk in the ward and tried to explain myself, it was 
hard because I was crying and babbling.

I told them that Bob had been trying to help me when he 
collapsed and that the Samaritans had told me to ask the 
nurses if it was my fault. The nurses were kind and told 
me that no-one knew what the cause of a brain 
haemorrhage was. I gave them the card and letter I had 
done for Bob and his family, and it turned out that Bob 
was in the bed by the nurse's station, and I said 'Oh, 
there's Bob'. They asked me if I would sit with him and 
talk to him. I asked them if they knew he was called Bob 
rather than his full name and they said yes.

I sat with Bob, I hadn't realised he was conscious, they told him 
he had a visitor, and he rolled over so that he could see 
me. But I could see the damage that the haemorrhage had 
done to him. He had lost sight in one eye and movement 



181

down one side and he couldn't speak, he had trouble even 
coughing. But he could hear.

At first I was crying and telling him it was my fault, but the 
nurses told me not to upset him and not to upset myself.

I asked Bob if he knew where he was, he shook his head. I told 
him that he had been flown to that hospital a few days 
since. I asked him if he remembered being on the radio, 
and he nodded. He seemed to remember some things but 
be unsure of others. I told him I was sorry he had been 
taken ill and I had never wanted such a thing to happen. It 
was a painful conversation and not one I had expected to 
have, as I hadn't expected to actually see Bob or talk to 
him. 

In the end he was tired and I said goodbye, the last thing I said 
was 'God Bless you Bob' and because he was tired and I 
couldn't say any more, I left. Bob remained seriously ill in 
hospital for seven months and made enough recovery to 
return to his family  a few months ago but he isn't 
blogging or fighting for the rights of the vulnerable any 
more.

I went to the hospital chapel. I had long since quit church and 
felt very far removed from God because of the Church of 
England, but with things so bad, I felt the need to try to 
ask God for help.

I went into the Chapel and gave God a piece of my mind. The 
problem was, I had thought that the chapel was empty, 
and it turned out that there was a man quietly eating his 
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lunch with God in the corner. He was smiling bemusedly 
at my outburst.

He asked me if I needed prayer, and I told him about Bob and 
about my friend being terminally ill.  He wasn't a 
chaplain, he was a hospital pharmacist who was a 
Christian and who enjoyed a quiet lunch break in the 
chapel. We prayed together for Bob and for my friend and 
her family as they faced her inevitable death.

Then he went back to work, and I went to meet my adoptive 
Mum.

Mum was worried about the state I was in, but part of the state I 
was in was because I didn't have money left for food and 
drink after making the journey, so she got me several hot 
drinks with sugar and I started to feel better.

I told Mum about Bob, and then for some reason we talked about 
hospitals and our experiences, and I started talking about 
Ted, my old head gardener who had been my friend in my 
life before the darkness, my old life.

I told Mum about Ted, how he had been such a quiet Christian 
that I hadn't known he was a Christian for some time. He 
wasn't loud and boastful about attending Church and 
being a Christian as so many Anglicans are. Ted was a 
very modest man, a self-taught artist and musician as well 
as the best gardener I have ever met.

Ted and his wife and I were good friends and I learned a lot from 
Ted about gardening and plants. But Ted was taken ill.
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He had pneumonia and pancreatitis, he had been in hospital with 
pancreatitis before, and I know very little about it except 
that it is a nasty illness and Ted normally didn't eat any fat 
because of it. Only he had had it in the days before 
enzymes were available, so he was still not eating any fat 
when he could have been on enzymes and had fat in his 
diet. He was as thin as a rake.

Anyway, Ted was taken into hospital and it was serious. I was at 
a loss then, he was an important part of my life. All I could 
do was keep his plants watered and tended and take his 
disabled wife, Joan, shopping and see if she needed 
anything and take her to the hospital. At the hospital I 
asked the chaplains to pray for Ted, and I attended 
services at the hospital chapel and sat with Ted. Ted was 
very ill and as he started to get a bit better he was very 
sharp and bad tempered, which left me very upset. Back 
then I suffered from clinical depression but only had a 
vague idea about it being connected to psychological 
damage, trauma and struggling to function alone with 
undiagnosed Asperger syndrome, so I was all over the 
place.

One day Joan was at the hospital at 5am and she called me, Ted 
had coughed about a pint of blood and they were sure he 
was going to die.

We stayed there, and the chaplains prayed, and Ted stopped 
coughing blood. He started to recover, and from that 
incident onwards he made a remarkable recovery and 
returned home eventually.  I remember that day when I 
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went round to see if Joan needed any help and she said to 
me 'Go round the back, there is someone to see you'.

Ted was there, tending his greenhouse, and he hugged me. 

I told my adoptive Mum this story, and I had hope for Bob's 
recovery as well as great fear. I was relieved that I had 
been able to talk and get some feelings and memories out.

Chapter 24

At home I kept a candle lit for Bob and prayed for him every day. 
For some reason the song 'Guiding Light' by Foy Vance 
and Ed Sheeran reminded me of Bob's situation and I 
played it every day.

Within a few weeks of Bob's collapse, I went ahead with the 
music exam that I had been booked to do, I didn't feel 
great, I certainly could hardly focus on music, but I had 
paid to do the exam and I didn't see why I should lose the 
exam just due to the church's crazy actions. I am glad I 
went ahead, I passed.

I remained profoundly distressed, and I had to go back to the 
Samaritans. I had a chest infection that wouldn't clear, 
and they told me I should go to the local hospital. Which I 
did.

In a way going to the hospital helped by flagging up a potentially 
serious condition, in another way, the NHS yet again 
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failed me and compounded the severe trauma and stress I 
was already under.

In this book I am not really going into details of the ongoing 
NHS failures that I have suffered all my adult life and 
worse since the efforts of the church snarled my records 
up even worse, the NHS failings will make a book on its 
own, so I will keep this brief and also just state again, the 
NHS have not helped me and have added to harm to me 
and allowed me to be harmed. Life could have been easier 
for me at any point if I had been pro-actively helped 
instead of having to fight for half-hearted NHS treatment.

The hospital was awful, hours of waiting but they were concerned 
that I looked ill (unsurprisingly) and they tried to fast 
track me as best they could despite the chaos and queues.

The triage nurse said that my blood pressure was 180/110 and 
they were concerned. Well so was I, with a blood pressure 
reading like that! 

Spookily it reminded me of when my dad had his second stroke 
and my blood pressure reading was 186/120 then. It was if 
we were replaying that scenario again. I don't think I have 
mentioned it much so far in this story, but the rebuild of 
my life has indeed seemed to have been a replay of many 
of the scenes and situations of my life before I was 
homeless.
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Anyway, although my blood pressure was crazy and I was 
distressed and in a terrible state and they were still trying 
to fast-track me, the wait continued for hours and by then 
all I could think of was that it was late night and I still had 
to get up and do the papers in the morning, sometimes 
very late night waits in a crazy casualty department are of 
less benefit than bed and sleep, so I discharged myself, 
saying I would see a GP in the morning, and I went home 
to bed.

I was no more fond of the GP surgery and their poor treatment of 
me than the awful hospital, so I went to the local 
pharmacy in the morning, hoping that my blood pressure 
would have dropped, it had but not by much, and they 
advised me to see a GP. So I didn't have much choice but 
to go to the awful surgery who caused me so much stress, 
and they caused me so much stress this time before 
leaving me without treatment, that I never went back. 

The NHS didn't get to put me on their production line when I 
was a child, as I was born at home and my parents cult 
beliefs meant that they kept me away from GPs and 
medical services even when I needed treatment, and 
seemingly due to me not being smoothly on the 
production line, the NHS have never recorded my 
background or looked after me properly.  The 
interventions by the Church and their complicit 
authorities have made the NHS records and treatment of 
me worse, and basically I do not receive proper treatment 
and am usually treated poorly by the NHS when I need 
help.
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Despite my very obvious blood pressure and trauma problems, 
the surgery didn't help me, and treated me with the 
contempt that I had come to expect from the NHS, so I 
made a formal complaint, not the first, but as yet none 
have been dealt with, and I had to go away and work out 
how I was going to deal with dangerous hypertension and 
being in a state of collapse on my own.

It is hard to do anything to help yourself when trauma and 
depression is severe, it is hard to get out of bed and escape 
the shallow, nightmare-filled sleep and even carry out 
basic functions such as showering and eating, and to 
make things worse, the gardening season was fading and I 
had barely any money coming in. The weather had turned 
and I could hardly work in my friend's garden now, and 
she was growing weaker, so I was cleaning her house for 
her, but not charging her.

It was sad and poignant that my friend, who has spent all of our 
friendship telling me that if she could help me in any way, 
then she could was still saying this to me when she could 
hardly stand or walk.

 She always repeated those words like a mantra no matter where 
we met up and no matter what we were doing, she would 
tell me that if she could help me she would, and if she 
couldn't then that wouldn't be because she didn't want to. 
In a way I felt like she was re-iterating a safe boundary, 
and I would often respond by reminding her that I was 
grateful for her friendship but that I liked to be 
independent as much as possible. And unlike the 
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Anglicans who had repeatedly taken over my life in the 
past, she didn't invade my space, we worked together, she 
helped if she could and if I let her, and we never fell out or 
had a cross word, it was a lovely friendship.

My friend always knew when something was wrong in my life, 
but she never made me talk if I didn't want to, but now 
she was dying and she could see I was in difficulties, it 
was heart wrenching, because there was nothing that she 
or I could do.

All I could do was clean the house for my friend and try to look 
after myself as best I could. It is hard to look after yourself 
when you are in a stupor of trauma and depression. But I 
could do what I did every time the Church and press 
attacked, I could make complaints in the hope of stopping 
further attacks. 

With evidence and support from other people, I made another 
complaint to Ofcom and the IPSO, both are reputed to 
ignore complaints unless they are from celebrities and 
public figures, and despite the evidence and letters written 
on my behalf by witnesses, they yet again failed to process 
the complaints, leaving me open to future press attacks.

Of course I also complained to the Archbishop and Bishops and 
Safeguarding, but as usual there was no response. 

As usual, the fuss died down, leaving me still suffering and 
devastated and alone with this suffering, my friends and 
adoptive parents had their health problems and so I was 
totally alone with the horror of what had happened.
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Despite my despair, I had to do something about my state of 
health and also my university degree.

My studies had fallen apart and I was about to start missing 
assignment deadlines with my degree, and with this kind 
of degree you couldn't simply miss deadlines, that would 
be the end of the degree. I had to decide whether to give 
up or defer, which would leave me in debt to the Student 
Loan Company, or work out how to proceed with my 
course.

I decided to write to the University and my tutors and tell them 
an outline of what was going on and ask for extensions on 
my assignments initially while I decided what to do.

I felt ashamed to have to explain briefly to the tutors that I was 
part of a historic abuse case that had turned into a battle 
and involved the press and that my friend was dying and 
thus my life was seriously disrupted. You know those 
books of excuses that children make when they don't 
hand their homework in? It felt like I was adding to that!

Thankfully I got a favourable response. The tutors were 
supportive and all allowed an extension on my 
assignments.

I was looking at how to get myself out of depression, and various 
online advice told me to look after myself. I remembered 
the WRAP course I had done through MIND, a course 
that helps people with a variety of health conditions to 
cope with crisis and help themselves. As ever over the 
years, my hair was wild and messy as I could rarely afford 
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a haircut, and I didn't spend money of face wash, in fact I 
didn't spend any money beyond essentials, and my clothes 
were worn out. So I spent some money on tidying myself 
up, and I made the effort to look clean and smart, and I 
did feel better.

I was also working on ways of lowering my blood pressure and 
improve my health. every time the church caused crisis, 
any exercise and diet routine fell apart and when I am in 
crisis I eat whatever I can get or afford, when I remember 
to eat, which is usually not healthy, and most of my time 
was spent sitting in a shocked stupor. I needed to pull out 
of the stupor and start looking after myself again.

I contacted Slimming world, who I had been with before, and 
started to attend their meetings again, Slimming world 
teaches healthy eating and nutritious recipes and it 
benefits most people just to learn a bit about these things.

It was much more stressful this time as they had moved to a 
much less autism-friendly building and the numbers had 
doubled, so meetings were a bit of an ordeal for me. 

I also renewed my gym membership and started attending gym 
three times a week again, although this time I didn't get 
back into swimming, the council leisure facilities in our 
deprived district are not good, and that swimming pool 
just makes me think of all the infections I have picked up 
there. 

I also looked up ways of lowering blood pressure, and some of 
the advice included taking aspirin and a few squares of 
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very dark chocolate every day, I did this, and although 
there is no conclusive proof, and it could have been the 
exercise and the crisis blowing over, my blood pressure 
was dropping. In absence of medical help, I was 
monitoring my blood pressure daily.

One day I got a phone call from someone just down the road who 
needed a hand in their cottage industry for a big order. 
And this was a great experience, she was a nice lady and 
her husband was also an Open University degree student. 

This lady was great to talk to as she was teaching me new skills 
in her home business, the only problem was, this was a 
short term contract and they had sold the house and were 
preparing to move, which was a shame. Their house 
included a guest house, so when they moved, they let me 
have a lot of lovely things such as towels and a bath robe 
and kitchenware, which was ever so nice of them.

Florence, the car, decided to add some drama to life when she 
blew her head gasket.

I had been worried that she seemed to be overheating too much, 
but her previous owners said not to worry, it was just the 
mild weather and the traffic. Well it wasn't.

I was doing the papers when the overheating warning light came 
on. So I handed the papers over to another delivery person 
and rolled her down the hill to the garage. The garage's 
quote was much more than the car was worth, but I knew 
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they had a reputation for this although they were handy 
for me and for getting a broken car to. So I questioned 
their quote and they dropped a few hundred off it, but it 
was still too much. I contacted the previous owners and 
they laughed at the quote. The man would change the 
head gasket for me himself for a reasonable price, but in 
his spare time. It took 10 days to get the parts and fix the 
car, during which time I could barely work and had to 
bike to the paper shop and just do one round by bike. 

Florence is unique in that most cars aged 24 would have been 
scrapped if the head gasket blew, but we collectively were 
fond of her, and the high cost of changing a head gasket is 
mainly due to labour and the fact that most garages use 
two mechanics to lift the engine out, but her previous 
owner knew how to do this on his own.

I didn't go to see Bob at the hospital again and I lost track of his 
progress, I knew that he remained very ill but that he 
wasn't dead, as his death would have been announced.

My friend continued to deteriorate, but as December approached, 
she was determined that I would spend Christmas with 
her and her family. The problem was, we didn't know if 
she would live to see Christmas.

Chapter 25

It was a tough time, with my adoptive parents battling health 
problems and my friend dying, and my professor friend 
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also being worried about shadow on his brain, which led 
to his increasing unsteadiness. I remember the dark as 
winter came and I tried to cope with everything alone. I 
had so little money coming in that trying to keep the bills 
paid was very hard, and while Christmas trees and 
decorations were going up everywhere, I had no money at 
all for Christmas, sometimes no money even for adequate 
food. 

So again I was relying on £1 ready meals which are high fat and 
salt and not very nutritious. But at least every check-in at 
Slimming World showed that I was losing weight. I always 
hated the social side of slimming world, I had nothing 
whatsoever in common with the other attendees, who were 
mainly women and mainly housewives, so I tended not to 
stay to meetings once I had weighed in.

Then I got a delivery driving job, working for a takeaway chain 
who I had worked for in the past. In the past I had worked 
for these people for years and been perfectly happy 
working for them, I had been lucky that that had been a 
good store, my brother and sister had also worked for this 
chain and other takeaways and I was under no illusion of 
the work being a glamorous job, it isn't, it is short term, 
low pay and harsh. 

This store wasn't nice like the one I used to work for, but it was a 
job, and I desperately needed money and food. Some 
people would wonder why I didn't go back on benefits, 
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but when you are self-employed and claim benefits, there 
is a wait of months before you receive benefits, and also, 
going back on benefits would be a step backwards and I 
wouldn't have much better quality of life. 

My friend grew weaker and in the weeks before Christmas we 
really weren't sure if there was going to be any Christmas.

I have to admit that I enjoyed driving around in the evenings, 
doing deliveries and seeing the Christmas trees and lights 
whilst listening to Christmas CDs in the car, it gave me a 
bit of a feeling that it was Christmas even though my life 
was so bleak.

One evening as I carried takeaway bags to the car, a group of 
people were carol singing in the street, I have always loved 
carol singing and felt that I was missing out, so I stopped 
for a few minutes to join them. I did have to hurry on with 
my duties though. But before I left, they invited me to join 
their church for Christmas services, and I decided that this 
would be very helpful to me. Part of Christmas for me is 
Church and Carols, because it has been for so long, and it 
was hard to think of Christmas without Church. So I 
started attending pre-Christmas services, the ones that 
didn't clash with work. I was missing a lot of Carol 
singing and services, which made me sad. I always want 
advent and Christmas to be special.

Work wasn't all fun, to start with, money went missing from my 
drop-box and I had to pay it back out of my own wages, 
which was awful considering how badly off I was. I was 
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one of several females on the team, but the team was 
dominated by men, a number of whom liked to talk about 
sexual things or their criminal records, it reminded me of 
soup kitchen on the streets, and it wasn't the ideal 
environment for a nervous and traumatised female.

To make it worse, the council, without checking the facts, 
decided to demand huge amounts of council tax just 
because I was working for an employer whilst still 
registered self-employed. They actually asked for more 
money than I ever earned working for this fast food place, 
and they demanded it immediately while trying to take the 
remainder of my housing benefit.

 The council had spent the years since I left the streets making 
errors and impossible demands, and I was fed up with it, 
so I put in a formal complaint, as I was facing Christmas 
with this unreasonable demand that could not be met 
hanging over me. It still took them most of January to 
resolve it.

The week before Christmas came, with my friend still alive and 
determinedly trying to find energy so that Christmas could 
happen, all her family were to be there and she was 
determined to make them accept and include me on 
Christmas day.

The Church that I was attending for Christmas services were 
quite middle of the road, they were perfectly welcoming 
but not over the top, and there was nothing remarkable or 
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wrong with the services, it was pretty much what I needed 
in the depressed and unstable place I was in.

Church People would sit with me, chat with me but not intrude, 
and I think we were all perfectly happy with the situation. 
The time for any church trying to take over my life or steer 
me was well and truly over, because despite the damage I 
had suffered, I was growing, my soul and my mind and 
my independence were mine now, not led, childlike by 
steering church people any more, and this was a good 
thing.

No-one at the block of flats where I lived were really celebrating 
Christmas, all were pretty isolated and with no much 
money to spare. But for me Christmas had to be special, I 
am still like a child and still ever hopeful that one day the 
magic will come back, and Christmas will be as it was 
when I was a child with my brother in the homeless 
hostel, working secretly to prepare gifts and treats for our 
siblings for Christmas Day.

I had done Christmas card for each of my 40 or so paper round 
customers, most of whom I knew to talk to, and I was a 
lucky girl because almost all of them responded by giving 
me a card in reply, and most also gave me a few pounds in 
tips. 

It is funny because doing those Christmas Cards reminded me of 
long ago, before I was homeless, that Christmas in 2009 
when I was going to commit suicide. I had got the names 
of all the residents of the care home where I worked as a 
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gardener and I had made sure I knew if they liked to be 
called by their first names or more formally, and I had 
done them all a Christmas card. Some of them didn't get 
any other cards, and I had no idea how big the impact of 
my cards were. I had expected that to be one of my last 
acts before I committed suicide, but I survived, and in the 
new year I had care home residents and their families 
waving, smiling, stopping for a chat, and I made new 
friends. It is absolutely amazing to be able to do acts of 
friendliness and fellowship even if life is tough.

Now this year at least I was not bereft of cards to hang up in the 
kitchen of the flat, and my pen-pals all sent gifts and 
cards, as well as my friends and adoptive parents, so 
Christmas began to feel more real now. I didn't do cards 
for everyone in the flats, I was too shy and I was also 
worried that it would upset some of them if they didn't 
have any Christmas to look forward to. I did a card for the 
lovely disabled man downstairs and he did a card in reply, 
a very nice card too. 

So the flat was full of cards, but not much else, I had had to use 
my Christmas tips from the paper round to pay my bills 
and buy food. I guess having only gone back into work 
that year, I hadn't been able to plan or save to get me 
through the winter and the gardening low season.

By Christmas Eve, I had got my music exam results, I had 
passed. I had also been able to submit all my university 
assignments for the term and pass them. So that news was 
like a Christmas present.
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Due to an 'error' the takeaway, who were supposed to pay me 
every fortnight, had not yet paid me at all. But I had 
managed to scrape together decorations and a small tree 
from charity shops for a few pounds and I made up paper-
chains and other craft to make the flat look festive.

The takeaway wasn't a great place to work, it was one of those 
places where anyone could get a job, as long as they didn't 
expect to be treated with courtesy or receive anything 
above the minimum wage. And in my nervous state, 
working with people who wanted to talk about their 
criminal records and 'being grassed up' reminded me a lot 
of being on the streets. 

But worse for me, one of the 'managers' really had it in for me. 
He was typical of this fast food chain, a  lad who had been 
promoted because he had actually stayed working there 
longer than a month, and he made it his aim to try and get 
rid of me and make me unhappy while I was there.

As well as not being paid, I was being sent on all the long and 
difficult deliveries, when as a new driver, I was only 
supposed to do the local runs and leave the more difficult 
runs to the experienced drivers. When the head manager 
went home, often leaving instructions for me to be clocked 
off with the other junior drivers, this mean young manager 
would clock everyone else off and leave me until last, so I 
was working very late when I had to get up early to do the 
papers in the morning. 
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This manager would never have been called a manager in any 
other company, he was sloppy and rude and maligned and 
swore about his staff, he made constant errors with money 
and he just had a bad attitude. I wasn't enjoying the work 
as the overall manager spent more time out drinking in 
the run up to Christmas, leaving this mean manager in 
charge.

As I didn't drink, and every single member of the team wanted to 
be out drinking on Christmas eve, leaving the store 
desperately short of drivers, I had agreed to work the 
evening as long as I could finish at close and go to 
Midnight Mass. Which should have been just fine, if the 
manager hadn't left the mean manager in charge.

The situation became an impossible one that Christmas Eve 
evening. I had been working there exactly a month and it 
had never been good but I needed to work.

The Christmas Eve shift was impossibly busy, and I felt sorry for 
all those people who needed to order pizza at Christmas 
time, but those were my personal feelings and irrelevant. 

I ended up, yet again, the only driver, doing one long run after 
another, and by 11pm when the shop was supposed to 
close for Christmas and I was supposed to leave for 
Midnight Mass, they tried to make me go on working. 

I was not happy, and they had only paid me that evening, too late 
for me to use the money on Christmas. I told them I 
wasn't happy about the situation, and if this had been 
another company, then a proper discussion could have 
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been have, instead of which, the mean manager started 
hurling insults and going on about how he had a three 
year old son who kept him awake by screaming all night 
on nights that he had custody, as if that was remotely 
relevant. I was worried as to why this three year old was 
screaming all night but it wasn't my business. Anyway, 
this manager kept on yelling and babbling, and I simply 
said 'My Faith and God more important than this nasty 
workplace, I quit'. 

They stood there jeering quietly about midnight Mass, which 
they had thought didn't exist anymore, and I left. None of 
them knew anything about Church in relation to 
Christmas, they though Christmas was about alcohol. But 
that is their lives, not mine, and I would rather see 
Christmas as a childhood magic and the Baby Jesus.

And being one of those places with a high turnover of staff, no 
notice was required, so at 11.30pm on Christmas Eve, I 
made my way to Midnight Mass. I was crying, I don't like 
confrontation and I had been so unhappy working for the 
takeaway and being bullied and intimidated, and I had 
pretty much wasted a month and missed carol services 
and Christmas events. I vowed that despite the massive 
disadvantages I faced, I would make my life better and 
would find better employment and I would get myself out 
of this almost dangerous poverty.

Midnight Mass was magical as ever, and when we sang 'Yea 
Lord we greet Thee, born this happy morning...' I knew it 
was Christmas Day.
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I drove home crying, I was still distressed about the awful row at 
the takeaway but relieved to have left. But even without 
being a member of Church or worshipping regularly, I still 
felt that God was more important than a crew of mean 
alcoholics even if I lost my income, which they were 
reluctant about paying anyway. I told God this as I drove, 
I told the Baby Jesus this, as I drove home at 2am on 
Christmas morning 2015.

I have always tried to separate the real God and Jesus from the 
Church of England and what the Church of England have 
done. Because my experience is that what the Church of 
England are and do can never be reconciled with the real 
God. I still want the real God in my life, even though I am 
shattered that He has let me be so hurt, but I don't want 
the Church and their misrepresentation of Christianity. 
This is not to say that I see myself as in any way a good 
Christian. No, I am a terrible example myself.

I slept until Christmas morning, and struggled out of bed, tired 
and still suffering from the row with the takeaway. I 
guessed that the crew at the takeaway would still be out 
cold from alcohol and as yet not even suffering their 
hangovers.

My family had a strange Christmas morning tradition of coffee 
and French toast, but I have never seen any point in 
French toast, so I had coffee and toast and I blurrily 
scrambled myself together to go to Church.
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Christmas Morning Church was lovely, the last service I shared 
with that congregation. They knew I was only there 
temporarily but they remained nice and welcoming. It was 
a nice Christmas service, not too joyful and not too dull, 
very typical of that Church, their middle of the road 
balance is amazing. The guest preacher was a local 
councillor, a cheerful and bubbly man, who gave a good 
talk. Afterwards I told him that I had found the talk 
helpful, and he gave me a big friendly hug, which didn't 
feel threatening at all, I think I was in need of such a safe 
and friendly hug.

After the service, I drove home and sorted out the collection of 
small gifts I had got for my friend, wrapped them and put 
them in a gift bag. I had been buying small things for my 
friend and other friends from the arts and crafts barn 
nearby, nice items at a low price. 

As I headed out to my friend's house for Christmas, one of my 
neighbours from upstairs was waxing his surfboard in the 
garden. I wished him a happy Christmas, he replied 
politely but it was obviously just another day for him.

When I got to my friend's house, she was in bed. Apparently she 
had been up since 5am and had worn herself out, she was 
driving her family scatty by trying to do too much. One of 
the family put a chair by my friend's bedside for me and 
got me a coffee. 

My friend was so weak that I had to help her to unwrap her 
presents as we talked, then she asked me to help her up. I 
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asked if she was sure and she said yes. So I helped her up 
and she leaned on me as we went through to the living 
room, where the big dining table had been set up for the 
whole family to have Christmas Dinner.

We sat in the armchairs and chatted as the family bustled about, 
preparing lunch, I got to meet family members who I 
hadn't previously met. I felt kind of welcome and kind of 
out of place. My friend really wanted me to be there and 
there was no way I or her family were going to refute her 
wishes when she only had a few weeks left to live.  And 
being there meant I had somewhere to be on Christmas 
Day, even if I felt a bit as if I was intruding on a family 
that I didn't belong to.

We had a nice day really. The Christmas Dinner was excellent, 
and we were happy, all party hats and jokes. 

After dinner I went with two of the family to walk the dog, my 
friend was asleep again now, and a walk after dinner is 
pretty much traditional Christmas. We walked for miles 
through the quiet countryside with the dog, it was a mild 
and grey day, threatening rain, and we talked about my 
friend and her life and how she had forgotten she was 
dying and had said something about next Christmas the 
other day. I felt sad.

We came home as it started to rain, my friend was still sleeping 
and we drank coffee and talked quietly. It was late 
afternoon now.
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The family packaged up some leftover food for me to take home, 
and when my friend woke up, it was time for me to go.

My friend woke up and apologized for being asleep for so long, 
but apology was out of place, she was dying and had had a 
tiring Christmas day, it didn't matter that she had had a 
long sleep.

She hugged and kissed me as I left, and when we said goodbye 
then, we said goodbye forever. I never saw her alive again, 
she died in January 2016. 

She died five years after another old friend died in January 2011. 
Again my life was replaying. But that's another story.

On Christmas Day I returned to my flat well-fed and happy, with 
a tinge of sadness as well of course, but now Christmas 
was about relaxing and enjoying Christmas TV and 
enjoying the Christmas food and goodies that I now had. I 
had a few gifts to open too. I can't for the life of me 
remember what they were though. But all in all, I didn't 
have such a bad Christmas.

Over the Christmas and New Year holidays I had a few days off 
from the papers and on the days that the papers were 
running, I had much later starts with no worries about 
deadlines. It was nice to have a break from the very early 
mornings.

I spent some of the Christmas holidays compiling my review of 
the year, my Christmas prayers and my New Year's 
'Revolutions' traditions that I created on my blog at this 
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time of year every year, and which tended to be quite well 
read.

On December 27th I got to have another Christmas Day.  My 
autistic professor friend was on his own over Christmas 
and although he said he didn't care, I cared, and I think 
he did care really, he just put on a brave face. So I 
arranged to go over and cook a full Christmas dinner for 
us. And he was quite happy about this. 

He actually provided the money for the ingredients for our 
Christmas meal, and I did the shopping.

I was quite worried about cooking a full Christmas Dinner with 
all the trimmings. I had got us a turkey crown rather than 
a whole turkey, but apart from that it was a full dinner. 
And it turned out well. The meat cooked well and so did 
the potatoes and vegetable and stuffing and sausages and 
chestnuts. I joked to my friend that it was time for me to 
get married now that I had mastered the pinnacle of 
domestic and culinary ability. He laughed.

We did have a good dinner, loads of food for just two people, so 
there was a lot left over, which we divided between us for 
later. I gave him the little bag of gifts that I had put 
together, he hadn't expected presents. 

After lunch we walked his dogs, he has two lively collies, and we 
walked for some distance, arguing about environmental 
science as we walked, quite a typical conversation for us.
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It was a nice day, it made Christmas even better. But after that, I 
was left with the reality that after Christmas I would be in 
dire financial circumstance if I didn't find more work. 

One night during the Christmas holiday, I was awake worrying a 
lot about work and finances and Bob and the Church, and 
everything. And I decided that getting up and doing 
something would be more productive.

I printed a lot of CV's, and because it was not gardening season 
and I didn't know anywhere I could get cleaning work, I 
decided to deliver my CV with covering letter, to all the 
takeaways in the district in the hope of getting some more 
work. 

Unfortunately 4am in the morning is not the best time to do this, 
and as I pulled out of the driveway I got too close to the 
telegraph pole and gave Florence a dent, which made me 
very sad, as, considering her age, she had been relatively 
unmarked, with only careful lady owners at her wheel, she 
had done well so far, and now I had dented her.

I drove round the local takeaways in the early morning, putting 
my CV and letter asking for delivery work through their 
letter boxes.

On New Year's Eve I stayed up to see the New Year in, with my 
traditional cup of tea and traditional utter determination 
to make this year a better year. It wasn't such a bad 
resolution as I had seen my life improve significantly in 
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2015 on the same resolution, from sleeping on a mattress 
in a dreadful lodging house, to having my own flat and car 
and being back in work of sorts. So I welcomed in the 
New Year of 2016 with hope as well as anxiety, as the 
threat of harm from the Church of England remained 
strong.

Chapter 26

I got a message asking me to come and do a delivery driving trial 
on New Year's Day. This was a takeaway near my house. 
So I agreed. They weren't paying extra due to it being 
New Year's Day and they also did something that 
takeaways have an annoying habit of doing, taking two 
people on for a trial at the same time. This never works 
out for me. I am not racist but a lot of takeaways are not 
English and they tend to be a bit sexist, so if they take on 
a man and a woman on trial, they will usually give the job 
to the man, especially if the man is loud and confident and 
the woman is quiet and polite. So it was a waste of my 
New Year's Eve evening. They weren't easy people to 
work for and it was uncomfortable. I did earn an evening's 
wage and generous tips because it was New Year's Day, 
but that was the end of it.

I didn't give up. 
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December had been a rainy month, and the wet weather 
continued into January, causing localized flooding which 
disrupted my village paper routes somewhat. Florence was 
having problems with her starter motor and we were going 
to replace it, but in the meantime she decided enough was 
enough.

A whole day of disaster started one early one morning in the 
torrential rain and strong winds, I woke up to the sound of 
running water, which is not a sound you want to wake up 
to when you live alone. I got up, and there was water 
running through the ceiling above the bay window and 
onto my laptop! Thankfully the laptop was closed and 
didn't come to any harm, but it was a fright, I cleared the 
table and put a bucket under the leak but it was too early 
to call the landlady, so I went out to do the papers. 

Florence and I were negotiating the flooded village streets in the 
dark, wind and rain, we rolled carefully through flowing 
water and continued. But then things went wrong.

I stopped to deliver a paper, but then Florence wouldn't start, her 
starter motor had failed, and I was out there in the middle 
of nowhere in appalling weather, with a broken down car.

I didn't have much credit, so I contacted the shop, and they came 
out and took the rest of the papers and said that if I didn't 
get help with the car then I should call them back. I sat 
there with the car for some time, unsure what to do at all.

I texted my landlady as it was now 7am, and I told her about the 
leak and asked if she could also text me the number of the 
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local breakdown company. She did but she texted me their 
old number which didn't work. I tried a few times to 
contact my professor friend who was usually up early and 
who had AA membership that he had always said he could 
rescue me with if necessary. But he wasn't answering.

I texted Florence's previous owner, who was going to change the 
start motor, and he was horrified that I had broken down 
in the middle of nowhere in the dark and rain. He asked 
me if I knew how to bump start a car, and I said no, so he 
explained that I had to get Florence rolling, so it was 
fortunate that she was on the brow of a hill. But I couldn't 
get her out into the road to roll her safely as I had to be in 
her to bump start her. Thankfully a man came out of one 
of the nearby cottages to put something in his dustbin and 
I shouted him over. He kindly helped me to push Florence 
out into the road, and I followed the instructions I had 
been given, and I managed to get her running on the 
bump start and kept her running all the way home. 

Florence was only off the road for a few days before she got her 
new starter motor, but it made me reconsider the paper-
round situation. I was getting up so early, going all the 
way to the next town and running round the villages 
putting strain on me and the car, while the paper shop a 
few minutes' walk from home were advertising for 
newspaper delivery people. So I went in and talked to 
them. 

They had a small round available for half the wage that I was 
getting for the village rounds, but in comparison that was 
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alright, it would save the wear and tear on me and the car, 
it was five minutes from home and I could bike round it 
on good days. I gave a week's notice at the other shop, a 
bit sadly because I was so used to them, but life 
sometimes involves decisions like this, for the best.

I was having the remainder of my dental treatment in January 
and as I sat in the waiting room reading the local 
magazine I noticed an article. The article read that local 
sports facilities had received funding to provide free and 
cheap fitness courses. I was still going to the gym three 
times a week but I was interested in the courses that were 
being advertised. There was tennis for beginners, but I 
decided that I was too unfit and it was close to the start of 
the course. The course I decided to apply for was a 
'Couch to 5K' course, these 5K training courses have 
become a bit click and irritating by being advertised 
everywhere since then, but at the time I was interested 
because I used to run 5K courses for charity in my past life 
and I loved it and had felt sad that I was in such poor 
shape that I couldn't run any more. But with a couch to 
5K course, everyone starts off unfit and unable to run, and 
builds up. It sounded ideal.

I contacted the sports centre and it started off wrong, they were 
enthusiastic about the funding for the courses but didn't 
set things up well.

I was told that the course ran on Monday evenings and was just 
one evening a week, and the first session was a drop-in 
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and I could turn up any time and register. All of this 
turned out to be incorrect.

The session was not a drop in, and by the time that I got there I 
was late for the start, and I never received the information 
pack that everyone who enrolled was supposed to get. I 
just joined in, belatedly and bewildered. We did laps of the 
track, alternating walking and running, it was challenging 
and I enjoyed it, but I didn't really understand what was 
going on because I had missed the induction and had not 
been given the information pack that I needed.

Anyway, I was going to persist with this running, it was 
refreshing and gave me hope that I could get fitter.

Meanwhile I was plodding on with university as normal, and 
trying to keep fit and live a fairly normal life apart from 
not having enough work. I had to tell tax credits that my 
work had dropped below the disabled tax credits threshold 
but they didn't reply, and instead of accepting it as a 
temporary drop and making provision for hardship by 
allowing me to continue to claim, they stopped my tax 
credits so now I was destitute. I began the frustrating 
battle with them to regain my tax credits, a battle that so 
many families and disabled people have to go through, a 
senseless battle.

In the meantime, my friend was in the last weeks of her life, and 
her family had said that it was family time only now, so I 
didn't get to see her.
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Chapter 27

My friend died peacefully on January 27th at 5.30pm. Within an 
hour someone contacted me and told me she had passed 
away. I was due to go running that evening but I just sat 
there quietly instead.

I went running the next evening instead, with three other women 
who had missed the previous day's run. As I ran I 
wondered what my friend would think of me, running the 
day after her death, but in my mind's eye I saw her 
smiling as my tears fell on the running track, and I knew 
she would understand, she would be pleased even, and I 
ran into second place out of four runners and that was 
when I realised that yet again I had regained something of 
my old life, my ability to run. I renamed my daily blog 
'The Journey Home' that night.

I didn't go to my friend's funeral. Of course I wanted to pay my 
respects to her, but I didn't get on very well with some of 
her family, two of them had been resentful of her 
friendship with me and the time she spent with me. It was 
a situation that I couldn't resolve, and I just felt too 
uncomfortable about attending the funeral as well as just 
too unable to cope.

I was depressed and went through that kind of 'puzzlement' 
phase that I do after a bereavement, I tend to go looking 
for the deceased person, as if I could find them if I looked 
and even though I know that they are dead. I went up to 
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the viewpoint where we used to sit and eat ice creams, and 
I went driving around and down to the bay, as if she 
would be there somewhere. But of course she wasn't. I 
went into a phase of severe exhaustion now, maybe 
everything had simply been too much for me.

February came, and the running course got harder. I hadn't had a 
proper induction, so I didn't know that we now started 
running three times a week, and I was getting left behind, 
I contacted the course leader and he was horrified that I 
had not been told about the course or given an induction 
pack, he was pleased that I was running despite my health 
conditions and carrying an inhaler with me. But it was 
going to get more complicated because I was offered 
another delivery driving job that was on some of the 
running evenings, this meant that I would be running on 
my own and doing catch-up runs all the time, and in the 
end I just couldn't keep up and I sadly quit running.

The new delivery driving job wasn't wonderful, in fact I knew one 
of the reasons this takeaway had lost custom and staff in 
the past year. There had been a violent attack at this 
takeaway in the past year, one member of staff caused 
serious injury to another member of staff at the takeaway 
during a quarrel.

The other reason they couldn't keep a driver was because they 
weren't friendly people and they paid well below the 
minimum wage and their petrol stipend was very low. But 
I needed work and was being offered this job, so I took it 
and hoped for the best.
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It was very quiet at the takeaway, their deliveries were very low, 
so often I could sit most of the evening reading my 
textbooks while I waited for deliveries and it didn't matter 
that the wage was low because I was being paid for sitting 
and studying. And because the staff weren't very talkative 
I could usually get a lot of uninterrupted study done. I 
worked there a few nights a week and began to catch up 
with my disrupted university studies.

At the same time I was still looking for other work, and I signed 
up as a distributor with a catalogue company who didn't 
want money upfront as some of them do. This was a 
catalogue selling cosmetics and toiletries. The area 
manager came to see me and she was a bit of scatterbrain. 
She wrote down the area that I was to start in and told me 
that she didn't have time to explain everything but if I 
used my brain and looked at the website I would soon 
pick it up. I had not been warned that as a new distributor 
I would have to canvass to get customers to start with, 
which came as a shock because I am not really capable of 
such a horrible thing as cold calling and I don't like it. 

Thankfully this job lasted all of a week because the managing 
director had given me roads to canvass in other people's 
patches and their customers objected. The managing 
director appeared to be unavailable and it turned out that 
the town was swamped with distributors fighting for 
customers, even the launderette and the hairdressers were 
displaying the magazines for other distributors, so I 
resigned.
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I saw an advert in a local estate agents, they were looking for 
leaflet distributors, and because I had done that before 
and felt comfortable with leaflet distribution, I applied. 
They mislead me from the start, because I asked if it was 
self-employed work and they said yes, that I just had to 
provide identity and fill in paperwork and start straight 
away. This turned out to be totally untrue. But, incredibly, 
it did lead to me getting another job, and then another.

It turned out, when I had signed up, that the leaflet work was not 
self-employed and I had to go through head office and fill 
in huge amounts of intrusive paperwork just to deliver 
leaflets, I was trapped. I could not explain my history and 
why the Church had given me a record. So I was only able 
to deliver leaflets briefly and earn a small amount, most of 
which was taken away in tax in the wrong tax band 
because this was employment and not self-employment. It 
was a horrible and shaming experience. However, I 
continued the delivery driving and was getting on alright 
with the staff, the manager seemed keen for me to stay on, 
which was a good sign.

The unexpected twist in the horrible estate agents leaflets saga 
was that as I was plodding along delivering leaflets, a man 
in a red pickup truck approached me, he asked how much 
I was being paid. I was wary but to be honest there 
seemed no harm in telling him and it was polite to answer, 
so told him. 

'How would you like to double up?' He asked.
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For a second I wondered what kind of proposition was being 
made there. But it turned out that he was a local 
businessman and owned and worked in association with, 
a number of cafes, restaurants and other businesses, and 
he had a restaurant in trouble because they couldn't get 
someone to distribute menus and they were losing trade.

Straight away he walked me round to the restaurant, expertly 
counted out a few hundred leaflets, gave me a handful of 
cash and told me I would get the rest when I had done a 
quota of leaflets. This was very handy as I had no money 
left for food, and the estate agents took months to pay 
anything anyway. So I delivered the restaurant menus with 
the estate agents leaflets, and wondered if I could find 
even more leaflet distributions opportunities to add to 
these, but I had no such luck, because a number of 
people, migrants with little English especially, make a 
living out of delivering five or six different sets of leaflets 
at the same time, and it is quite lucrative this way. So 
there were no other opportunities to add to the deliveries I 
was now doing.

Anyway, having now started delivering menus for the restaurant, 
I now had new work and instant cash every week from it, 
and eventually it led to other work for me, whereas the 
estate agents work only lasted a few weeks and left me 
deeply hurt, the way they handled my paperwork and 
treated me has left me wounded.

I was now bringing in enough money to get by on, although I still 
had not regained my tax credits at this point.
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I had started to go to live Ballet and Opera with my professor 
friend who needed someone with him now because of his 
tendency to fall, so my cultural and social life was being 
enriched, and I felt enthusiastic about studying for my 
next music exam which was a few months away, in May.

The flat had long since become a real home to me, fully furnished 
and everything was where I could find it and everything in 
a system and routine. I hoped to stay there forever, even 
though I knew from my experience that there are no 
forevers.

Chapter 28

According to my daily blog, on February 11th 2016, I sent my 
adoptive parents a certificate congratulating them on '5 
years in charge of a nortyperson' they laughed, and they 
said 'Is it really five years?' Yes it was five years this year 
since they found me, a homeless rough sleeper in their 
church, and took me home for bacon and eggs.

 My adoptive Mum phoned me as I was out delivering leaflets 
and we talked for a long time, because as well as the joke 
certificate, I had also finally sent them the story of my 
childhood, and mum was quite emotional over that.

The walking delivering leaflets was really good for me, I was 
walking for hours each week, or skidding about on the 
blue bike, and this was helping to keep me fit and lose 
weight. 
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I was having bad dreams about my deceased friend, so I decided 
that I probably needed to speak to the bereavement 
services. Unfortunately the local branch appeared to be 
manned by someone barely able to read or write and they 
sent me a scrawling reply that didn't relate to my email to 
them. I am, as ever, very reluctant to phone strangers, 
especially about personal matters. Hence emailing. But 
the response was enough to make me give up, if someone 
can't understand, then they can't help.

I was still seeing my therapist but he was about to relocate 
beyond the area and we hadn't made a lot of progress 
because my case was so complex, the Church of England 
kept disrupting my therapy and throughout the time I was 
seeing my therapist, his road was obstructed by road 
works with no alternative routes so trying to keep a 
therapeutic relationship going was maddening and almost 
impossible.

 It is a pity because he was nice, and had he been more 
accessible, had the Church not left me in crisis too bad for 
therapy so much and had he not relocated, I believe that 
he would have made a big difference in my life. Since he 
relocated I have not been able to afford therapy and there 
are few therapists in this deprived district with the skills to 
help me, when my therapist relocated, he couldn't think of 
anyone capable who had time to see me.

Spring 2016 was beginning to show its face now. We were getting 
some nice sunny days, although the nights were clear and 
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cold, and there was frost on the car windscreen in the 
morning.

This is when I decided that I would arrange to do my next and 
final 70 mile walk. I had almost decided that I wouldn't do 
the walk again, but as I was doing my university studies 
and doing case studies regarding living conditions in 
Africa, as well as being reminded of how hard life is for 
some people, the case study also mentioned a charity that 
in my long ago past life, my youth group used to support 
and do sponsored events for. 

 I decided to do the walk for this particular charity, to help people 
in Africa. I had so little money myself that I couldn't make 
donations to charity at this point, and with spring coming, 
a sponsored walk seemed ideal and would give me the 
opportunity of some time out as well. The walk was 
planned to start at Easter as it had the previous year.

Life continued as normal, work, university, extra paper rounds for 
the shop, and at this point on the blog I record that I 
actually went out with my social group, a rare event as so 
many times lack of money or broken car or other 
circumstances meant I had to cancel. We went out for 
pizza, and it was nice to have a social evening, it was very 
pleasant. 

I joined this social group in 2014, and although I rarely mention 
them in this book, I enjoyed a number of social events 
with them, cinema, meals, bowling, visits to the local 
observatory, big local events, and nice walks alongside the 
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sea with a stop at a good cafe. I try to keep some social 
element in my life, although a lot of the time I have 
trouble seeing much point in it. I am quite reclusive, too 
hurt, and more so when Church of England and press 
attacks occur and I hide, wounded, and don't want to see 
anyone.

At the takeaway where I did delivery driving, a new man started 
work, he was a foreign national of the same race as the 
takeaway owners. Working there with him was difficult 
from the start, he would get too close to me a lot and 
ignore my objections and he would patronize me, he had a 
real 'women are stupid' attitude, and it annoyed me, but I 
just got on with my job as best I could.

Things got worse when this man took over handling incoming 
orders, because his English was poor and he had no 
knowledge of the area, and the manager would now go 
away and leave him in charge. The result was that I kept 
getting deliveries handed to me with no legible address on 
them and no postcode that the satnav could resolve. It was 
worse when he kept leaving the customer phone numbers 
out, so there was no way of tracing the order. My job 
became very stressful now. It came to a head when I was 
told to take an order to 'The hotel on the seafront' and of 
course the seafront was several miles of hotels. So I asked 
which one. In the end this man tried to pronounce a hotel 
name, and I took the delivery to the hotel which it 
sounded closest to. 
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This was in early March and this hotel was not open to guests 
and said they hadn't ordered takeaway. There was no way 
I could find the person who had ordered the takeaway. So 
I went back to the shop and quit the job. The manager 
knew that I was struggling to make the deliveries without 
proper addresses, but things weren't improving. 

So I quit, there had already been a violent row at the restaurant 
the previous day over a wrong order, an argument between 
a customer and the managers, not involving me. But I had 
been anxious as a result, and now I just didn't want to be 
there. I have to balance the need for enough money to 
keep a roof over my head with my wellbeing and safety, 
and in this case, I felt that it was better for me to quit and 
find other work.

At this point I was writing a manuscript about how the Church, 
all denominations, treat the vulnerable and the impact of 
certain practices in different denominations. I still have 
the manuscript, which I have never intended for open 
publication.

I continued university steadily, and was still delivering papers 
and leaflets to bring in an income, while the gardening 
season was just sleepily and slowly beginning to rise. 

This month was one of significantly bad flashbacks and 
nightmares. But I plodded on with life as best I could.

I was diagnosed with a mild auto-immune condition to add to my 
woes. I was still without access to the NHS help that I 
needed but my dentist was concerned about my damaged 
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jaw and bruxism and had referred me to the hospital. I 
was nervous of receiving bad treatment and unhelpful 
attitude from the hospital but the dental department 
appeared to be separate from the other departments who 
would have my inaccurate records. The problem was, the 
wait was hours long and I nearly left in a panic. I could 
only afford to park that long because an outgoing motorist 
had kindly given me their ticket.

By the time the specialist saw me, I was freaking out, but she was 
very kind and helpful, she told me that my jaw was very 
unbalanced and the muscles were very strong from the 
severe grinding of teeth in my sleep. She said I needed a 
splint and a biopsy to make sure this auto-immune 
condition wasn't mutating, and she gave me a help sheet 
for TMJ, stressing the importance of not opening my 
mouth wide for anything due to the joints in my jaw 
dislocating easily. I was grateful for the advice but in the 
end I cancelled follow-ups due to simply being too afraid 
and also not really being able to afford to get to the 
hospital and park.

Florence's former owner texted me one day asking if Florence 
was broken down. I replied no and asked why. He said 
that his partner had seen a distinctive little car that she 
thought was Florence, broken down in a lay-by some eight 
miles away. I said it definitely wasn't Florence. Then I 
went outside to Florence, and she actually had broken 
down, but not in a lay-by eight miles away. I had left her 
dipped headlights on and her battery was flat. I texted her 
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previous owner again and we both laughed a lot before he 
came out with the jump leads.

My Birthday went past without much fuss, which is usual, I can't 
really celebrate when I am so hated by the press and 
media, I don't feel that I have any right to life or 
celebrating it.

I simply went out delivering leaflets as if it was a normal day. But 
in the afternoon, my professor friend phoned and asked 
me to go out for a meal with him, he had a table booked 
for that evening. We went out and we had a delightful 
evening, the food was a Turkish Banquet, and it was 
delicious. We enjoyed intelligent conversation about 
politics and current affairs and it was a great experience, it 
made my Birthday special.

I went in to collect my wages for delivering the takeaway menus, 
and the manager, a grouchy and mistrustful man and 
business partner of the man who had given me the menu 
job, told me that there was no point in me delivering 
leaflets any more as their takeaway delivery driver had 
quit. 

'What if I do the delivery driving?' I asked him. And I told him I 
had been doing takeaway delivery driving for some time 
and had satnav and good local knowledge. So they 
arranged for me to start as a delivery driver on Sunday, 
and I would thus also continue the leaflet deliveries as 
well.
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Terrorist attacks hit the headlines again as I started my new job. 
The last few years seem to have been bad for random 
public terror attacks and they stay in my memory. The 
new job was almost as quiet as the previous delivery 
driving job, with the tourist season not yet taking off and 
no-one spending much money. The other problem with 
these small takeaways now was that they were not listed 
on the 'apps' that were now being used by so many people 
to look up and order from takeaways' so they were being 
bypassed.

I was now revising in earnest for my music exam as well as 
working towards the end of the university year, both were 
in May, and the end of March was approaching. And now 
Easter was here and time for my 70 Mile walk again.

Chapter 29
Due to bad weather forecast, I decided to start the walk early, on 

Good Friday rather than Easter Monday. I was having a 
week off from the newspaper and menu deliveries but still 
doing the delivery driving in the evenings, after all, I could 
hardly start taking time off from my new job.

On Good Friday I walked a peaceful and easy walk, carrying not 
a Cross but a light backpack. As I walked I thought about 
Jesus, and about how the Churches would be 
remembering His Death that day. I didn't feel sad or left 
out, I kind of had a feeling that Jesus didn't need people 
dwelling in His Death so much. I also thought about my 
friend and her death, and how last year she was 
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supporting me throughout my walk, and this made me 
feel so sad and so weak that I could hardly keep walking.

I got sunburned on that first day's walk, as I walked that fairly 
easy first leg of the walk. But that was the only day of 
sunburn. The next day was a shorter walk but in tougher 
conditions. On Easter Sunday I had the energy from 
numerous Easter eggs from my friends and from the paper 
shop to keep me going. 

When I got home from the walk on Sunday I had enough energy 
to cook myself an Easter roast dinner and clean the car 
before going to work delivery driving as normal.

Then on Easter Monday, the day started with terrible stormy 
weather, but I had done this walk in all weathers over the 
years and I plodded on anyway. A long harsh trek this 
time for Easter Monday. A lonely deserted wilderness trek 
that I never want to repeat.

On the Tuesday the walk started to 'turn the corner' onto the 
home stretch, but the weather was still appalling, and 
several people messaged me to ask if I was still walking. 
Yes, I had walked in these conditions before, all you have 
to do is keep putting one leg in front of the other, head 
down and plod and plod and the miles fall away, the 
weather started to calm a bit later on as I made my way 
down off the hills and onto the cliffs and into the last days 
of the walk.

I struggled to the end of the walk on Wednesday. And there is no 
doubt that this was the last 70 mile sponsored walk I 
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would do. It was too hard and too lonely this time. It 
wasn't the same any more, the walk had served its purpose 
for me, it had shown me that I could do incredible things 
to help others and it had shown that I still had purpose, 
and it had played it's part in rebuilding my life and 
bringing me off the streets. The Great Walk 2016 was the 
last Great Walk.

Chapter 30

April 2016. I should have been building up my gardening work at 
this point, especially having lost a few of last year's 
customers to death, renovation or relocation. The problem 
was, I was so busy with university and leaflets, and I 
couldn't afford to get any flyers or business cards made up 
or distributed. At least the delivery work was bringing in 
an income of sorts.

Time seemed to fly, and I was still having a lot of flashbacks and 
trauma and continued to be very upset about Bob. I wrote 
to his family but didn't dare to give a return address, I told 
them that I was sorry for his illness and that I had been 
angry but had never wished him this harm and I hoped 
that he was recovering.
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The Archbishop of Canterbury decided to rub my raw wounds 
with sandpaper when he decided that his personal life and 
who his various fathers were should be headline news, 
despite the fact that his church were under investigation 
for systemic abuse crimes against Children. He appeared 
to be thinking entirely of himself and his own image as he 
posed in the limelight, no thought for what the Church's 
victims were going through because of the inquiry, and 
certainly no thought for me as I had to deliver the 
newspapers with his smug grinning face on to my 
customers. 

I made complaints to the papers and the IPSO and Lambeth 
palace, but to no avail. An organization which is under 
mass investigation for crimes against Children should not 
be using the press and media for PR stunts while the 
investigations are underway, it is deeply unfair on their 
victims and suggests that they don't care about the 
feelings of those having to give evidence. I am avoiding 
going into detail regarding the Church in this book but 
that incident stood out as it left me incapacitated and off 
work for a few days.

I decided in mid-April that I needed a support worker. I was 
struggling with the council and with tax credits and also 
my DSA award, I had been awarded a whole load o 
technology and support but had never received it. I knew 
that if only someone rational and with good 
communication skills could just reason with these 
authorities, things could be solved. On my own and still in 
a very raw and traumatized state and with poor 
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communication skills, I was only getting angry with these 
organizations and their failures and red tape, and I know I 
was making things worse rather than resolving anything. 

 I decided to start making enquiries about getting support. 
Without tax credits, affording support would be hard, but 
with support I would be able to get tax credits, so I 
decided that even if I only had one hour's support per 
week to start with, it would help.

I record on the blog that I went to the Samaritans at this point. I 
had been very low since Bob's collapse and my friend's 
death, it had been a long hard winter and now I needed to 
bring some light and hope back, so I shared my problems 
and fears with the Samaritans, and I did feel better for it. 
The Samaritans have played a significant part in my 
survival on the streets and since.

I prepared to start piano lessons again now, starting to feel 
optimistic again and putting structure back in my life, I 
had been fortunate in knowing someone who knew a 
patient teacher, and I looked forward to seeing how well I 
had been progressing with self-tuition. It turned out that I 
was progressing well. 

But life is never straightforward, and delivery driving for 
takeaways is transient work, even for the tough young 
men who usually do that kind of work. The number of 
deliveries every day was low, I went in every day because 
they didn't bother to arrange a day off for me, but they 
weren't grateful, one day the manager said the deliveries 
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were low because he didn't think I had been delivering the 
takeaway menus. I was furious, and all the staff, all of 
whom had got takeaway menus through their letterboxes 
from me, stood there quietly. They knew I was delivering 
the leaflets, because they would laugh with me when their 
house got a leaflet. 

I asked the manager how I could do my work if he didn't trust 
me, and he growled about never trusting anyone. I said I 
thought that was a stupid attitude for a grown adult, and I 
quit the leaflet and delivery driving jobs, the staff 
sympathised quietly and said it was hard to work there, 
but there was nothing they could do about the manager's 
attitude. 

I am not defending my part in quitting when I don't like the way 
I am treated, but I can assure you that having to choose to 
work for bad employers or be short of money is rock 
bottom, and it is what you face if you have been off the 
streets for only two and a half years and only have the 
option of work where you don't have to explain your 
background. Being autistic and raw, I can't cope when 
things go wrong, which is a real shame.

Things were changing a bit at the flats. I could hear the landlady 
having rows with the tenants upstairs sometimes, and the 
quiet man downstairs quit his tenancy, so the landlady 
was there all the time, clearing out his flat. 

The landlady started showing more interest in my life, which 
worried me slightly. She had always been very 
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disinterested in me and the other tenants previously, and 
this suited me just fine. I needed space. But now she got 
me a store for my gardening tools and she stopped to tell 
jokes with me and the elderly tenant who I usually 
stopped to talk to.

Then one day the landlady was trying to phone me. I was a bit 
worried, but when I got home she was there. She said to 
me 'I have some work for you if you want it'. She took me 
up to the top floor and to the flat occupied by the man 
with terminal cancer. She took me into his flat, and I was a 
bit embarrassed because it felt like a violation, to be led 
into one of my neighbour's flats, we all kept ourselves to 
ourselves and didn't invade each other's space. My 
embarrassment was worse because the landlady talked 
about this guy and the state of his flat in a derogatory way 
when he was within earshot, and I was mortified.

But it was obvious what needed doing. The flat was in a filthy 
state. The man who lived there was on so many 
medications for depression and cancer that he was in a 
stupor a lot of the time and could do very little. Despite 
this man's condition he was receiving very little support, 
and the landlady was tired of shouting at him about the 
condition of the flat, especially as he sometimes barked 
back at her and she got nervous. She was an overbearing 
woman at times and could be quite harsh, but I think all 
of the top floor tenants had at some point, in turn, lost 
their patience with her and shouted at her.
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So now she had stopped shouting at this man and had decided 
instead, to employ me to clean his flat.

The walls and ceilings of the flat were brown with nicotine, and 
the air was thick with cigarette residue. The surfaces were 
brown with nicotine, the toilet was a horrible colour 
because he had smoked and dropped the cigarette ends 
down the toilet for so long. And he never had the windows 
open, which made it worse. The carpet was full of hair and 
the nets and curtains and his bedding and towels were 
filthy.

The whole flat stank of despair and defeat, and because I was 
vulnerable, this was going to impact on me. But I had no 
idea how much worse things were about to get, with a new 
onslaught by the Church, a serious accident outside the 
house and my exams all occurring while I was trying to 
clean this flat.

By April 25th all my university assignments were complete and I 
created a revision timetable for my end of term papers 
which were due in by the end of May, and my music 
exam, which was the first week in May. I was surprised 
that the university year was almost over, and that I had 
passed my assignments. But now I had to finish my end of 
term papers and exams as well as take my music exam. I 
was doing an open curriculum degree, including 
environmental science, but because of my learning 
difficulties I decided that I would do a BA and drop the 
environmental science for the next academic year, and if I 
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passed this music exam, I would be including music in 
my BA.

I had been unable to find a local independent support worker 
through advertising, and had been a bit freaked out by a 
message on my phone from someone who called 
themselves a support worker, I knew them and knew that 
they were not a support worker and that they were 
desperate for work. 

I started work on cleaning my upstairs neighbour's flat while I 
was revising. That flat was a nightmare job that I will 
never forget. 

The first thing I did in cleaning the neighbour's flat was I asked 
him to get up and take the bed linen off his sofa-bed, it 
was filthy, so I took it to the launderette, I asked the 
landlady if I should wash his duvet as well, but she said 
no. His duvet was thin and dirty and I had to avoid feeling 
pity for this man who lived alone in such a state. 
Apparently it was partly his choice to live like this, he had 
a daughter but he didn't like her visiting.

The walls of my neighbour's flat were so stained with nicotine 
that I had to start at the top of each wall and spray it with 
bleach spray and scrub downwards.

I was a bit worried about being alone with this neighbour, 
because although he was very quiet, the landlady had 
mistakenly said that he was seriously mentally ill, and also 
because being his neighbour and being asked to clean his 
flat was actually a bit embarrassing for both of us, but he 
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was very good and he made an effort to be friendly, 
although he was used to being alone in his own privacy.

He told me that he was a high priest of Egyptian Magicks. His 
flat was full of interesting Egyptian Carvings and murals 
and I had to be very careful working round them, but he 
told me a bit about them and their significance. I am 
always open to learning new things but all the same I felt 
a bit uneasy, because of my background, that anyone was 
carrying out magic rituals in the flats. I also wondered 
what the point of such magicks were if you were dying of 
cancer alone and the rituals didn't change that.

We got on alright as I worked, he was harmless and he dozed or 
sat quietly, but when I cleaned the bathroom I had to stop 
every ten minutes because his prostate cancer meant he 
needed the toilet a lot.

The bathroom wasn't too bad, it scrubbed up well, apart from the 
toilet, which needed three lots of spirit of salts to clear it.

The flat was hard work and I got through a number of bottles of 
spray bleach, I got sores from working with the spray 
bleach and I got too much spray and nicotine in my lungs, 
and the state of the place and the tenant made me 
depressed. The landlady came and inspected my work so 
far, and scornfully told the tenant that now that the 
bathroom was clean, he could take a shower. This was 
embarrassing. He didn't often shower or change his 
clothes, but he was in a stupor most of the time with his 
illness and the drugs.
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It was now the week before my music exam. The work with 
bleach in that stuffy upstairs flat became overwhelming. 
The tenant didn't like me opening the windows, he felt 
cold even in the mild spring weather, but working in the 
confined space with bleach got to me, and I developed 
temporary balance problems, probably a middle ear or 
inner ear infection from breathing in the bleach. It was 
alarming briefly and I couldn't work or drive for a few 
days. I was soon back to normal but I dreaded working on 
the flat upstairs. 

I never did get a proper support worker, technically the council 
were supposed to provide one, but they kept losing the 
referral and the waiting lists were months long, and in my 
life, I couldn't plan months ahead because of the Church's 
ongoing press attacks about my case. And what was about 
to happen was a perfect demonstration of that. My life was 
too unstable to arrange something as stable as a support 
worker.

Chapter 31

At the end of April and beginning of May 2016, I was facing 
changes to my life. One was that Florence's MOT was 
going to run out in June, and I didn't think I was going to 
get her through another MOT, and with no money for 
another car, I had no idea what I was going to do. This 
was worrying, because what gardening work I had, did 
rely on me having a car.
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The other disruption was the flat downstairs. It shouldn't have 
been a problem, but I was under increasing stress and I 
guess things just worked up to a problem. When the man 
downstairs had given his notice, the landlady had offered 
me first refusal on the downstairs flat, and I had expressed 
interest in this, especially as I wanted a cat, and after 
everything I had been through, my adoptive mum had 
said a cat would be a good help for me through the bad 
times and nightmares and flashbacks. So I was supposed 
to have first refusal on the flat, but then the landlady 
simply let the flat to someone else and then told me that 
she had done so. Well this wasn't a problem the first time 
round, but this saga continued, and I will tell you more 
later on.

I was revising up to my music exam, and the day before the exam 
I was revising hard, the exam was a theory exam, held on 
a Saturday and at the autism-friendly exam centre quite a 
long way from home, but I felt that a day out was much 
needed anyway. As I sat there on Friday afternoon, I 
realised I had been revising for hours without a break and 
the pages were becoming a blur. I got up and got myself a 
glass of water and went to the window. 

Up the road from us was a building site, and not a very safe one, 
they had a habit of blocking the road and various 
dangerous practices but I never took much notice of them. 
That morning one of the builders had pulled over 
alongside the site without indicating and I was just behind 
him on the road and I had thought vaguely that he should 
take more care.
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 Now as I drank my water and looked out the window, this white 
van came down to the road junction outside the flats, he 
often turned on the junction. But this time he didn't look.

There was a horrible metallic screech and crashing noise, like 
someone dropping a metal dustbin. And then people were 
shouting and screaming.

Time kind of stopped. 

The man in the white van had turned sharply on the junction 
without looking and had failed to see the motor bike 
coming out of the junction. It was entirely his fault. 

The motor cyclist lay motionless on the road with the bike flung 
sideways away from them.

People had gathered at the scene very quickly, and fortunately 
there seemed to be people with medical and first aid 
training among them. Several women were tending to the 
casualty, while other people ran to close the roads. The 
accident was across the road at the junction, and 
obviously no-one could get through.

It seemed to take a very long time for emergency services to 
arrive, much too long, the police station was only two 
minutes away, and the police did arrive first, but our local 
ambulance are eight miles away and are very over-
stretched, it took them ages to arrive, and I thought 
because of this and the fact that the casualty was 
motionless and covered by a blanket, that they were dead. 
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I was having flashbacks now, to the accident that I was in before 
I was homeless, but also to that awful incident of the dead 
man on the road in 2014. I had just witnessed an accident, 
a potentially serious one, and already depressed and 
struggling, my world was falling apart.

I went downstairs looking for my elderly friend in the downstairs 
flats, but he was out. My landlady was there, she was 
actually writing a letter to me because we had fallen out 
about her repeatedly offering me the downstairs flat and 
then letting it to other people, I wanted the downstairs flat 
as it had a cat flap and a full size kitchen. But she kept 
saying I had first refusal and then letting it to other 
people, and these other people, one after another said they 
would take the flat and then changed their minds. 

So I was in a huff with her and she was writing to me and she 
hadn't seen the accident outside and had no idea why I 
was in such a state. I told her I had witnessed the accident 
and was having flashbacks and was looking for the elderly 
man who was such good company. She told me he was 
out and she talked to me until I calmed down a bit.

The ambulance finally arrived, and I knew that the casualty was 
alive because they put her on a spinal board, but I didn't 
know why the ambulance had taken so long and left her 
lying on the road for half an hour. My landlady went 
home, taking the down road as everything else beyond us 
was closed off. I was worried about my elderly neighbour 
because the buses wouldn't be getting through and he 
couldn't walk far. 
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I went out past the cordons to see if I could find him. He was 
leaning on a wall, dazed and breathless, and we made our 
way slowly home. He was in a silly mood nonetheless, and 
so we sat outside the house as he made cheeky comments 
to the police. We got in conversation with a nice police 
officer, who told us that he thought that the casualty 
would be alright and that the white van man was being 
questioned.

 The white van had been moved over onto the church forecourt 
nearby, and when the priest came home he objected to 
this. The priest was a foreign national with imperfect 
English, and when he got home, instead of asking about 
the welfare of those involved in the crash, he started 
raging about his forecourt being blocked by this van when 
he had a meeting at the church that evening.  I could write 
a sermon on that, but I won't.

Chatting with the police with my friend helped with the damage 
that the police had done to me in the past. I felt better 
somehow. But my elderly friend was being ever so 
naughty now he had recovered from his fright and his 
extra long walk.  He was making cheeky comments to 
female passers-by, and most of them knew him, so they 
laughed at him. But he was also asking the police if they 
would like to arrest him. 

The police officer told him that if he wanted a night in the cells 
for the free meal, the food was awful down at the station, 
but I explained to the officer that my friend wanted arrest 
so that he could get special attention from the WPCs and 
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maybe a bit of handcuff action. You should have seen 
those officers laugh, That made their day. I started to feel 
a bit of sympathy for the police then, and what they had to 
deal with in their day. They seemed human, unlike the 
brutes who had destroyed me.

In the end we went indoors, my neighbour to his flat and me to 
mine. I had contacted the local news site and asked them 
to report and update, as they were a bit slow on the uptake 
and people wanted to know what was going on. The news 
site simply told of the roads closed due to a collision, and 
as usual people started giving their opinion in the 
comments, and in this case some people were muttering 
about speeding hooligans, so I put them straight. Later I 
got a thank you for the casualty, who was remarkably not 
seriously injured and was now rehabilitating at home, 
which was a relief. 

But it was now Friday evening and I had an exam the next 
morning and I couldn't focus on my revision at all now, I 
was bewildered and exhausted, couldn't settle, and the 
next morning was an early start in order to get to the exam 
centre.

It had been a strange day, and it wasn't over. I picked up my 
glass of cola off the breakfast bar, and the bottom fell out 
of the glass, splattering my toys with cola. When that was 
mopped up, I went to close the curtains on the bay 
window, and the curtains fell down!  During the next week 
I had to work hard to repair the curtain rail, and the 
laundry took care of the cola-splattered toys, although 
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they had make quite an effort to stop customers from 
adopting my toys! Especially Pattoo and Suzy and Little 
Owl.

I knew yet again, that my exam was going to be affected by life 
events but I decided to go ahead anyway. I had paid for 
this exam, and paying out money for anything when you 
are in poverty has to be an investment. And if I went I had 
a chance of passing, but if I didn't, I had no chance, and 
the trip was booked and planned, so I went ahead. I 
arrived at the exam centre the next day in a bit of a state 
and muddleheaded. I don't think they have ever seen so 
much eraser use in an exam before, the invigilators were 
smiling, but I passed, so it is a good thing that I did go.

After the exam I was alone, my adoptive parents were away on 
holiday, I had received cheerful postcards to prove it. So 
my plan now was to visit Winchester, my beloved home 
town but also the domain of my destroyers and a town 
where the horrifying memories of how I had been 
mistreated lingered. 

Visiting my beloved home town always brought mixed feelings of 
horror, joy and fear. I always tried to go into 'before then' 
mode, and see the untarnished Winchester of my teenage 
years. 

It was a beautiful hot day as I walked through my crowded and 
bustling home town. The Hat Fair was in full swing and I 
stopped to chat with Morris Dancers and sand sculptors 
and take their photographs. I walked down to one of my 
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favourite places in Winchester. The Mill and the riverside. 
The water crashes down under the bridge from the mill 
and into the deep, clear, swift and wide stretch of the 
Itchen that runs past Wolvsley and out towards the Water 
Meadows. When I was a teenager, I used to walk the dog 
down here in the evenings.

It is beautiful, the river and the gardens are picture perfect and if 
you look into the clear, clean river you can see the fish. 

So I walked down here and took pictures, and then walked up to 
Wolvsley. I did a photo shoot of the ruins, pretending to 
be a tourist along with all the other tourists up there. I 
have a keen interest in history and archaeology and I had 
never yet had a proper read of the signs at the ruins of the 
ancient palace, so it was nice to stop and read and learn. I 
posted the pictures on my blog, with a few jokes about 
ruins and the Bishop. I had no idea as I did this, that 
another Church and Press onslaught was imminent.

I walked through the Cathedral grounds, trying to stave off the 
terrible memories and see the Cathedral as part of my 
heritage and home town again. In the Cathedral grounds, 
Hat Fair dancers and events were drawing the crowds and 
I stopped to take more pictures. This was my home town 
and the sun was shining and everyone was happy. 

But now I was tired, too tired, and I wanted to go home and sleep 
in my cool quiet flat.

I headed home, it was a long journey and I was tired. I went to 
bed and I slept, but I remained tired when I woke the next 
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day. I had used more energy than should and I was now in 
relapse, no energy and tired and in pain.

Chapter 32

The Church of England launched their next attack, but it was 
quite a protracted attack. Disrupting the whole of the May 
exam season. They don't seem to realise or care about the 
damage that they do, about the impact. I had three weeks 
left to finish my end of term exams and papers when I got 
home from doing my music exam, I was already too tired 
and stressed and the last thing I needed was this new 
onslaught, and then worse, facing homelessness at the 
same time.

This attack was different though, although it was very damaging 
and reminiscent of the Church of England and press 
attack of October and November 2013, it showed that 
things were changing, but at the time I didn't understand.

This is the hardest part of the book to write and I sat here for a 
few hours trying to steel myself to write it. It traumatizes 
me to remember the hurt of the Church onslaught and the 
press, and losing my home and nearly losing my open 
University degree. As well as these traumas, there are 
constraints on what I can tell you about the Church's 
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onslaughts and press releases, which may be a bit of a 
puzzle to the wider audience who don't know my story.

In brief, I historically reported multiple abuses of me in the 
Church of England, and their reaction and cover ups and 
the harm they inflicted on me left me as a long term rough 
sleeper, and on top of that. Incredibly they then launched 
a series of misguided and conflicted whitewash reports 
into my case and used the press and media to make my 
case into a showcase, to try to make the Church look like 
it cared about abuse and safeguarding.

 All of this backfired, and I have been the scapegoat of the 
backlash, cover-ups and powerful infighting in the 
Church. I am the weakest link and it was easier for the 
Church to publicly vilify me than be responsible for their 
mistakes and downright stupidity and criminal actions in 
my case.

 Each press release was the Church abusing their power over the 
press, each press release was dishonesty, downright lies 
and discrediting of me. Each press release has left me 
with lasting damage, and each press release has been one-
sided while I have been voiceless and has resulted in troll 
and hate attacks on me from strangers, people rewriting 
my story, cranks trying to trace me and rogue independent 
journalists furthering the harm to me.

 The damage to me by the Church has been limitless. And I had 
asked any agency, authority or person I could think of, to 
protect me, but to no avail. I had even written to the 
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Home Office, the Prime Minister and the Queen, which 
may sound extreme, but I was battling for my life and 
wellbeing against an organization with huge power and 
who appear to be answerable to no-one.

I was working on my end of term papers, when an email came 
through from the Bishop.  The Bishop didn't normally 
email me, he normally just launched press release attacks 
on me.  I knew something was wrong.  Especially as the 
Bishop knew I wouldn't read his emails.  He hadn't tried 
to email me for years.  The Bishop who knew I would 
never open email from him, so he had written a subject 
line it read 'enclosed is an apology from the Bishop'.

Now this was the same Bishop that I had had to take to court two 
years ago to stop him from publicly destroying me with a 
malicious conflicted report.

I knew that the Bishop would not apologise to me like this, 
something had to be very wrong.

I responded by saying that I thought it was a troll attack and that 
I knew that the Bishop would not apologise to me.  It 
appeared that he had actually emailed an apology to me.  
This was very worrying rather than being a good thing, 
and years of trouble with this Bishop meant that I knew 
that something was wrong.  I didn't know what was going 
on at the time I only knew that the shock was disrupting 
my studies.

The Bishop replied to my shocked fury, but I ignored his reply 
and told him to stop harassing me and an apology wasn't 
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sufficient for the damage that he had done. I couldn't 
focus on my studies and I told the Bishop that I was 
furious that he was disrupting my exams.

Meanwhile, things at the flats weren't too good.  I don't know 
what had gone wrong in the landlady's life but she wasn't 
entirely rational there anymore.

The landlady had gone on promising me the downstairs flat and 
letting it to other people several times over now, I had no 
idea why, but it caused tension between us. I had always 
paid my rent and kept my flat spotless and I had no idea 
what she was thinking, she was a strange lady. But then 
for some reason she decided to tell the upstairs tenant 
what she had paid me to clean his flat, and he came to see 
me and was upset and complaining that what she had 
paid me was not enough.

I felt humiliated and asked her why she had told him what she 
had paid me and I told her that he was upset and thought 
she hadn't paid me enough. I had kept the rates low 
because she was my landlady, and I hadn't complained 
about the pay, but he shouldn't have known what I had 
been paid, I was self employed and he was one of my 
fellow tenants and I felt that boundaries had been crossed 
and I felt small. But the landlady was defensive and 
snappy about it. She didn't have much tact, and she had 
shown that when she had been rude about this guy and 
the state of his flat within his earshot. So we weren't on 
good terms. 



246

And things were building up into a crisis, I wasn't well after the 
exhaustion of the traffic accident and the exam, and now 
worse with the Bishop's contact of me meaning that 
something was very wrong, I made it clear that I 
considered his 'apology' to be a precursor to an attack. 
And I was correct. 

The impact on my life of the Church actions has always been 
bad, affecting my ability to function, work or relate to 
people in my house or life, and for years, the church have 
damaged any part of my life that I have built. This 
occasion was no different, in fact this was one of their 
worst episodes of damage to me because I was settled and 
working now and had no thought of moving or changing 
anything within the next few years, especially not while I 
was studying for a degree.

The Bishop ignored my requests for him to stop contacting me, 
and he sent me another email subject box that stated that 
he 'Wasn't going to publish the report' The major 
defamatory report written on behalf of the wrongdoers by 
a conflicted judge from their circle.

Again I knew that whatever was wrong was very serious indeed, 
the whole of the battle within the church and 
scapegoating of me had been about this wretched 
conflicted report that I had been made to live in fear of for 
so long. 

The Bishop had ignored my concerns and other people's and the 
evidence that this judge was conflicted and had allowed 
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her to be blatant in branding me as a troublemaker and 
had left me under threat of the publication of this report 
despite me taking him to court. Interestingly all of this 
threat and nastiness was over a report that was supposed 
to be into safeguarding failures in my case. Anyway, now I 
was really worried, something was horribly wrong with the 
Bishop contacting me like this, cancelling his prize report, 
and ignoring my fury in response.  I was sick with stress 
and struggling to find energy.

Anyone who does not know the details of my case might have 
thought I was being cynical or paranoid about the 
Bishop's contact of me, but sadly I wasn't. 

I asked the Bishop in many and creative ways to go away and 
stop causing me shock while I was working on my exams 
and end of term papers. The Bishop had never taken any 
notice of what I had said so far, and I doubted that he 
would in this case. Then a strange thing happened. I got 
an email purporting to be from the Church of England's 
safeguarding team. My experience of the safeguarding 
team had been so horrifying, so awful, that I put this down 
to part of the attack and ignored it, left it unopened, but 
my anxiety was increasing dramatically now.

Writing about the things that happened next are like writing 
about a punishment, I feel ashamed and traumatised and 
sickened.
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Chapter 33 

I was revising and preparing my university papers and I 
wondered why the stats on my two blogs, the church blog 
and my daily blog, had gone up, usually the stats went up 
when the press and media were harming me on behalf of 
the Church. I had several people who would check if 
anything was in the press and media and warn me 
normally, but this time they didn't notice anything. One of 
them said that maybe the stats had increased because 
other church abuse cases were making the press, which 
had been the case in the past and it was true that a recent 
case had made headlines, so I tried not to worry, but the 
stats increase was huge. Something was wrong.

I woke up one morning to see what was wrong. The high stats 
had been the Church Times open smearing and 
discrediting of me yet again, but because they had 
restricted internet access to this post after I threatened 
them with court action over previous smear attacks on me, 
the people keeping an eye on the press for me hadn't 
spotted this. One of the people who monitor the press for 
me did then get me a copy when we realised, but now it 
was mainstream press attacks and smears that I woke up 
to.

The headline was that the Archbishop had apologized to the 
leader of the wrongdoers in the Church, the man who had 
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protected my abuser and had me destroyed and left 
homeless. The Archbishop claimed that this man, who 
had done so much wrong and been involved in so much 
deceit, was a good honourable man. Basically he was 
discrediting me. The press and media churned out this 
rubbish and added their own views to it and churned up 
the past three years of one-sided untruths and defamations 
of me. They added to this that the Bishop was very 
concerned for me and had offered me an apology which I 
had refused. 

Of course, the Bishop was yet again trying to grab PR attention, 
that is what his apology was about. One of the worst 
things about the Church's public destroying and 
discrediting of me has been the pretence of care whilst 
doing this, and worse, when people have believed the 
Church and called me ungrateful and believed the 
Church's side of things as a result. Psychologically 
catastrophic for me.

I contacted the media and press and asked why they were still 
doing only one side of things, I asked them if they fully 
understood about the conflicts of interests in the reports 
and that the Archbishop had spent the last few years 
meeting with the defendants and their powerful 
interlinked lawyers, judiciary and government members 
but had never met me or ensured that I was interviewed 
for Church records or reports?

They answered that this was what Lambeth Palace had sent them 
as a press release and thus this was what they were 
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broadcasting. This same press and media who had 
ignored me for years and refused my side of things. I 
complained, yet again, and one media outlet made a token 
effort to include my concerns, a slanted and inadequate 
twisting of what I had said. They made an empty token 
offer to interview me before withdrawing this offer. 

Throughout the time I have been publicly harmed by the Church, 
a number of people had supported and encouraged me, 
some survivors of abuse and injustice themselves and 
some people who had simply seen through the church's 
PR stunts and realised how wrong what was. That day 
when I was in a shocking state, one man contacted me as 
soon as he saw the headlines, and he was raging mad at 
what he was reading, because he knew what had really 
been going on. 

He talked to me by email and by phone, and he helped me to stay 
alive and on my feet, he helped me to carry on. He was a 
lifeline. But I hadn't realised until that day what a dire 
state he himself was in. He had been a whistleblower over 
abuse and had fought for victims rights, but people in 
powerful positions who had been involved in the abuse 
and cover-up, had destroyed him for speaking up, and 
here he was, destitute and ill with little money for food 
and his life shattered, and he was acting as a lifeline to 
make sure I didn't commit suicide. I will never forget that 
gesture. I am not allowed to name him, but I am paying 
tribute to his significant act to save me when his own 
situation was so dire.
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When you are the victim of a one-sided press discrediting attack 
by powerful people, it affects your mind and heart and 
soul, your life, your work, your home, everything. And 
being communication impaired and unable to cope 
adequately even with HMRC and the council, obviously I 
could never cope with the press and media and Church, 
they were all-powerful and I was voiceless.

The IPSO and Ofcom and complaints departments chose to 
continue to disregard my refreshed complaints. The 
Church too ignored my complaints. 

I was left in a state of desperation and collapse, and I was only 
helped by this lone man in a terrible state himself, and 
several news reporters that an abuse charity had asked to 
contact me.

The thought of someone actually recording my side of things 
when the Church of England had owned the press for so 
long gave me hope but on the other hand, the damage of 
being discredited and yet again rubbished and then of 
course suffering the ensuing troll and hate attacks was 
devastating. This was one of the worst episodes of public 
damage and discrediting to me by the Church in the years 
of harm. My work and tenancy were now being impacted 
on as well, obviously I couldn't work in this state.

The reporters and their interest in my case didn't come to 
anything, not least because the news firm that one of them 
worked for went bust, and my ability to coherently explain 
my complex case and it's mass of information had always 
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been stunted, hence the Church having an advantage. But 
it helped to talk. 

The recovery from this massive press harm to me was long and 
slow and it did affect my already strained relationship with 
my landlady. She had decided to move a very noisy builder 
with a dog into the downstairs flat after one person after 
another wanted the flat and then changed their mind and I 
had given up on that flat and was no longer in a situation 
to consider changing flats anyway, I was too busy fighting 
for my life. I gave my notice because the noise and 
disruption and strained relationship with the landlady 
were too much. The landlady was not pleased about me 
giving notice.

Anyway, the landlady was always hanging round the flats now 
and she managed to overhear some of my distressed 
phone calls about the Church of England's press attack. 
She didn't bother to talk to me and get an account of 
things, she just phoned social services without warning. 
And during my first day back at work, social services 
phoned me and told me that my landlady had contacted 
them about me. 

I told them to ignore her. But when someone sets social services 
on you, you are branded for life. And social services had 
only ever failed and harmed me. So this was a new shock 
on top of the crisis. I told social services that I felt 
unsettled in the flats and had given my notice and the 
landlady wasn't being very nice and they said they would 
close the case.
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However, I was now deeply upset and unsettled. So I stopped 
work, went home and wrote the landlady a warning and 
also dropped a copy at the social services office.  The 
warning worked, the landlady left me alone. But I was 
now facing homelessness if I didn't find a new home, 
barely able to work and fighting a depressed stupor that 
affected my sleeping and eating. I was simply sitting at 
the computer waiting for more bad news, while time to 
complete my end of term university papers was slipping 
away.

Then there were a few better bits of news. Bob had been in 
hospital, seriously ill, since November, now he was able to 
go home to his family. I had tears of joy in my eyes when I 
heard. Bob didn't make a full recovery, as far as I know, 
he had lost his speech and some movement, and I haven't 
seen him blogging or doing any activism, I don't know 
that he ever will again, but he survived and is with his 
family.

The other news was that I got my tax credits back. And they 
backdated them. Unfortunately they continued to make 
errors, sending me ten letters in quick succession, several 
arriving per day, all containing different information. So 
this was briefly an extra stress before they cleared my tax 
credits, sent me an NHS card and then sent me backdated 
tax credits. 
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It was now only a few weeks until Florence's MOT and I knew I 
had to act fast. I contacted her previous owner as I knew 
that he had hoped to sell his other little car eventually, it 
was the same make as Florence but a younger model. 

We discussed things, and in the end it was agreed that I would 
buy the younger car and he would take Florence back and 
assess her to see if she could be overhauled and put 
through an MOT and if not, he would arrange for her to 
be scrapped. It all felt very sad, but at least I would have a 
car. And stranger still, here I was sorting out a new car 
when I didn't know where I was going to live! 

The evening that I test drove the younger car, which I named 
Max, I was feeling rubbish, very low and sad and hurting, 
my life had been impacted by the press and media and the 
Church's lies and then I was having to move house, and 
the flats were so noisy and turbulent now, everything had 
gone wrong and now I was losing Florence. I didn't feel 
like test driving a car at all, I felt like saying no to it all and 
just hiding in my duvet.

The test drive was tricky because the new car had such sharp 
clutch and brakes that I kept stalling! Which didn't help 
my mood, but at least I was with someone I knew, so it 
was alright. But it was a sad moment when he drove 
Florence off into the sunset, beeping her horn as he went, 
and I sat with Max and cried.  Thankfully I quickly got 
used to driving Max, and although he hasn't got 
Florence's character, he does alright.
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The next week or so was spent on the complex paperwork that 
changing cars brings about. I insured the new car with a 
different company and did the tax and log books. Florence 
was thankfully granted a new lease of life with a new 
owner.

Then I started to pull myself together enough to complete my 
exams and end of term papers, which I did, but they had 
been so disrupted that I was worried about the grades.

I remained very anxious about being in the flats, I was afraid of 
what the landlady might do next, but after the warning, 
she left me alone.

It was really hard to find somewhere to live. Most of what was 
available fitted into the lodging house category, and 
because of the state I was in, I didn't think I would survive 
well. I advertised in the local paper and was offered two 
annexes to view. One was very nice but as well as there 
being no off road parking, the deposit was too steep. The 
other looked very promising and we were talking and 
making potential arrangements but then one of their 
family was found dead and so they called the whole thing 
off.

During this unsettled time there was a historic day. I came home 
from delivering the papers and was just parking my car 
when the radio announced that the UK had voted to leave 
the European Union, although only by a narrow margin. It 
was a terrifying feeling, a bit like sky-diving. We had voted 
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out! Thankfully there were no riots as a result, just a lot of 
hot debate.

My notice was running out, and nothing had come up. I was 
moving my things into storage and had my post redirected 
to the storage barn too, then as I was about to head out to 
take a tape about the impact of the Church's latest attack 
to be transcripted, I noticed a small advert in the paper 
offering a quiet flat to let to a quiet person. Well I am a 
quiet person when I am not being driven raving mad and I 
was looking for a quiet home. I was surprised by the price, 
it seemed a bit low for a flat.

I phoned and they said that the flat had 'nearly gone' 'Nearly?' I 
asked. 

Apparently this meant that a girl had shown an interest and had 
said she would come back with the deposit. Which 
happens a lot. If someone says that, they don't always do 
it. And so if I made a decision and paid up first, I could 
have the flat. This was all a bit sudden for me but time 
was running out.

 I went to view the flat, and it is the first time I have viewed a flat 
without anyone there to show me round, the guy just 
simply gave me the door code for the block and the vacant 
flat was unlocked. 

The flat was a small and basic studio but with a decent kitchen, 
no fridge though. I didn't like the brown lino floor, I 
didn't like the fact that it was next to a pub, and of course 
I had a lot of unanswered questions. But this was a basic, 
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no-frills flat and I needed to move home. My professor 
friend offered to act as guarantor and so the landlord came 
out and we talked things through and made agreements 
on things. It was and is, not an ideal long term home for 
me, but at least I have a home, and I have privacy. 

I was moving house in the heatwave, having just finished my 
exams and having survived that terrible church-press 
attack and having changed my car. I wouldn't recommend 
such a traumatic lifestyle to anyone. I was glad when the 
thunderstorms broke and the weather cooled a bit. The 
end of June 2016 was now approaching.

Chapter 34

The move was hard work, I had to give some of my furniture 
away when I moved, and I don't have enough storage 
space in this little flat, and for weeks I didn't have a fridge, 
I managed to get one and get it delivered for only £25 
through the local marketplace in the end and I am very 
happy with it. 

The flat is all set up now, I have my routines and my music, I 
cook proper meals now that I have a full oven and hob and 
fridge, I had the phone and internet transferred, I had a 
TV aerial installed, and my music is all set up. I am 
studying and writing, preparing for university and music 
exams in the autumn.
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 Since I moved, my work has taken off, and I feel good to be 
working hard, getting a tan and my hair is bleached by the 
sun. I have been able to afford better work clothes than 
the tight jeans and holey tee-shirts that I had before. I 
have cotton work trousers and army tee-shirts. I feel as if 
my work is real now, although I need to make sure I have 
enough work for a better winter than the last one.  I am 
not swimming in the sea as much as I have done in 
previous summers, but I walk by the sea a lot, and I am 
spending a lot of time studying music and also writing 
and am now entering short story competitions as well. I 
play scrabble with my professor friend every week and I 
spend time with my adoptive parents and talk to them by 
text or email. The horrors of the Church's actions still 
affect me, but they are beginning to acknowledge that and 
seemingly are starting work to rectify things at last. The 
trouble with the Church hasn't entirely gone away, but 
things have changed a bit.

 This gets complex, but alongside the Church hurting me, and in 
conjunction with their harm to me, a safeguarding 
partnership closely interlinked with wrongdoers in 
positions straddling church, government, judiciary and 
police, carried out a whitewash report and have been 
threatening to publish it. I have been battling with them 
over this alongside my battle with the church. When it was 
announced by the church that the serious whitewash 
report was not to be released to the general public, this 
safeguarding partnership pushed for me to agree to their 
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whitewash to be released, as a kind of consolation prize 
for the dignitaries involved in both reports. 

Since I moved house, the Church haven't harmed me. But the 
safeguarding partnership allied with them have. They 
have persisted in trying to get me to agree to their 
whitewash report. In the meantime I have had a number 
of contacts from the Church of England's own National 
Safeguarding Team, who have been offering me 'Help' 
and because the Church's previous safeguarding officials 
only harmed me, I have felt angry and threatened by the 
contact. 

So in the end there are these two safeguarding partnerships, the 
Church one offering to help me and being furiously 
rebuffed and the other demanding that I allowed their 
conflicted report, interlinked with Church dignitaries and 
police, to be released even though it is a whitewash that 
will harm me and lead to press attacks on me.

Things came to a head a few weeks ago, when in desperation the 
partnership wanting the report released openly said to me 
that one of the conflicted church dignitaries had sought 
legal advice to try to force the release of this report and 
had been told in response that I had to meet with the 
safeguarding partnership and they had to 'hear' my views. 
They knew I wasn't going to agree to this when I knew 
that their report was a conflicted whitewash and as part of 
a church press attack they had already openly discredited 
me and cleared wrongdoers, which is against their own 
regulations. 
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Anyway, as I continued to refuse to endorse their whitewash and 
agree to its publication, they got so desperate that they set 
up a fake profile and trolled and threatened me over this 
report. In the end this gave me opportunity to stand up to 
them, but in the meantime before I realised what was 
going on and the extent of their dishonesty, I was left in a 
state of collapse.

But good came out of this too. Because, having got so many 
messages from the Church of England's own safeguarding 
team, who were a new team, the old team having 
mysteriously all left. I phoned the Church of England's 
team and told them that if they cared so much, they would 
have to stop this harm to me.

I was surprised to find that I had been raging at a group of 
seemingly reasonable people, people who were not part of 
the former harm to me and had come onto the scene only 
in November 2015, too late to stop the harm to me, and 
they had been unable to stop the press harm to me, but 
after all the harm to me by safeguarders, these people 
seemingly genuinely wanted to help me.

The talks that evening with the CofE's new safeguarding team 
changed things. They told me that the way I had been 
treated by the Church of England was appalling and that 
they wanted to start to put things right, they couldn't undo 
the damage exactly but they wanted to help me and they 
had been the ones to stop the publication of the major 
conflicted whitewash and they would be in touch with the 
other safeguarding partnership who had been hurting me.
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 They also told me that they were looking at instigating a 
genuinely independent inquiry into my case. Which 
certain people in the church would object to but they still 
hoped to go ahead. 

The Church safeguarding team kept re-iterating that they knew I 
had suffered and been treated appallingly, and I was 
amazed, how could they know? Especially as they had 
only had the whitewash reports as a guide, the one that 
had been cruelly and thoughtlessly released in 2013 and 
the one that they themselves had prevented the release of 
because it was harmful to me. But somehow they knew, 
and they had read these reports and were still able to treat 
me as human. This was incredible! But they has stopped 
the release of the major conflicted report recently.

I was amazed, and the midst of the trauma and chaos caused by 
the other safeguarding partnership, I now had hope, and 
relief, these people recognised the damage to me and the 
pain, it was like someone had burst and disinfected a 
septic abscess, and I felt peace for the first time in years. 
This was a few weeks ago and I haven't spoken to them 
since. In a way I haven't needed to. My wounds feel 
bandaged for now. 

But I had to deal with this other safeguarding partnership, who I 
have slammed for treating my case as a cover-up with no 
thoughts for my welfare and then acting illegally in their 
desperation to force their whitewash, the last hurrah of the 
church and police wrongdoers, into publication. As I write 
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this, there has been some basic acknowledgement of my 
complaint and as yet no further public harm to me.

 I remain living in anxiety, I know it isn't over. I am still living in 
fear, because I don't know what the church or press or 
rogue safeguarding partnership will do. Things like seeing 
the police at the block of flats that I left recently terrifies 
me. I am still a fugitive in a way, still in fear until I know 
what is going to happen.

Chapter 35

It is the last day of July 2016, a hot sunny Sunday. I have just got 
back from walking a few miles alongside the sea in the 
fresh breeze. A heavenly walk. I am enjoying ice cream 
and zero coke with ice cubes, benefits of having a fridge 
with a freezer compartment at last. 

Sunday is usually a day of rest for me, of sorts, because I am not 
good at resting. Normally I watch the Hollyoaks Omnibus 
and go to the car boot sale on a Sunday, and then I see 
what movies are on. Today I am finishing this book, the 
view from the window one way is the Great Hill with the 
blue sky above, and the other way is the sea frothing in the 
stiff breeze. The movies are 'The Parent Trap' followed by 
'Bruce Almighty'.

At the time I write this, I don't know if the Church are going to 
allow the independent inquiry which has been suggested, 
too many wrongdoers with a vested interest will be trying 
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to quash it. The Church have said that if the independent 
inquiry goes ahead, I will need a lot of support. Well at last 
they are starting to get things right. The battle with their 
associated rogue safeguarding partnership isn't over and 
that has been fierce as they still want to release their 
harmful whitewash even now that the Church have 
decided to stop harming me with inaccurate reports.

The independent report may well lead to further harm to me by 
the press and media, but I am prepared to proceed if the 
Church will agree, and they are aware of the risks to me 
and the need for me to be supported. I didn't think I 
would live to see this day and these changes, and it is 
amazing.

I don't know what the rogue safeguarding partnership are going 
to do, and in my terrified fugitive state of mind, I fear that 
the police I saw at my old home were sent by them, I don't 
think they want to give up on their conflicted report yet.

The journey isn't over, it is ongoing, it will make another book 
after a while, and there are several other books to be 
published about my life. it is less than three years since I 
left the streets, and I have a flat, a car, and work, and in 
the autumn I will start my second year at university. Life is 
full and never boring. I live a full life as a house dweller, 
and in many ways a fairly normal life.

I know this flat isn't my long-term home, I don't like living next 
to a noisy pub and with no parking and no place for the 
blue bike, but at least I have a flat. I have been here for 
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just over a month now, and have written this book here, so 
it can't be too bad.

In a way I have a much better life than before I was homeless. I 
am independent and capable of looking after myself 
properly, I learned a lot about looking after myself while I 
was homeless and now I am not dependent and helpless 
to be steered, looked after and abused as I was before 
when the Church was the centre of my life. I am building 
a new life that is better than the old one, and although the 
very real damage and trauma and impact on my record 
remain. I do have a better quality of life now. And as well 
as the nightmares of the unresolved past, a small but real 
hope for the future.

I don't want to be at war with anyone any more, and I hope and 
pray that the safeguarding partnership and the press will 
somehow bring an end to the hostilities and that the 
Church will continue their recent commitment to doing 
the right thing and putting things right.

But I am not there yet, wherever there is, my story isn't finished 
yet, and I know it. I am still on the Journey Home.
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