Scotch’s biography

Scotch moved to England with his parents in 1965 when he was 16, and at first he found the transition very difficult. ‘I just wanted to go back home. I didn't like it at first. Because of what I saw and what I came to expect. I got a bit frustrated you know, you're unhappy and because of the way I was treated, I got angry, and I’d lash out, you know ... but things begin to change and I found that I could settle down. I begin to work and get my own money, begin to buy things and fit in, you know. I begin to have fun with the same people who were the ones fighting and calling me names me at first ... I found it hard with the weather, you know, Jamaica is hot and I just could not handle it one bit. When the winter arrived I just wanted to go home. I’d just stay in doors with the heating on, but eventually it all just fell in to place. You realised that you could probably live with the rest of the people, and that you could just get used to it. And from that day until today I have been what over forty years so you can see the big difference.’  

Other aspects that he found difficult adjusting to were the houses and the food. ‘In Jamaica the houses, they don’t touch like you have over here. You’d have a house here, a house over there. When I came to England and saw the houses, my goodness it looked like a factory. I could not believe that people could live so close to each other. And the food and things like that, I just couldn't handle it. I mean for instance, apples, I had never seen one before until I came here, and when I first tasted it at the airport I couldn't handle it.’ 

Scotch and his family experienced a lot of verbal and physical abuse, and realised the only way to stay alive was to learn how to defend himself. ‘English people, they’d call me names ... I suppose for them, if you’re a black man in the country, you’re different, but for me, it wasn’t, because in Jamaica there used to be a lot of them [English people], and my father said to me there will be a lot more of them. But I thought coming here to work, they’re the ones who opened England for us to come to work. I thought it would be friendly and good environment and everything not a problem, but it wasn’t. We had other problems because in those days there were what they call teddy boys, and the hells angels with their bicycle chains and knuckle dusters and knives something like that, ready to fight the black folk. We had to prepare ourselves, otherwise we would not be here. My brother almost got killed in Trowbridge, where four white thugs beat him up badly. We had to walk in groups, couldn’t go out by yourself ... a black man couldn’t go into a pub by himself, you could never do that, you would be dead in there. You go to a pub, you have to go in a group of 5, 10, 15, or whatever and you have to prepare that if anything break out you have a weapon to defend yourself ... you had to prepared to kill or be killed. And you find that even if you had a fight, or a problem, the police arrived, they wouldn’t be on your side, even if you were the one who called them they identified with the white man’s side.’

