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WHO AM I? 
 

The story of Tony May - Written by Tony May 
 
 
 
 
 
This is the story of my abandonment as a baby, my subsequent adoption, and my feelings 
about it all and how I think it has affected me during my life. I keep adding to it with thoughts 
that occur to me, things that are happening to me right up to the present time and ideas that 
stem from what I read and from what people say to me.  
 
Earlier versions or extracts of it have been published in national/local newspapers. I have had 
contact with many journalists and organizations over the years interested in aspects of 
adoption and abandonment and my personal experiences in attempting to search for further 
information and background.  
 
Instances of babies being abandoned have been rare since 1942 but have recently increased 
and the subject is therefore of interest to the media. Abandoning a baby is not only illegal but 
something that 99% of women would never contemplate doing-or allowing to happen. So, 
there is a strong interest in reading about those who do it or have it done to them.   
 
Apart from talking to journalists, I have also collaborated with several people writing these and 
books about aspects of adoption and / or abandonment.  
 
Although my own experiences stated five decades ago the impact of what has been done to 
me will be with me for ever.   
 
My input is considered to be as valuable as if it had all happened yesterday.  There are, 
apparently, not that many men prepared and able to articulate about their experiences and 
feelings so openly as I am. 
 
The act of writing it all down opened up old wounds: but it has been worthwhile in that things 
have surfaced that I had not thought about for a very long time or had never even thought 
about at all.  
 
All the time I have been hoping that maybe someone out there might read about me and 
come forward with some information. To date, this has not happened – to me or anybody else 
in the same position – and it is difficult to know in these days of so many magazines, TV and 
radio channels where one should go for maximum exposure.  
 
So, this is everything I know about what happened and what it has felt like to be a person who 
was abandoned over fifty years ago as a one month old baby on Victoria Embankment six 
days before Christmas 1942 - and has lived ever since not knowing and wondering: 
 
When I was quite young, I recall that my adoptive parents told me a nice little story of how 
they had adopted me.  They said that I had been “selected” by them from a hospital and they 
had brought me back to their home in High Barnet, Hertfordshire. 
 
Researchers tell me that I would not really have been selected by them; the only real 
selection would have been of them – a suitable couple to adopt a baby? 
 
This dramatic news made little or no impact on me at the time and it may seem strange to 
most readers that I can hardly ever recall thinking about this huge issue and the possible 
circumstances which made adoption necessary in my case.   
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I certainly never asked questions of anyone about my natural parents or why my adoptive 
parents had decided to adopt.  In those days we gave our parents a very easy ride and would 
never have dreamed of asking them any awkward questions – and especially not ones about 
this subject! 
 
When I was leaving home to get married, aged 23, my father handed me an envelope which 
he said contained my personal documents – one of which was an Adoption Order. There was 
not mention of me, Anthony Arthur May on it, but only of a certain Victor Arthur Banks – a 
`foundling`.  This was me! A foundling is: a deserted child of unknown parents. He said he 
hoped it was `not too upsetting to see this. It was the very first time I had ever heard the word 
(foundling) or of him mentioning any aspect of my adoption to me.  
 
Again, I have to say that it did not make much impact on me at that time and I never gave it 
any thought or pursued the matter further until three decades later!  
 
They also adopted a baby girl (who was not a foundling) and we became their children. 
Eleanor and I were very different in almost every single respect.  She was blonde and I had 
jet black hair.  I was and introvert anxious to please my parents and everyone else but she 
was a lovable extrovert always getting into trouble and causing ructions.  My adoptive parents 
were around 40 years of age when they actually adopted me and I have been told by an old 
friend of theirs that my mother had many miscarriages which was the reason they chose to 
adopt us at the latest possible time.   
 
This information was never revealed to me. In fact, we never once discussed any aspect of 
my abandonment/adoption during their lifetime. They are both long dead now and it was only 
after listening to an item on the radio a few years ago about adoption that I really started to 
think about the whole issue for the first time.  It was then that I decided to see whether I could 
find out any information about my discovery /adoption/background etc.  All I held was the 
Adoption Order and a Birth Certificate with a lot of gaps!    
 
The Adoption Order told me that I was found one week before Christmas 1942 on Victoria 
Embankment, Westminster and was therefore given the name of “Victor Banks” as I had no 
other name.  It said I was “around one month old”.  
 
My search lead me to the Greater London Records Office (GLRO) in London and I was 
surprised and delighted to discover that they held two files there in their archives in my 
name(“Victor Banks”) which consisted of papers previously held by the old London County 
Council (LCC).  Unfortunately, GLRO policy was not to allow people like me to see their own 
files so I had to enlist the help of a local social worker (under Section 51 of the Children Act) 
and we travelled up to the GLRO to view the files. 
 
She was ushered into the main room and given the files but I was excluded. This was GLRO 
policy. I attempted to explain to the GLRO staff that I was abandoned over fifty years ago, 
both my adoptive parents were dead and there were no other interested parties left in the 
world who had to be considered but it was no good – I could not get them to change their 
rules for me.  
 
So, while a very dramatic storm raged outside with much thunder and lightning, I sat for ninety 
minutes looking through a side window while the social worker had the experience of opening 
files after 50 years that I desperately wanted to see first. I could see her writing down all sorts 
of notes (in pencil – as no pens are allowed in the building!)   
 
I was desperate to know what she was doing. No photocopying of anything was permitted 
even though I agreed to do it and pay for it.  When she had finished we went to the pub next 
door when she read out what she had written down.  
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Shortly afterwards, I wrote to the Guardian about my experience/treatment there – to stir it up 
– and my published letter did the trick as it unleashed  TV and newspaper journalists from all 
over the place interested in my situation and eager to highlight this state of  affairs.  I soon 
found journalists like a hard luck story. 
 
There were also letters in the Guardian all that week in response to mine from others 
searching for their own details and I did several radio interviews and later appeared in an hour 
long documentary about abandonment on the “London Programme” with Trevor Phillips.  
 
Several other foundlings/adoptees with the same experience contacted me at this time and it 
is clear that many people were/are being deprived of information about their own 
circumstances by the authorities all over the country who have failed to see how important 
any scrap of news is to people like us.  
 
The series of incredibly moving TV programme called “Barnados Children revealed that long-
held information about birth parents etc had only just been made available to adoptees fifty 
years later! In some cases searches revealed heartbreakingly too late that their 
parents/relatives had died. I cried buckets.  
 
There now seems to be general agreement by all interested parties that every detail about 
individual abandonment, discovery and adoption should be shared with those of us in this 
situation and at an early stage. I can appreciate that this may be upsetting for some people 
who choose not to know about their background but I am sure that those adoption babies 
today – be they abandoned or not – would not be told to ignore the past completely.  
 
I have been assured that there is much more professional help available today on how to deal 
with the “loss of a mother” and the assimilation into “a family of strangers”- not forgetting the 
feelings of the adoptive parents.  These are modern techniques. In the past all these things 
were brushed under the carpet, were never considered and were never faced.  It was 
because we were supposed to be grateful and not ask questions about the time before 
adoption- “nothing to do with us”.  
 
I am pleased to say that I developed a good relationship with the Social Worker who works for 
the Head Archivist at the GLRO and together we got GLRO to change their policy, due – they 
tell me – to my persistence and use of the national media to highlight the situation.  
Documents can now be viewed and copied.  
 
Despite all the fuss, all I discovered  from “my” files that day was that I was found on 19th 
December 1942 on the Victoria Embankment, Westminster (“about one month old”) and that I 
was placed in a Chelsea Institution for a month while police enquiries continued.  This I 
already knew.  What I did not know was that I had then been moved to a LCC Nursery in 
Ware, Hertfordshire for ten months until I was released to my adoptive parents in October 
1943.  There were only some letters about the actual arrangements for my adoption but 
nothing else. I had never before realized that I had been without “maternal care” for so long 
(almost a year).   
 
Why my birthday is on the 9th November if I was found about one month old on 19th 
December is confusing to say the least! Can’t anybody get anything right about me!  
 
I have visited the site of the Nursery in Ware – which was in a lovely country mansion which is 
now an All-Nations Christian College – and obtained pictures of what it used to look like.  I 
wondered what sort of care was on offer there in 1942-3, so contacted the Hertford/Ware 
local press who did a feature about me – with a photograph of me in the grounds.  Several ex 
– nurses who used to work at the Nursery when I would have been there very kindly sent 
letters telling me that it was a lovely place to work in and that the babies were well cared for. 
They told me that they had up to 54 children up to 5 years old to look after and “quite a few 
were adopted”. None remembered me in particular – which was not surprising!   
One said that she remembered preparing a baby for collection around the time I was adopted.  
They did not have 54 nurses so I would not have been able to enjoy the amount of holding, 
cuddling etc that a natural mother would have done for her child.   
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I have linked up with a few other foundlings and spoken to / written for agencies that 
specialize in adoption/abandonment and read the few books there are about abandonment.  
 
Apparently, hardly any foundlings have ever been reunited with his/her natural parent(s) in the 
UK. This could be due to the fear of prosecution ; foundlings not being allowed to be included 
on the National Adoption Register (!) - not to mention the shame felt. 
 
I have always indicated that I would not be hostile if approached with any information.  I 
suppose I should have started all this years ago but would probably have not got any further.  
Abandoning a baby is not something many people would admit to doing or being involved in ; 
but I feel sure it would help my “mother” – if she is still alive – to have met me and been 
forgiven. I would love to be in a position to do it.  
 
I do not feel angry about what happened all those years ago and the resultant feelings that 
have been present in my body ever since.  Abandoning a young baby was a rare thing to do – 
even despite war and poverty – and I think whoever did it back in 1942 must have had a 
reason – which if I knew it – I could probably understand.  
 
I have always assumed that I was left in such a public place (Victoria Embankment) so that I 
would be found quickly – although I do not know this for certain.  
 
It may well be that my mother had also been “abandoned” herself by the “father” many 
months before.  Maybe she was raped. Maybe……………… 
 
Attitudes towards single mothers were very harsh in those days and it stayed that way for 
decades. Even in the “swinging sixties” unmarried pregnant girls were often sent away in 
disgrace to Catholic Convents to have their babies and then have them taken away to be 
handed over to the new adopting parents. All done without any human feeling being shown 
whatever by the nuns. They were treated as common criminals.  
 
Maybe if I had been born disabled in some way I might not have been adopted by anyone.  
Thank goodness I was adopted and by such loving people as dear Arthur and dear Ivy who 
were so totally genuine and decent.  I was so lucky. God bless them – for ever.  
 
Although acknowledging my “luck” it is the not knowing of so many details about oneself that 
other people automatically know that is a cross to bear.  
 
Questions to which I will never receive an answer are:  
 
In what circumstance was I born?  
 
Why was I abandoned?  
 
Who actually left me on Victoria Embankment?  
 
Why wait a month? 
 
Was I left from dry land or from the Thames? Why there?  
 
Was there a note tied to me?  What was I wearing?  
 
Why nothing in the National, London or local papers about it?  
 
Who procreated me and in what circumstances?  
 
Did my mother know I would be abandoned even while she was carrying me?  
 
Was she anxious for ten months? I have been for 63 years!!  
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My birthparents; what were their names, nationalities, ages, religions, jobs, strengths, 
weaknesses, history of any illnesses/addictions etc? 
 
Did my mother have any other children before or after me?  
 
Is she still alive?  
 
What was my father like in terms of age, looks, qualities, skills, achievements etc, etc?  
 
What name(s) did I go by in the one month before I was abandoned, in the Chelsea Institution 
and in the Ware Nursery?  
 
How has leaving me that day affected the person who actually did the act?  
 
Did nobody not notice a one month old baby was suddenly not around any more?  
 
Have I any brothers or sisters or uncles and aunts?  
 
I am circumcised – so could I be Jewish?  On one of the documents at the GLRO dated 
6.8.43, the question is asked: “Does the child require circumcision? “ The answer was “No”. 
Does that mean I already was?  
 
Etc, etc, etc………… 
 
I also think about the likely psychological effects on being abandoned in my circumstances.  
All I know is that for all of my life I have felt unconnected, lonely, vulnerable and liable to 
panic. I presume this is why.  
 
I have met and corresponded with Nancy Newton Verrier who is one of the leading experts on 
the effects of early childhood trauma and deprivation caused by premature separation from 
the mother.  She says my above feelings are quite normal and are undoubtedly due to the 
trauma of being abandoned and being without maternal care for almost a year. That trauma is 
being recreated within me whenever I feel liable to be abandoned or rejected by others.  
 
In her book (“The Primal Wound “ ) she wrote:  
 
“The pain of adoption is something that can lay dormant most of ones life.  If it erupts in 
childhood, adolescence or early childhood and is dismissed as neurotic behaviour or normal 
rebellion, it can subside into numbness.  But it can stir malignantly in some adoptees all their 
lives, making them detached, floating, unable to love or to trust… adoption has got to be 
understood “  
 
In a personal letter to me in 1995 she wrote:  
 
“We are all connected, Tony. It is that you were disconnected from the person who made you 
feel whole much too soon. That experience is indelibly etched into your neurological system”.  
 
Although part of a family and then having my own, I have always felt different and somewhat 
vulnerable. People have differed in their opinion as to whether I show this on the outside but it 
is how I feel inside that matters to me.  
 
I did not like the fact that I was adopted and was therefore different to others.  On my first day 
at Grammar School I well remember feeling terribly awkward in having to pass down to the 
front a half – size Birth Certificate with gaps! 
 
I became acutely conscious that my adoptive father and mother were 40 years older than me 
and that we all looked physically different as a family.  So, I would do anything to avoid us 
being seen together. I would “walk on ahead” and other manoeuvres.  I remember with some 
pain being fantastically annoyed and embarrassed when my sister felt if necessary to tell 
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other children at junior school that we were both adopted and when challenged how 
vigorously I denied it.  
 
My adoptive parents were very proud of me and were thrilled to have adopted me. They took 
us on holidays, outings and visits to their friends who we called “uncle” and “auntie”.  This was 
because they themselves were only children.  My father was brought up by his mother and his 
father died when he was very young.  My mother was brought up very strictly and was a very 
anxious person who could never relax.  
 
I now wonder what it was like for them to face the fact that they could not have children of 
their own and then to adopt a child out of two people about whom they knew nothing 
whatever! Did they think they were taking a risk? Maybe they chose me deliberately because I 
came with no history.  
 
I remember that I was shy, nervous and anxious when I was younger but never linked this to 
having been abandoned / adopted.  Mum and Dad did everything they thought that good 
parents did but the fact remained that I felt as I did.  I secretly wished I had been adopted by 
more “hip” younger people.  
 
When I passed the “11 plus Examination “ in 1953 and was accepted into a leading boys 
grammar school in High Barnet they were naturally very proud of me and I felt very pleased 
with myself . Unfortunately for me, this semi-public school attracted all the geniuses from 
private schools all over the county and I very soon found myself well down the list in terms of 
academic achievements although I had been top of the class at junior school.  This really 
affected my confidence as I struggled to keep up with little or no help from teachers /school.  
Although the school had a first class reputation for both academic and sporting excellence 
due to being able to handpick their boys – the masters were mostly tired and uninspiring. 
They did not care if a few boys could not keep up. I now think that some masters were sadists 
and some homosexual. 
 
My father had to help me with my homework which was very embarrassing for me as it 
highlighted that his intellect was giant size compared to mine.  I let him help me and 
pretended to understand things that I really did not because I needed to get good grades and 
be well thought of by him and the masters. Dad seemed genuinely unable to understand my 
difficulties over things that came so easily to him and as I could not take him into the exam 
room with me I failed all but one of my “O” levels at my first attempt.  It was all pressure I 
could have done without.  
 
After some personal tuition by two new younger masters (which I really appreciated) I passed 
“with flying colours” at the second attempt.  This did wonders for my confidence (only 
temporarily – as usual).  
 
Luckily – unlike my father-who I have to thank for passing on to me his enthusiasm for sport, I 
was very talented at most sports and represented the County, school and outside athletic 
clubs at top level.  This resulted in my being respected by my parents, teachers and peers. I 
am told that our performances of 40 years ago have not been surpassed since.  
 
This desire to impress and to be respected / valued by everyone has been a feature of my 
life.  Thank God I am good at most things!  
 
I always felt obligated to my adoptive parents and that they had a difficult job in handling us 
teenagers in the 50’s when they themselves were so “square” but I was no trouble. You had 
to be something like a Sunday School Teacher in those days to be selected to be a suitable 
adoptive parent. I never really knew them at all.  
 
So, I made it easy for them and became a “parent and people pleaser.”  For example, I would 
never say I had not enjoyed an outing they had enjoyed – and paid for. I just pretended I did 
in order to keep them happy. I suppose I felt more secure if I knew they were happy with me.  
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Inside though, I felt very lonely as a child/young man but was accepted due (I think) to being 
able to make jokes/observations and being good at sport. Because supporting the school 
teams was compulsory everyone knew the “top men” at cricket, rugby and athletics. So I 
survived – but always feeling apart and different.  
 
I was one of a select few boys to be approached by an athletics coach (Harry Wilson- who 
later coached Steve Ovett) and enjoyed training in his group as well as at school and from 
home.  I worked fantastically hard and achieved national rankings at 800 and 1500 meters. 
 
There was very little contact with girls in those days but if there ever was I proved to be very 
shy and avoided them like the plague.  
 
Looking back I think it is was very difficult to handle being “selected “and becoming two 
people’s son and brother to another adopted person. I can, however, see what a great deal it 
all sounds on paper.  In a way, it could be said that I ‘won the jackpot’ by being adopted by a 
senior commercial bank official and his wife, full of Christian values, devoted parents who 
lived in a very nice house in a nice town who had no money worries etc, etc, etc. Everything 
sounds really cozy and perfect and sometimes it was but inside (due to no fault of theirs) I 
mostly felt anxious, lost, lonely and afraid and could never talk about it to them or anybody 
else.  
 
I fully realize that millions of children have had problems with their parents down the ages but 
I submit that this is different. I did not want mum and dad to know how I felt all that time as it 
was not their fault. They did not abandon me and cause me to feel alone for ever more. They 
were the loving, kind people who picked me up and I can never forget that.  So, in the 
circumstances, it was probably “as good as it gets”.  
 
They taught me values that I am sure have helped me in life for which I am very grateful and 
they also were able to provide valued financial help when I got married.  I look back on very 
many happy occasions with them.  In some ways I think my father put more into being a dad 
than I have done. 
 
Of course my fate might have been very different if I had not been abandoned at all, or had 
not been adopted by anyone or by different people.  There have been so many cases of 
abuse in children’s homes. During wartime, some orphans were shipped off to other countries 
for “social experimental reasons” and it has recently been revealed that in the 50’s, Irish drug 
companies were allowed to test vaccines on abandoned children!!!! 
 
I do know that some of my experiences and most of my feelings and conclusions compare 
with other people who have been abandoned because I have met some of them through 
NORCAP a national organization which handles adoption issues.   
 
“Normal “people tell me about having the same-if not worse-feelings of insecurity etc and 
mine are not unique. I know that natural parents very often prove to be a disaster BUT all 
these other people do at least know “who they are”. 
 
All I can say about this is that some of us have an ache inside that never goes away.   
 
In addition to always having felt alone and, when it has got bad, like an open wound, I have 
long been particularly risk averse and security conscious. I suffer from attacks of self doubt 
and low esteem- even though I have never failed at anything yet-whenever there is the 
possibility of any disruption to my life.  My major ambition seems to be just to feel safe and 
free of worry.  This has promoted frustration in me because I have settled for the easy option 
and do not stretch myself enough for my ability. 
 
I have found it particularly difficult to be intimate with women in a way that they find fully 
satisfying.  I hold back as if I fear rejection. Although I am emotional I am scared of intimacy.  
I wish I could find out more about this aspect of myself.  
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John Bowlby (1907-1990), one of the most important psychiatrists of the twentieth century, 
devoted himself to the study of Attachment between mother and child. He was of the view that 
children who experience institutionalization can develop psychopathic or affectionless 
characters. In my own case I must say that I do not always feel and therefore show, emotion 
when others seem to and therefore need it most from me.  
 
I am, apparently too busy being self obsessed and craving attention from others to be able to 
attend to the other persons’ feelings.  Not enough love and affection to my wife/partners. I 
cannot go into details here. All I can say is that, contrary to what was suggested at 
psychotherapy sessions, I do not feel that I hate/ distrust women because a woman 
(probably) abandoned me but it may explain it. We will never know her circumstances.   
 
In 1966 I married Valerie because I got on with her so very well and it gave me a purpose for 
living. We had two beautiful children and being their father has been the highlight of my life.  
They were never any problem-only a total joy.  If only I could do it all over again! To be 50% 
responsible for producing Karen and Richard makes it even more frustrating not to know who 
produced ME !  
 
Since our divorce I have had a few relationships with women that have been great at first but 
soon problematical. All have said that alongside my good aspects they found me one, some 
or even all of the following: difficult, moody, unusual, self obsessed, cautious, risk averse, 
ambitious, negative, critical and aloof. Unable to love.  
 
It has been suggested to me that although I am an adult I may unconsciously still feel like a 
child looking for someone to “mother me” – not for me to love them.  
 
I have always felt the need for the approval of others and anxious if I do not get it.  Even 
today I feel hurt if my qualities are not recognized and if I am not involved in the decision- 
making processes on the way forward of any company or organization that I join.  I have no 
doubts whatever about my ability to make a good contribution to anything in which I involve 
myself.  
 
I have usually been a leader/decision maker i.e. a school monitor, cub sixer, scout patrol 
leader, team captain, committee member, supervisor, manager, organizer, negotiator, 
speaker etc, etc.  
 
I always try to plan things to minimize the chances of anything going wrong. I always get to 
work two hours before the official start time in order to be ahead of the game.  
 
I set out early / drive the long way round to avoid traffic congestion.  I have to be in control.  
 
It is noticeable that most of my colleagues down the years are not so dedicated in the above 
respects. I even get anxious when colleagues and /or employers do not perform to the 
standards I expect of them – in case we fail collectively.  
 
I am very critical of myself and of other people, I am always moaning about issues such as: 
people who get paid too much money/who make too much noise/who try and control 
me/inefficiency/bad organization. As well, I have issues with the gullibility of the general 
public/advertising/bad taste/bad manners/ racism/ injustice/ bullshit etc, etc.  This does not 
leave too many people left! I do not care very much as I feel little desire to bond with most 
people I have met.  I do like talking to people to find out what/if they think about issues and 
what are their views and opinions.  I like responding if anybody asks me for help and feel very 
satisfied if I can.  
 
With my eye for detail, sensitivity and perception I feel I should have been capable of so much 
more in a more appropriate job. I am permanently frustrated because I know I have a lot to 
offer but see others doing what I know I could do as well if not better.  
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I feel that I should have been a writer, journalist or a comedy scriptwriter. I have always 
enjoyed amusing myself and others by pointing out the absurdities of life as I feel on the 
outside – looking in.   
 
In the past I have been assessed as being “risk averse”.  I think this is right. I am not 
proactive enough. In the workplace, I tend to wait to be promoted or chosen. This is because 
it always used to work like that. Employers have always recognized my qualities and gave me 
opportunities and responsibility and then rewarded me be salary increases, fringe benefits, 
promotion, titles, cars etc. This served to motivate me 100% because it responded to my 
deep need to get things right and be appreciated.  So I always did a good job for this reason 
not because I was ambitious per se.  
 
I just wish that my enthusiasm and strengths could be recognized and that somehow I could 
achieve something really worthwhile before I depart. I know I have it in me to do so much 
more than I have done so far.  I keep thinking that it will somehow all come to me.  
 
I have never seriously considered being brave and doing something on my own although at 
counselling it was pointed out that leaving my wife, changing career twice, adjusting to 
earning £30k per annum less, coping on my own and opening jazz clubs etc, etc were all very 
brave actions! Maybe I should – but what? 
 
When things are going well for me and I feel appreciated and settled then I become full of 
confidence (some say over-confident) and feel great.  Why can this not be achieved on a 
permanent basis?  
 
If someone pulls the rug from under my feet (e.g. job redundancies/the end of a 
relationship/uncertainties over things like the future of job contracts/the start of a new 
relationship) I seem to get much more panicky and wobbly than most. 
 
Friends and family think I have done wonders in the past few years to survive in reasonable 
shape.  
 
My son and daughter are now over 30 years old and are both outstanding in their respective 
professions.  Richard, a solicitor, has inherited my capacity to worry about things but as he 
has matured has managed to control it so much better. Karen, a primary school teacher, is 
equally successful and seems so cool and on top of everything.  Every time I meet them I go 
away feeling elated that I am their father. I cannot believe it really! I love and admire them 
both tremendously – although we are not very tactile. I have been very proud of them as 
children and as adults. They have excelled at everything they have ever done and are my 
greatest “achievement”. And now I have grandchildren, which is so wonderful! 
 
They were very supportive and understanding during my years of upheavals (i.e. 
redundancies and divorce) but have never shown much inclination to discuss my background 
and the issues I have raised in this article. I suspect that they find me difficult to relate to as a 
person/father and may possibly feel uneasy knowing I am still vulnerable and still feel 
unconnected. I think that they feel that I have made too much of my circumstances.  
 
Back in 1987, I had to cope with redundancy from a well-paid City job with a leading American 
Bank after 18 years. They lost US $600 million in the first half of 1987 in the USA (not the 
UK!). I was a UK Business Manager/Assistant Vice President, on the Management 
Committee and developed business in UK, Europe, Hong Kong and USA. 
 
I obtained another good job immediately with a leading UK Computer Software House as a 
Senior Business Analyst working on huge international banking system for a major Bank.  
After three years it was abandoned and many millions of pounds were just written off (all 
unknown to their shareholders).  The Project Managers-on both sides-who were responsible 
for this fiasco naturally carried on with their highly paid careers whereas we lesser mortals 
who had to live with their ineptness were all made redundant.  I cared much less about this 
redundancy as I hated every minute there. It was like being on another planet.  
 



 11 

I should have left much earlier when I found out that the “computer world” was very definitely 
not for me. It was a world full of “anoraks” and I did not speak the language. 
 
I somehow stayed there for three years but when it all ended for me in 1990 it proved 
impossible to get a job in the financial/banking world. After two kicks in the teeth I asked 
myself why I should want to get back in it anyway! 
 
Two totally unjust “abandonment’s” on a grand scale but all I really missed was being paid 
good money, a cheap mortgage and a company car etc. I never liked banking, business 
analysis or virtually any of my colleagues who were mostly one dimensional, two faced, right 
wing and racist. I just pretended I was “one of them” but was secretly proud that I was not. 
 
After all of that trauma, I attended Government courses for the unemployed which were 
designed to help us all back into work.  The content of the courses was good but the people 
delivering them were uninspiring. So, I decided that I could do much better and got myself into 
the world of training working for small local Training Companies. I worked successfully 
supporting and training unemployed people in all aspects of their job searching activities and 
personal projection. I got more job satisfaction from this type of work that I ever did from 
banking/business analysis but it always niggled me that we were valued so poorly (by either 
Government) in terms of the value of the Contracts which were reduced each year.   
 
Although I enjoyed the challenge it provided it was certainly a “culture shock” to be working in 
such an unprofessional world where things I had previously taken for granted were almost 
always totally lacking in this new world. The main Training Company for whom I worked (for 
five years) was a shambles and the woman who ran it (part-time) was amateur and 
uncommunicative. She did not even attempt t exploit someone like me with all my experience! 
 
The last two years with them was a very frustrating time which ended with the new Labour 
government pulling the plug on all our type of work nationally.  This came out of the blue and 
only three months after I had worked hard to obtain a specially designed NVQ in Training 
which was mandatory for all present and future trainers working on these Government 
contracts!  
 
I had seen this job as a chance to project myself and to help people.  Many of whom felt they 
had been “abandoned” by their employers and I saw it as my job to get them to be “adopted” 
by future employers.  I must admit that I was really more interested in helping those who 
wanted me to help them and I had definite difficulty in showing much interest in those who 
rejected my genuine offers of help.  I often thought I was “in it for me” rather than “for them” 
but I still gave it my all whatever my motive. 
 
So, what are my conclusions after having lived for 63 years with this thing round my neck and 
having given it a lot of thought in recent years? What am I like now? 
 
Well, I wish I did not have to spend so much time and nervous energy worrying about what 
might happen and getting into such a state.  At its worst I fear that the stress of whatever is 
worrying me will cause my body not to take any more of it. I have been convinced that I am 
going to have a nervous breakdown or a heart attack and I drink too much to ease the pain 
and the general boredom of life.    
 
As a result of all that has happened to me I feel I have become an expert in what consultants 
call “managing change”.  They of course have usually never had anything out of the ordinary 
happen to them to make them experts in it. I now see myself as a survivor who has done well 
to get this far.  I should not continue to feel that I have to be “perfect” in every detail and 
should be able to relax more.  It is not easy being me!  
 
I have several good friends with whom I do activities and who I can talk to about anything-as 
well as my family.  
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I started on my own and maybe I will finish my days on my own. Relationships although very 
exciting at their best – can also present problems and pressure for me, but who knows maybe 
someone will emerge and be just right. 
 
I have always been perceptive, critical and creative-although often destructive in what I 
conclude/say but then there is so much crap all around us that it makes it almost impossible 
to ignore. So I swing between being very enthusiastic about a few things to moaning 
about/rejecting lots of others.  Like Spike Milligan, I see the absurd in most things and have a 
strong sense of humour.  This has always been a great help! 
 
I think it is true to say that friends and most colleagues like me but find me provocative and 
somewhat difficult to deal with at times. They say I have “mood swings”.  
 
I get frustrated because I find a lot of the people with whom I have to deal are too uncritical, 
basic, lazy, easily satisfied, unquestioning and mostly quite nervous in that they cannot make 
decisions and do not say what they think.  
 
As I have got older, I have acquired more confidence and now always speak my mind and am 
prepared to bare my soul in discussions about anything unlike most other “normal” people 
who seem scared to open up. This is a far cry from those days when I dare not say anything! I 
am not scared of being the individual I am.  
 
I have often considered writing a book about all this but so far have mainly done articles for 
adoption magazines.  
 
Six years ago, I resorted to psychotherapy after the end of a relationship and job turmoil but I 
was not suited to their method of working.  The female psychotherapist found this very telling 
i.e. that I did not like to have a woman in control of our relationship (her and me).  When I 
ended it prematurely she said it was my way of “getting revenge on a woman (her) for being 
abandoned by one “.   I assured her it was not that at all.  As usual the answer was so much 
simpler. It was that I was not prepared to shell out money for a forty minute session where I 
did all the work and she sat behind me not contributing enough and continually answering a 
question with a question!  
 
I also tried hypnotic regression-on the recommendation of a leading adoption expert- but we 
found that I could not be hypnotized. Then guy claimed that he had achieved success in 
getting into people’s “unconscious” minds and finding out vital missing details of their lives-
even from before birth! Personally I thought it was complete bollocks and had my doubts 
about his authenticity (which I expressed afterwards).  
 
So many people are making such easy money these days out of people who think they need 
help!  
 
After the heartbreak of a lovely relationship breaking up in September 1997 and my job 
coming to an end in February 1998, I felt really low in spirit and decided to see whether 
counselling would be useful.   
 
Of course I had my usual doubts about doing it but in the end I valued the opportunity to meet 
with a qualified, experienced and non-judgmental person with whom I felt at ease and who 
devoted all her time to me. Right up my street!  
 
We made some progress in making me see myself differently, among other things. The 
relationship make me realize that my problems and concerns were just the same as anyone 
else’s that I had achieved so much despite being abandoned and feeling unconnected and 
that I now needed to relax and enjoy life.  No more striving to impress others all the time.  
Could I do it? 
 
I also came to realize that I had been blaming myself for anything that went wrong in my 
relationships when quite often it was not my fault-or only partially.  
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I also benefited greatly from a break of seven months away from work, management, 
colleagues and clients.  This allowed me to think rest and recharge my batteries. I hadn’t had 
a decent holiday/break for ages.  
 
For these reasons I hoped I could continue to be calmer and more positive. I still dread to 
think what I would be like in these same circumstances if I had not got the financial security I 
have constructed for myself.  
 
My present job has unfortunately not allowed me to be relaxed.  The pressure of work and the 
general environment have served to upset my calm.  So it was an illusion.  It is easy to be 
relaxed when not working and under no pressure!  Because of this I have decided to leave 
the job without having another one to go to and attempt to live on my savings. I need to get 
myself back in shape (mentally and physically) and find activities and projects which will give 
me satisfaction (paid or unpaid).  
 
I have been on the Norcap register for several years but foundlings and their birth relatives 
are prohibited from using the National Adoption Contact Register.  We are trying to get this 
changed along with the issue of prosecution.  
 
I have had to come to the realization that at my age I will almost certainly not find the answers 
to any of my questions.  
 
The traumas of the abandonment and adoption are in me and cannot be reversed. I should 
congratulate myself for having coped so well and to concentrate on trying to keep on top of 
things and be positive about myself and the future. We only live once – whoever we are!  
 
 
TONY MAY 
aka Victor Banks 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tony May now resides in Herts, UK and can be reached through  
The Keall Foundation www.keallfoundation.com 

 
Please contact the foundation or email at: 

media@keallfoundation.com if you wish to speak with him directly. 


