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Forgotten Voices

Dear Year 6,

In this booklet, you will read about some interesting real people who
have largely been forgotten by the History books. Even though their
names may be unfamiliar, you will see that their lives made a big
difference to us all.

You will also find some extracts that do not focus on the main character
or are from books that are not so well known to us. Whilst their stories
may not be ones that we are familiar with, they are no less important.
For every Harry Potter, there is a Ron Weasley or Hermione Grainger
standing alongside them. They may offer a different viewpoint and can
be just as fascinating to read about.

We hope you enjoy the tasks and texts that fill this booklet and we are
really looking forward to meeting you all in September.

BCA English Department



The Story of Margaret Ann Bulkley

James Barry started out life as Margaret Ann Bulkley, born to a very poor family in

Ireland in 1789. From a young age, Margaret wanted to pursue things not “fit for a

woman” like work in education, or join the army.

Barry’s mother had a brother known as James Barry, a painter and professor. The
original Barry was very fond of Margaret and her intelligence. When her uncle died, a
plan was hatched for her to assume his identity and attend medical school in
Edinburgh. At the time, it was illegal for women to study medicine.

Barry/Bulkley’s mother helped her with her disguise and they travelled to London
carrying a letter of recommendation for medical school from family friend Lord
Buchan. The new James Barry was known to wear an overcoat, regardless of the
weather, to help with the disguise. To counter Barry’s high-pitched voice and

admirable skin, Margaret altered her age and was simply thought to be a boy genius.

Barry went on to have an incredibly illustrious career in medicine. They rose to the
rank of General and was known for vastly improving the condition of wounded
soldiers and having an excellent bedside manner. Barry also performed the first
known C-section where both the mother and child survived. Barry openly treated
both the rich and the poor and often spoke up about sanitary conditions and the poor
conditions of asylums. This made Barry somewhat of a human rights activist for the

time.

Barry travelled the world taking up service wherever needed. The only mishap in an
otherwise spotless military record was when Barry butted heads with a fellow army
surgeon. The fellow surgeon then had him arrested and court-martialed on a charge

of “conduct unbecoming of the character of an Officer and a Gentleman.”

Suspicions about Barry’s gender did arise when Barry befriended Lord Charles
Somerset and the two took up residence together after their time serving. By all
historic accounts Barry lived life both publicly and privately as a man. Nevertheless,
Barry is considered the first British woman to practice medicine. Another woman
would not practice for nearly 50 years, and a British transgender person would not

practice medicine for another 100 years.



Barry’s identity as a woman was not again called into question until their death from
dysentery when a maid laid out Barry’s body in 1865. Barry actually had wished to
be buried in the clothes he died in, and that his body not be washed. The maid did

not follow these rules, which exposed James Barry’s secret.

Barry passed for a man for an incredible six decades. Barry’s colleagues refused to

believe this and Barry was officially buried a man with full military office rank.

TASKS:

1. Did anything surprise you in this article?

2. Why do you think Barry’s mum agreed to help her pretend to be a man?

3. Write down the most interesting facts about Barry’s life in the space below:







=-

“Girls and woman have the same opportunities as boys
and men nowadays. It is an equal world these days.”

Do you agree with this view?

Explain your view.




The Tale of Ginger

(extract from Black Beauty)

One day, while our cab and many others were waiting outside one of the parks
where music was playing, a shabby old cab drove up beside ours. The horse was an
old worn-out chestnut, with an ill-kept coat, and bones that showed plainly through it,
the knees knuckled over, and the fore-legs were very unsteady. | had been eating
some hay, and the wind rolled a little lock of it that way, and the poor creature put out
her long thin neck and picked it up, and then turned and looked about for more.
There was a hopeless look in the dull eye that | could not help noticing, and then, as
| was thinking where | had seen that horse before, she looked full at me and said,
"Black Beauty, is that you?"

It was Ginger! but how changed! The beautifully arched and glossy neck was now
straight, and lank, and fallen in; the clean straight legs and delicate fetlocks were
swelled; the joints were grown out of shape with hard work; the face, that was once
so full of spirit and life, was now full of suffering, and | could tell by the heaving of her
sides, and her frequent cough, how bad her breath was.

Our drivers were standing together a little way off, so | sidled up to her a step or two,
that we might have a little quiet talk. It was a sad tale that she had to tell.

After a twelvemonth's run off at Earlshall, she was considered to be fit for work
again, and was sold to a gentleman. For a little while she got on very well, but after a
longer gallop than usual the old strain returned, and after being rested and doctored
she was again sold. In this way she changed hands several times, but always getting
lower down.

"And so at last,” said she, "l was bought by a man who keeps a number of cabs and
horses, and lets them out. You look well off, and | am glad of it, but | could not tell
you what my life has been. When they found out my weakness they said | was not
worth what they gave for me, and that | must go into one of the low cabs, and just be
used up; that is what they are doing, whipping and working with never one thought of
what | suffer—they paid for me, and must get it out of me, they say. The man who
hires me now pays a deal of money to the owner every day, and so he has to get it
out of me too; and so it's all the week round and round, with never a Sunday rest."

| said, "You used to stand up for yourself if you were ill-used."

"Ah!" she said, "I did once, but it's no use; men are strongest, and if they are cruel
and have no feeling, there is nothing that we can do, but just bear it—bear it on and
on to the end. | wish the end was come, | wish | was dead. | have seen dead horses,
| am sure they do not suffer pain; | wish | may drop down dead at my work, and not
be sent off to the knackers."



TASKS:

1. Highlight all the vocabulary (words) that shows Ginger is in a bad
condition. Pick 3 of your word choices and label them showing how they
tell us she was suffering.

2. Research the following terms:
e Knackers
e Hansom cabs
e Use of horses in Victorian England
Record your findings in the space below.



3. Draw and label an image of Ginger with descriptions of how her

appearance has changed.

4. Write the next section of the story. Use the space to plan your ideas

before you get writing!

Planning:







Percy Shaw, home-town Halifax
hero who invented cats eyes

Whether Percy Shaw’s name is of historical significance in the Halifax of today
perhaps depends on who you’re asking. To some it may be no more than the sign
above the Wetherspoon’s pub in the Broad Street Plaza. But to those of a certain
age, he is a home town hero, an unassuming Yorkshireman whose simple
invention has saved lives too numerous to count.

By David Behrens

One of 14 children whose father, a Halifax dyer’s labourer, struggled to support on a £1
weekly wage, Percy left school at 13 and set up his own business repairing roads and paths

with a mechanical roller he made from an old Ford engine and three lorry wheels.

The story goes that one foggy night in 1933, he was driving back home to Boothtown from

Bradford when he hit an unlit and tricky stretch of road with a sheer drop down a hillside.

His solution to navigating it next time was to make a flexible rubber moulding containing
glass and metal beads which could be inserted at intervals down the centre of the road so that
the reflective surfaces shone in a car’s headlights. As passing traffic depressed the moulding,

the reflectors were automatically cleaned by rainwater collected in the base of the moulding.

His company, Reflecting Roadstuds, found orders difficult to come by at first, but when the

wartime blackout arrived his fortune was made.

He was not one to spend it lavishly, however. As Alan Whicker discovered in an early
Yorkshire TV documentary, curtains were few and far between at his house, though his cellar
was stocked with crates of his favourite Worthington’s bottled beer. His other indulgences

were the pair of Rolls-Royces parked outside.

In a poll of the best British designs of the 20th century, cats eyes made the top 25, in the august
company of Concorde and the Spitfire.


https://www.yorkshirepost.co.uk/author/david-behrens

Tasks:

1. Read the first paragraph again. Pick out four facts about Percy Shaw’s
life.

2. Which of these inventions has been the most important? Explain your
answer.







A Boy Called Hope
(This extract is from the opening of the novel, A Boy Called Hope.)

I'm Dan Hope, and deep inside my head I keep a list of things I want to come true.
For example: I want my sister, Ninja Grace, to go to university at the North Pole and
only come back once a year for twenty-four hours. I want to help Sherlock Holmes
solve his most daring mystery yet. And if it could be a zombie mystery, all the more
exciting. I want to be the first eleven-year-old to land on the moon. When I get there
I want to say, “One small step for boy, one giant headache for his mother.” I want my
dog to stop eating planets and throwing them upon the carpet. And finally, the
biggest dream of all, I want my dad to love me.

The last one is the most difficult to achieve, even harder than persuading my mum to
let me travel approximately 238,857 miles to the moon. To be honest, I'd been
getting along without him. Not that it was easy living without a dad, but I'd managed
to keep my feelings squashed inside, until today. Today, everything changes.

I'm on the sofa eating a peanut butter sandwich when it happens. Dad appears on my
TV screen, right under my nose, right in my living room, where he hasn’t been for
years. At first the sandwich attaches itself to the roof of my mouth. That’s what I love
about peanut butter. It’s so sticky it’s a wonder they don’t put it in tubes and sell it as
glue. I have to do tongue gymnastics to stop myself choking. Already this isn’t
turning out like a normal Monday evening in Paradise.

If I could, I would switch Dad off. Flick the button, say goodbye, let him dissolve into
blackness. But there’s something wrong about making your dad invisible without
asking his permission. As if he can read my thoughts, Dad looks up at me, holds my
gaze and nods. To say this is a surprise is an understatement. I don’t mind admitting
my shock soon changes into something else, a sort of stunned delight at seeing Dad
back at 10 Paradise Parade where he belongs. Okay, so there is the small matter of
him being a TV presenter and there being a glass screen between us that wasn’t there
before. But it’s still so amazing that I smile. It is, I believe with all certainty, the smile
of a boy whose dad is back in his life. Actually, it’s the smile of a boy whose teeth are
glued together with peanut butter.

When Ninja Grace wanders into the living room and glances at the TV screen, her
mouth assumes a stunned-goldfish position. “Dad”, she bubbles, “is on our TV.”

Someone give my sixteen-year-old sister a medal.

Tasks:

1. Summarise what you learn about Dan Hope’s life in this extract.




2. How does the writer try and capture your interest at the start of this

text?

3. Dan Hope has a list of things he wants to come true. Think about your own
hopes and dreams for the future. Choose one and write about it in as much

detail as you can.







Research your own forgotten voice

In this space, you can research your own forgotten voice. Perhaps you will

pick a historical figure, an inventor or a minor character from a fictional story.

Finally, if you have any questions about studying English at BCA, please

write them down in this space so that your teacher can answer them:

Thank you for all your hard work.
We can’t wait to meet you in September!
The BCA English Team

Here are the videos to accompany the booklet
https://www.loom.com/share/5ce6d16fc7af466e82fef6f88dfef4f6
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