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My name is Linda Kennedy. I will be 58 years old come the 2nd March. I have not 

worked for the past eight years. Six of those years, I was a full time carer to my late 

husband who passed away on 25 February 2011. We were offered help with the 

care, however, we both decided I would take care of him, giving him the dignity he 

deserved.  

Like many others we always worked. My late husband had a saying “everybody must 

put into the pot, if they don’t, there will be no pot (tax and national insurance). I still 

have those values. 

At present, I suffer from anxiety and panic attacks but I am getting help for this. My 

total income is £72.07 per week (which is my late husband’s work pension). The 

powers to be take £1.07 off as the government says I only need £71 per week to live 

off. 

My problem is that I live in a 3 bedroom house alone. My kids have moved out and 

into their own homes. I had a visit from my housing officer telling me it will be just 

under £100 per month extra, but the rent rise in April could take me to just over £100 

per month. He informed me I could either take in family members or a lodger(s) to 

help pay the bedroom tax or move to a smaller house. 

I fear what the future holds and question what do I do next, where do I go, where will 

I end up? I have lost everything, my husband and now potentially my family home. 

I know I am only the tenant, however, I class this house as my home with many great 

memories. I know my neighbours and they know me. Ultimately, I feel safe here.  

To end this narrative debacle, I was told “well you should have bought your house”. 

Like many others, we worked hard, paid the bills and helped the family through their 

formative years and education. I refuse to beat myself up for being widowed and not 

a homeowner. Both my kids are fortunate to be in full time employment and not on 

benefits. They feel angry and are disillusioned that their mother can’t get a bit of 

respite from “the pot”. 

 

 

 

 


