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Stone walls do not a prison make

Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take

That for an hermitage;

If I have freedom in my love,

And in my soul am free;

Angels alone, that soar above.

Enjoy such liberty.

(To Althea. from Prison.) Lovelace.
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A Foundation Feature

by our Chairman,

Lord Justice Edmund Davies

  

i must first tell you that the Trustees recorded at a meeting in December that the

first issue of the Cheshire Smile under the editorship of Rosalind Chalmers was

excellent. But we were all sorry to hear fears expressed that the circulation figures

would drop with the inevitable price increase. Suggestions on how to increase the

circulation are invited and would be very welcome, for all of us attach great

importance to the Smile continuing to flourish.

During the Autumn many voluntary organisations hold their Annual General Meetings

in London and our Secretary attends these on our behalf. At the MS. Society's

meeting, plans to build a block of flats with a day-care centre in Bromley were

announced. The Society also intends to provide residential accommodation at

Manchester, Liverpool and Nottingham for families with a M.$. sufferer. We must

ensure that our efforts are not duplicated and l therefore set out the projects the

Cheshire Foundation have agreed upon during the past three months:

Retford, Nottinghamshire: A piece of land to be purchased as a site for a Horne.

Poole and District: A property to be purchased to start a new Home, planned to

open in May 1971.

isle of Wight: A Steering Committee is being formed.

Contracts for extensions, to accommodate more residents, are actively contemplated

at:

Oaklands, Garstang, Lancs.

The Hill, Sandbach.

The Chiltern Home at Gerrards Cross, Bucks.

Burcot Brook, Burcot, Nr. Abingdon, Berks.

Group Captain Cheshire has pointed out that there seems to be some confusion

about the implications of being on a waiting list for admission to a Cheshire Home.

We therefore asked Dr. Kiernander (our Honorary Medical Adviser) to form a small

committee to look into the medical, social and other aspects of the problem. They

recommend that unrealistic waiting lists should be avoided at all Cheshire Homes, in

view of the slow rate of vacancies and the unavoidable disappointment that

applicants experience if lists contained more than a very few names. Unless a

vacancy is likely to occur in the very near future, an enquirer should not be given any

false hope of being admitted. The Trustees feel that this important subject should

be put on the Agenda for the Annual Conference on May 22nd so that the views of

the Homes could be heard.

No clear outline of the Council for Training in Social Work courses for senior staff

of Residential Homes has yet been made available for our consideration. I know that

our Managing Trustee and Mr. lnskip have had discussions with the Council and

their report is awaited. I foresee that this will be another subject for discussion at

the Annual Conference because it is essential that our Homes will in future years

be in a position to attract staff in the very competitve field of social work.

Miss Stow, the Director of the Disabled Living Foundation, attended the Trustees'

meeting at the end of November. She spoke about the project to open an AIDS

CENTRE in January 1971 at 346 Kensington High Street, London, W14. its object is

to provide a comprehensive display of apparatus available for the disabled. Many

of you will wish to visit this centre when next in London, but in the meantime the

Trustees have arranged with the D.L.F. that each Cheshire Home should receive

the Information Service literature for the Disabled compiled and distributed by the

D.L.F.

To meet the many requests from the Homes for advice on aids, gadgets and

equipment for the residents, the Trustees have decided to employ a full-time officer

who can visit the Homes to help with their individual problems and advise on the

more sophisticated equipment now available.

Miss Denise Tabernacle, one of our travelling matrons, was home from Ethiopia and

Uganda in November and gave us a most interesting account of the work being

accomplished by Cheshire Homes in East Africa. Miss Tabernacle said that any help

which could be given by individual U.K. Homes (not already committed to another

overseas home) would be very much appreciated in these areas. Help in kind causes

difficulty with Customs, so financial help is the main need as need items are usually

available in these countries if only the money to purchase them is available. if any
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‘VIEWPOINT

U.K. Home would like to adopt an overseas home to the extent of providing even a

small sum for a specific item, do let us know and we shall forge the chain which

will ensure that your effort goes where it is most needed.

We shall be meeting many representatives from the Homes at the Annual Conference

on Saturday, May 22nd 1971, which is being held at The Bloomsbury Hotel, Coram

Street, London, W.C.2. It is a new hotel and we hope that residents attending the

Conference will find the facilities convenient for them.

91...“; «Ame!

It is better to travel hopefully than to arrive. Stevenson may have thought so, but few

disabled people would agree with him. Not, that is, if 'travel' is taken literally to

mean movement from one place to another. Many—perhaps the majority—of

disabled people dread this, some so much that they will not move out of doors at

all except to the 'Handicapped' Club. And a few don't go out at all—anywhere.

Of course, the difficulties can be tremendous. Apart from physical handicap there are

difficulties of transport, escort, the weather, steps, lavatories, the traffic, the noise!

All these to contend with before you get there and again on the way back. Is it

worth it to watch a second rate ’Mikado' or a concert which you might hear on the

radio at home? Why go on holiday to an unknown destination where no one knows

your routine and it might rain every day? At least at home they know how you like

things and you can always watch the telly in comfort.

So it is easy to sink into a kind of contentment, for which another name is apathy,

wrapping it round you as a shield against an unkind world.

That the world can be unkind there is no doubt. But many of the hazards mentioned

are not only met with by the disabled, Noise, traffic and weather are disliked by

most people, particularly the elderly. Necessity gets them out and familiarity with

the hazards makes these seem more bearable. At least the devil is no stranger!

The hardest effort is a mental one, like deciding to take the second foot off the

bottom of the swimming bath. To swim you may need water—wings or a harness

attached to a long pole, but you are in the water and moving.

Nowadays there's no need to make desperate leaps into the dark. Many towns have

accessibility guides; it is hoped that eventually every town in Britain will have one.

Other towns have signs directing disabled people to the most convenient entrance.

Information about local facilities may be had from the Council of Social Service or

the Welfare Officer. Or you may ring or write to the restaurant or building you want

to go to asking a few pertinent questions. (How many steps, lift, accessible

lavatories?) Most people are helpful when they know exactly what's wanted. And

the next time it will be easier.

But more important than these practical points is the fact that the climate of opinion

is changing, has already changed a great deal. Now it‘s not found extraordinary that

the disabled should want to get about, do their own shopping or go on holiday. it

is even beginning to be appreciated, though very slowly, that they may wish to

support themselves and that their presence in the community might be an asset and

not merely a social gesture.

Cheshire home residents are fortunate in that they are taken to entertainments and on

holiday with little effort required from themselves. But there is a peculiar danger

here, that of accepting everything too passively and indiscriminately and of being

too out off from the rest of the world. Ideally Cheshire homes should make it

possible for residents to be adventuresome and to experiment with new ideas for

living by taking over those aspects they can't manage for themselves It isn't

ungrateful to take what help you need and decline the rest; on the contrary it is a

sign of the success of the system which has made you an independent human being

again. And usually it means that your contribution to the home will be a more

valuable one.   



Several homes now arrange trips abroad with great success, and others have holiday

cottages of their own. Mightn't it be possible to have exchange visits with Overseas

homes, perhaps on a 'guest-room’ basis? Exchange visits between U.K. homes are

not really very exciting (unless the residents concerned have friends in the vicinity)

as very often, due to staff shortages, there is no chance to see much of the

surrounding countryside.

A holiday to be worth its salt should be a change: an opportunity to see the sort of

people and places you don't normally see and do things you don't normally do at

home. Of course the result may be disappointing; few experiences live up to our

expectations of them. (a dictum which works both ways—for the difficulties are

seldom so immense either!) But even a less-than—perfect holiday is better than

none—at least it will endear your own home to you and provide a talking-point for

the winter! And next year, of course, things will be different.

 

Proposed Cheshire

Foundation Hostel for

Disabled Students in Oxford

 

Duke of Edinburgh’s Award
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My Left Foot

In 1969 a Steering Committee under the chairmanship of Lady Wheare was formed

in Oxford with the object of establishing quite a different form of Cheshire Home

whose purpose would be to make possible further education, either at the

University or the Polytechnic or indeed, at any other educational establishment in

the city for those disabled students who would otherwise not be able to enjoy

these educational advantages.

The Committee first directed its attention to a study of the national evidence as to

whether or not such a special hostel accommodation was needed; or to put it

in the converse to satisfy themselves that for lack of such accommodation,

academically qualified and otherwise acceptable students were in fact prevented

from entering the University, the Polytechnic or other training Colleges because

of their physical handicap.

All authorities consulted were unanimous in maintaining that the need of such a

hostel was there but that, in the absence of such a hostel, handicapped students

and their advisers and teachers had with a few exceptions simply given up hope

of aiming for such higher education, believing its achievement to be an

impossibility.

Following this conclusion, they have been working to raise funds and to find

a property or site suitable for use as a hostel and it is hoped that in the very near

future this will materialise.

At the Reception at Buckingham Palace on December 16th three girls from

Cardiff, Gayle Atkins, Helen Garland and Jacqueline Gibbs were presented with

Gold Awards. They were all members of the Spastics '62 Club. For their 'Worth-

while Project' they had helped at the South Wales Holiday Home for Physically

Handicapped Children, and had chosen Home Nursing in the Service Section at the

National Sea Rescue Training Centre. Learning to swim had helped them as well

as proving enjoyable!

Philip Rosser, who received an Award at the same time, was one of the volunteer

team which pushed two handicapped people up Snowdon in wheelchairs in

October 1969, raising £360 for Carmarthenshire Disabled Income Group. (I wonder

who was in the chairs?)

Christy Brown, whose moving autobiography My Left Foot was published in 1954,

has now written another book.

My Left Foot told unsentimentally of Christy's struggle to overcome his handicap

and how he emerged 'from darkness into light'. A book which deserves to become

a classic it is now out of print. it is still possible however to obtain a copy from

the Secretary, 7 Market Mews, London W1Y SHP, who has 30 copies left.

(125. post free).

 

 



 

‘SPARIQE
'SPARKLE' is the first boat in the world to be designed and built specifically for the

use of crippled people in wheelchairs.

The money to pay for the building of 'SPARKLE' was raised by a Charity called

S.P.A.R.K.S. (Sportsmen Pledged to Aid Research into Crippling). S.P.A.R.K.S. is a

voluntary body comprising sportsmen of all types who feel that they would like to

express their gratitude for the enjoyment which they derive from participating in

active sports by helping those who are physically disabled.

'SPARKLE' is a 45 foot Catamaran designed by the well known yacht designer Angus

Primrose. Problems of accessibility, manoevrability, and absolute safety have been

carefully considered and included in the basic design, in consultation with experts in

this particular field.

'SPARKLE' will be able to offer a completely new medium in participation to those

hitherto unable to even get afloat. In addition to her sails, she is powered by a

Perkins 4—107 Diesel engine. She is capable of carrying up to ten wheelchairs on the

large deck space without hindrance to their mobility.

All the sails are rigged so that they can be handled by a chairbound crew. There will

be a permanent full time Skipper aboard 'SPARKLE' whenever she is in use by

disabled people. All the controls are so arranged that the Skipper can

instantaneously assume control of any operation without moving from his position

on the bridge. Thus whilst the crew will be able to participate to a very considerable

extent in the operation of the vessel their complete safety is at all times ensured by

the overriding control of a highly trained professional Skipper.

Instruction in the rudiments of Seamanship, navigation and chart reading will be

possible by having accessibly placed first class navigation equipment. A live bait-—

and a supply of fishing rods, plus a large area of foredeck for sunbathing on

rubber mattresses, widens the scope of individual enjoyment.

Even under full sail and with a stiff breeze, ’SPARKLE' is so designed to keep an even

keel and for her decks to remain level. Every precaution will be made to ensure the

complete safety of all those aboard, even to the compulsory wearing of automatic

self-inflating life jackets.

Ten chairs plus ambulant people can be accommodated in the central cabin. Here

also there is a small galley accessible to a chairbound person, and from the cabin

is an especially large toilet, fully negotiable for a wheelchair.

Who can use ‘SPARKLE'

In 1970 'SPARKLE' was moored on the Thames at Surbiton, Surrey. She is available

for DAY or %-DAY trips by any Voluntary or Statutory organisation for groups of up

to eight wheelchair bound, plus able-bodied escorts. (The exact number of these

depends on the degree of disabilities of the group). Ambulant disabled are also

welcome but the total group should not exceed 15 including 3—5 helpers.

Applications from individuals will be accepted whenever possible.

Groups from physically handicapped schools or any other young people are included

in the scheme, but children should be over the age of 9.

Cost

'SPARKLE' is available free of charge. Organisers of groups, or individuals joining in

with another group must be responsible for their own transport to and from the

moorings at Surbiton. Parking is freely available in side roads near to the river.

People can either bring enough food for the day's outing, or request provision of

bread rolls etc., for making sandwiches; soup, tea, coffee to be already on board.

Simple preparations for picnic meals can be done in the galley by members of the

group. Charges will be made to cover the cost of the food ordered.

Any donation to SPARKS will, of course, be appreciated, and will go towards

'SPARKLE'S' maintenance.

‘SPARKLE' is on loan to the Central Council for the Disabled, 34 Eccleston Square.

London, S.W.1. Plans for the 1971 season have not yet been completed, but

information will be available this year from Miss W. Francis at the above address.   



i By Sea
[

i Cruises! They seem to have been invented for the chairbound: all that delicious

lounging about on deck, gazing at the dolphins leaping and sipping cool drinks (or

whisky and soda).

|

Conventional cruises, then, though expensive, are perfectly possible for the disabled,

and the Shipping Lines say they accommodate a number of such passengers. It is

necessary to fill in a medical form first, as when travelling by air. (I am always faintly

amused by the question of possible annoyance to other passengers—though this

doesn't, as it happens, refer to getting into political arguments or whistling through

your teethl).

although ORONSAY and ORSOVA are not fitted with passenger lifts in the tourist

section. They prefer that wheelchairs should not be more than 24in. wide, so that

they can negotiate cabin doorways and other parts of the ship to which passengers

need access. They do measure cabin doors carefully in each case and try to find

cabins with direct entry. When passengers are unable to use the normal toilet

facilities P & O can usually provide a commode on the understanding that the

disabled person's helper will look after it.

 
l

P & 0 Lines say most vessels in their fleet are suitable for disabled passengers, ‘

l

Royal Mail Lines say they cater extremely well for invalids, and that the ship will do

everything they can to help. The majority of cabins on the ANDES will take

wheelchairs, and so do her lifts, but they like to know the wheelchair's dimensions 1

before it is taken on board. l

Union-Castle Line give information about their cruise ship REINA DEL MAR, (a l

one-class ship). Her lifts serve all levels. On receipt of applications from handicapped

passengers every effort is made to arrange suitable accommodation, and each case

is considered individually.

Of course in all cases anyone needing continuous personal attention must bring their

own helper, and obviously life would be more convenient in a two~berth cabin.

These general principles apply to any sea travel, not only cruise ships. You should

find out about the relative dimensions of wheelchair and cabin beforehand and

whether there are lifts—or be prepared for some nasty surprises.

Smaller ocean-going ships may take disabled people too: there a certain amount of

improvization will usually be necessary, but goodwill on the part of the crew is rarely ‘

lacking.

Travel by Train is easier for wheelchair passengers in the guard's van——you ask

permission from the Station Manager beforehand. Many stations have a system for

transporting disabled people to the train, and keep a wheelchair for semi-ambulant l

passengers. New Street Birmingham does this: its trains are underneath, so you have t

to be taken down by lift. The station chairs may be slightly old—fashioned (ex-Crimean

material?) but New Street has arranged a bell outside the main entrance which

disabled travellers are invited to ring to summon assistance.

Travelling by Air is well documented these days, and it is certainly quicker and less

tiring. What is more, the airlines recognise that disabled people will wish to travel and

make arrangements accordingly. They will carry your chair free, and request help for

you at other airports on your route. London Airport is vast and complex (planes land

and take off every few minutes) and make elaborate arrangements for your transport.

Your own chair is whisked away to be weighed while you borrow theirs, and finally

the uncomfortable "carrying-chair” is substituted, in which you feel rather like an 0)!

slung between two poles. Still, everyone is very kind, and it doesn’t last long. Soon

you are zooming above the cotton-wool clouds, one dimension removed from reality

and very nice too. They don't provide you with free barley sugar these days so you

had better bring your own, otherwise your ears will screech blue murder.

Other smaller airports are less formal. I particularly remember a fabulous descent

over the very blue Mediterranean to Nice. It was like emerging from a grey world f

into one of brilliant colour. At Nice (and I imagine most small airports) you descend

directly from the plane into a chair, and are wheeled off directly into the buildings.

 
It is well to check that your plane is the right one—l was nearly loaded onto a plane 
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for the Far East once through a mix-up with another party—which might have been

interesting, of course.

The degree to which you plan your journey is perhaps a matter of temperament;

some people gaily leaving things to chance and others planning everything to the

last detail. But if you have a serious disability it is obviously fairer to let the other

end know about it and have the opportunity of making appropriate arrangements.

Many very severely disabled people do travel on holiday and have a wonderful time.

So, finally, book your passage, arrange your help and sit back and enjoy yourself.

Even if everything goes wrong it will be something to talk about all winter! And

there is always the next time.

P 8'. 0 Lines Ltd., Beaufort House, St. Botolph Street, London, EC3A 7X.

Royal Mail Lines, 10 Haymarket, London S.W.1.

Union-Castle Line, Rotherwick House, 19—21 Old Bond Street, London W1X 4AN.

"Holidays for the Physically Handicapped", 5/- post free, from Central Council for

the Disabled, 34 Eccleston Square, London SW1. The 1971 edition gives information

about different types of holidays in Britain for varying degrees of disability.

Accommodation headings include Specially Designed, Limited Personal Help, Night

Attention, etc. It also includes ordinary hotels and guest houses who are able and

willing to receive various kinds of disability.

Association des Paralysés de France, 27 Avenue Mozart, Paris 16e, has lists of

hotels in France, and a few in other countries, with ground—floor bedrooms and/or

lifts. It also includes a specimen letter to send to the hotel, which saves a lot of

scrabbling in the dictionary. Frs. 2.60 (send International Money Order).

Swiss Hotel Guide for the Disabled, from the Swiss Invalid Association,

Froburgstrasse 4, 4600 Olten. It has been compiled in co-operation with the Swiss

Hotel Association, and lists three categories of disabled people: wheelchair users.

those severely handicapped and those only slightly so. Details of Swiss Spas

associated with particular ailments are also given.

If not, why not compile one? To date there are about 76 guides to British cities

and towns either completed or in progress—probably more. Britain is giving a lead

to a number of overseas countries who are compiling guides for the disabled based

on our guide-making manual and survey forms.

The October issue of The Nutshell (magazine of the St. Giles Association, Cape

Town) gives news of an accessibility campaign to increase public awareness of the

problems of the disabled. particularly those in wheelchairs. It is hoped to influence

architects and planners in their future designs, and to improve access into existing

public buildings. Cape Town for the Disabled will give the facts about present access

into shops, theatres, restaurants, etc. and other information of interest to the

disabled.

In this country Freda Bruce Lockhart's London for the Disabled started the ball

rolling, and her researcher, Sheena Steel received many enquiries from groups and

individuals wishing to compile guides. For many months Miss Steel gave a great

deal of time, in a purely voluntary capacity, to visiting groups and advising them on

the project. She felt there would be a great advantage in having more or less

uniform guides, with similar information, because then people would know what to

expect from them and printing costs would be less. Birmingham for the Disabled

was the first in the series of national guides.

There are now three ways of publishing guides. (a) In the National Series, (b) the

same, but including advertisements presold by the group, and (c) independently.

Information about costs, with many helpful pamphlets and survey forms may be had

from Miss Shirley Smith, the Guides Co-ordinator, Access for the Disabled, 34

Eccleston Square, London, S.W.1.

Accessibility Guides have been compiled by groups and individuals: the former

should of course include some disabled members. Birmingham for the Disabled was

compiled from Greenacres Cheshire Home, and proved a fascinating undertaking,

involving visiting local places of interest and entertainment. Some able-bodied

helpers are useful—and one or two drivers interested in the project essential.   



 

  

cTRAVEL FOR

‘THE

SEVEREL‘Y

CDISABLED

At least one stage of any

journey by rail, sea or air

involves a journey by road.

For the severely disabled,

therefore, travelling on

business or pleasure is

impossible if you can’t get in

and out of a road vehicle. The

following is a guide

(compiled by the JOINT

COMMITTEE OF MOBILITY

FOR THE DISABLED), to

how this may be

accomplished.

'Severely disabled' covers a wide spectrum, but here it is defined precisely:

those disabled who are permanently confined to a wheelchair and who are unable

to drive themselves, but have the use of a vehicle in which they can be driven as

passengers.

Man-handling in and out of a car may sometimes be dangerous to both lifter and

lifted. There are three other main ways of getting in: by sliding board, by

mechanical hoist and by travelling complete with chair in a specially converted I

vehicle,
I

1 You can use a wooden sliding-board (usually made at home), with or without

the help of a roof-mounted handgrip to bridge the gap between the wheelchair I

and the passenger seat. Car seats can be adapted to rotate in position, to telescope

sideways on runners and to rotate through 90° in the extended position. Such

individual adaptations are expensive, but the sliding-board and handgrip method I

is the cheapest and simplest one for those with the physical ability to manage it. l

2 Mechanical hoists can be mounted semi—permanently on the roof, inside the car

or as a mobile piece of equipment. Roof hoists can be fitted without any

modification of the car, and like roof racks be easily transferred to another car.

Mobile hoists have the disadvantage that they must be dismantled and packed ,

up for use at the other end of the journey and most are too cumbersome for this. l

3 You can enter a vehicle in your wheelchair, and remain in it while travelling.

Various cars have been adapted for this, but only a few coachbuilders will undertake

the work. It can involve raising the roof and lowering the floor and provision

must be made for locking the wheelchair in position inside. Commercial vans i

may already have enough head-room, but would normally need a lift or special

ramp to raise the wheelchair to the greater height of these vehicles.

No grants or tax concessions are available at the moment to those too disabled

to drive themselves (though the service disabled are given cars). However, it

is worth remembering that exemption from purchase tax is possible when the

van is used exclusively for carrying disabled people. It can then become an

’ambulance’ and may be designated as such.

Ancillary Equipment

1 Passenger Seat Adaptations. A revolving car seat, which allows you to sit

sideways with legs outside the car, and then be revolved into the normal sitting

position inside, is made by Medico Therapeutics Ltd., 44 Connaught Gardens.

Palmers Green, London N13. The Invacar Sliding Seat, which slides sideways to

the door of an invalid tricycle could be adapted for other vehicles, Peter L. Home,

Hodec Engineering Ltd., Pecol Works, Byfleet, Surrey, will consider making or

adapting car seats for individual needs.

2 Seat Pads. Those who can‘t even slightly change their sitting position may need

special pads for |ong»term sitting. The simplest are Sheepskins, obtainable from

E. & R. Garroulds Ltd., 9 Hardwicks Way, London SW18. (Price example, cut pads

2 in by 12 in—25/-) and Macarthys Ltd., Seymer Road, Romford, Essex. (Price

range from £6 to £10).

The Talley Alternating Pressure Pad. Talley Surgical Instruments Ltd., 47

Theobald Street, Borehamwood, Herts., is an extremely effective pneumatic ‘

cushion, in which 9 tubes are inflated in sequence. The pad can be placed on any

seat, and is powered by an electrically driven air pump, with a nickel-cadium dry

rechargeable battery. The battery, recharging unit motor, pump and sequence

control are in a compact portable cylinder (weighing 6 lbs), which can be slung

on the back of a wheelchair or beside any seat. The outfit costs E37 105. 0d. and

is on hire, and can be obtained from the National Health Service.

The Stryker Flotation Pad is filled with 'Spencegel', a substance said to resemble

and behave as a second layer of body fat, which spreads the sitting load. It costs

£114, and can be had from Down Brothers and Meyer & Phelps Ltd., Church Path,

Mitcham, Surrey, CR4 3UE, the agents for the American company.

Lumbak is not a seat but a back support, which can be fitted over the back of any

car seat, without altering the seat, Adjustable side pads provide comfortable

 



support for the lower spine, and prevent the sideways sway of passenger or

driver. Manufactured by Lumbak 8: C0,, Jiggs Lane, Bracknell, Berks at £6 Gs. 0d.

Slings and Hooks may be attached to the inside roof or outside roof gutter of the

car as self-help handgrips for swinging from wheelchair to passenger seat with

or without the aid of a sliding-board. Detachable metal gutter hooks are obtainable

from Zimmer Orthopaedic Ltd., Bridgend, Glam, or J. & A. Carters Ltd., 65 Wigmore

Street, London W1. Price 12/6.

When bought, cars could be fitted with these handles, and a handle above the

glove compartment is standard to the Volkswagon 'Beetle' saloons.

Car Hoists & other Wheelchair/Car Transfer Devices

One light Portable attendant-operated Hoist is the Hoyer Travel Lifter, which can

be easily dismantled for carrying in a car boot. it has a hydraulic pump, is entirely

independent of the car, and can be used both outdoors and indoors at the end of

a journey. It is suitable for the occasional visit or holiday, but the work involved

in assembling and dismantling it make it less suitable for everyday use than the

roof-mounted hoists. The British agents are John Bell & Croyden Ltd., 50—54

Wigmore Street, London W1, and the price £110.

The Hoyer Kartop Hoist also has a hydraulic pump, and allOWS a person to be

picked up in slings from a wheelchair and placed in the car seat by an

attendant. There is a range of movement backwards and forwards both inside and

outside the car. A 5 ft woman can easily load a 6 ft man to and from a car of any

size! There are two models of the hoist available: for a 45—53 in car-roof width and

a 53—62 in width; both at £168. (Address as above).

The Burvill Electric Hoist is similar to the above, but is driven electrically from the

car battery, and has slightly less range of movement. It is made by S. Burvill & Son,

Halfway, 143 Hersham Road, Walton—on-Thames, Surrey, at £92 105. 0d. Spreader

bar 15/- extra.

The lnva-Lift is a combined wheelchair/lift unit. The special passenger seat revolves

and swings right out from the inside of the car, and then can be released from its

hydraulic lifting device on to its own wheels for use as a wheelchair. The unit is

still being developed, but a licence to develop it in the UK has been awarded.

(Egerham Hospital Equipment Ltd., c/o Paul Bates, The Coppice, Tower Hill,

Horsham, Sussex).

The prototype of a transfer device similar to Inva-Lift, but operated by a hand—jack

and designed for the disabled driver, has been developed by Air-Log Ltd. it could

be adapted for use by a disabled passenger. The company cannot consider developing

this further until a reasonable large market for it is assured, but the device, fitted to a

Mini, may be inspected at their factory. (Air-Log Ltd., North Lane, Aldershot, Hants.).

Two other electric hoists are run off the car battery and mounted inside car. Both

American, Automolift provides powered movement in all directions, and a disabled

driver can load himself: Wolfe Self»0perated Auto Lifter is similar in concept but

costs much less. The Swiss Carseat—Wheelchair lifts the chair and occupant bodily

into the car, and the hydraulic lift can be operated by hand or electronically from the

car battery.

Car and Van Conversions

All of these allow a disabled passenger to enter the van or car in a wheelchair by a

ramp or lift and to remain in the wheelchair during travel. Some of the companies

noted below will consider converting other makes of car or van as new models

become available. In addition to the conversions other vans (the Volkswagen

Microbus or Renault ’Estafette' for instance) can be converted to carry passengers in

wheelchairs by the addition of a suitable locking device for the wheelchair, with or

without a ramp or lift.

None of the prices quoted below includes the normal charges associated with a new

vehicle fit for the road—delivery charges, seat belts, licence plates etc. As the cost

of conversion is usually included with the cost of the basic vehicle and the latter can

vary from supplier to supplier, buyers are advised to get a written detailed quotation

before deciding to buy from a particular company.
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Modern Vehicle Constructions Ltd., Commercial Road, Reading, Berks. (about £400, I

conversion only). Tower Coach Works, Kew Foot Road, Richmond, Surrey (about I ‘

£400—E500, conversion only). Brook End Motors & Engineering Co. Ltd., Weston l

Turville, Bucks. This company produces the ‘Stoke Mandeville Mini—Ambulance', and I ‘

offers upper windscreen wipers and rear heater as extras. (about £400, conversion

only). Avon Motors (Salisbury) Ltd., Rampart Road, Salisbury, Wilts. This company I

offers as optional extra a hydraulic lift mounted inside the vehicle to lift the disabled

person for toilet purposes. (£800 complete, lift £23 105. extra).

Mini Pick-up Conversions: R. W. Osborne & Sons Ltd., Station Road, Saffron

Waldron, Essex. (about £250, conversion only). I

Bedford Van Conversions: Martin Walter Ltd., Dormobile Works, Tile Kiln Lane, ‘

Folkestone, Kent. This conversion includes a Burtonwood tail lift (£264 fitted) by

Burtonwood Mechanical Handling Co. Ltd., Bessemer Road, Welwyn Garden City,

Herts.

Ramps

Mr. Biddle of J. B. Engineering Company, 29 Hillcrest Road, Romsley, Birmingham,

will make special lightweight aluminium-alloy ramps or channels. The length depends

on the floor height of the vehicle, and the steepness of the incline, so price is

individually negotiated.

H. C. Slingsby Ltd., 89 Kingsway, London WC2, produces a range of industrial ramps.

Wheelchair Retaining Locks

Suitable locks are included in the conversions, but the following may be bought

separately to retain a wheelchair in place in any vehicle. Quick/oak: C. N. Unwin Ltd.,

Adam Peak Works, near Yeovil, Somerset. Ratchet: Rootes Ltd., Mill Street,

Maidstone, Kent.

All prices quoted are approximate, and may no longer be correct. Additional

information may be obtained from Mrs. J. M. King, the Information Officer,

Information Service for the Disabled, Vincent House, Vincent Square, London S.W.1,

and from EQUIPMENT FOR THE DISABLED (an index in four volumes), from the

manufacturers and from N.H.S. Rehabilitation Centres.

 

Your Caister Holiday

 

Help for Disabled

Photographers
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This year HOLIDAYS FOR THE DISABLED have arranged their week at Caister-on»

Sea Holiday Camp, Great Yarmouth from 30th April to 7th May 1971. The cost is

now £9 53. for adults and £4103. for children under 13. There is no age limit, and

both physically disabled people and members of their family may come.

Organised groups should bring their own helpers, but there will be experienced

voluntary helpers to look after individuals and very small groups unable to provide

their own escorts.

Programmes of outings and entertainments are arranged, and further details may be

had from the Hon. Secretary, Miss Muriel Cowell, 224 Ada Court, 10/16 Maida

Vale, London, W9 1TE.

(from the Royal Photographic Society's Journal)

Residents at the Star and Garter Home at Richmond up Thames who are members

of Ham Photographic Club are trying to design a special camera for seriously

disabled photographers without the use of their hands. An idea has been

developed for supporting a camera at eye-level for wheelchair users, but the

adaptation of the camera controls presented a problem. The Club would be grateful

for ideas for cheap means of control, such as, for example, a Bowden cable device

coupled to a control panel that could be fitted to a wheelchair.

Any suggestions should be sent to Sir George Pollock, Bt., M.A., F.R.P.S., The Studio,

Netherwood, Broomfield Park, Westcott, Nr. Dorking, Surrey.



ETTING

ROUND BY

CTRAININA

WHEEL-

CHAIR

by M. F. Dillon

Last September I decided to go and

see my friends instead of sitting

back and letting them come to see

me. so promptly got in touch with

my doctor in Bundoran who just as

promptly sent a notification to the

Airport at Belfast of my intention to

travel and stating that I did not

need attention on the flight.

(Reproduced from PUSH)

After a smooth flight we touched down in the Isle of Man to let off some passengers

and take on others—then off again—to Speke Airport, Liverpool where l was met by

a friend with a taxi and driven twenty miles or so to her home in Hightown.

Fortunately her house is a semi-bungalow so there were not many problems there

and the garden being large and varied was still beautiful and as the weather had not

yet settled into winter I could sit out quite a bit.

In early December I decided to go to Otley in Yorkshire and as that route at that time

of the year can be suddenly blocked by snow drifts I would not permit my friends

either to take me there or come for me but instead contacted the Station Manager at

Lime Street Station, Liverpool by telephone and at my request he sent me a permit

to travel in the guards van on the day and at the time I stated. Again my friend

accompanied me by taxi to the station where I was met by a porter and with the aid

of another porter hoisted me into the guards van, where the guard took over and

wheeled me to the window where l could look out at the passing countryside and let

my imagination run riot as it always does when travelling. Papers and magazines, as

far as I am concerned, are a dead loss on a journey. The guard even offered to bring

me tea and biscuits which I declined—owing to my state of health I thought it wiser

not to indulge.

After two comfortable hours in a fast train I arrived at Leeds and was met by a

friend who drove me and my equipment the miles to Otley where I stayed for two

weeks returning then to Hightown by the same means. I spent Christmas with my

friend and her family and as the winter was not too cold I lingered on. Early March at

my Otley friend's insistence I repeated the trip in the same manner but this time after

two weeks there I went to Bangor, North Wales which journey took from 10.00 am

to 5.0 pm—again in the guards van but this time I had to change trains at Chester.

Here I was met by a porter who wheeled me to the waiting room and then returned

to take me to the Bangor train where the guard told me that he was on the look out

for me. Again after a comfortable journey, I was met by a taxi at Bangor station, the

driver of which taxi gave me every possible assistance (my friend who is a health

visitor could not meet me as she was on her rounds). I stayed with my friend for

two weeks after which (though her Mother was over 80 and in indifferent health)

she drove me the 90 miles to an hotel near Speke where l was to meet my Hightown

friend and where we were going to stay overnight prior to flying to Dublin on the

morrow.

0n arriving at the Hotel we could see no Sign of my friend but a message had been

telephoned saying that she had been taken suddenly in and could not make it. As my

friend from Bangor had to get back to her Mother I had to spend the night in the

hotel on my own, but everything went smoothly as the hotel staff were most

considerate and helpful and gave me every possible assistance. They ordered a taxi

to take me to the Airport in time to get the plane for Dublin. Being in a wheelchair I

had to be at the Airport half an hour ahead of other passengers. Again I had the same

care as on the outward journey and so arrived in Dublin where I was met by one of

the Wheelchair Association social workers who took me to a hotel where I stayed

for a week and finally the same Social Worker drove me and my belongings to Cavan

town where I stayed till I took up residence in Dublin.

All in all i spent seven months going hither and thither but as at that time I had no

permanent residence, I thought the time well spent in getting as far as possible. Also

I have a host of good friends and relatives who have been only too happy to help me

where possible. To the personnel of British Railways and that of Belfast, Liverpool

and Dublin I owe a deep debt of gratitude for their kindness to me while on my

travels.

I now have time to ponder on the fundamental kindness of all people yOung and' old.
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“WHEELS

cWITHIN

‘WHEELS

by R. Wilding

Boarding Josephine on the Yorkshire

moors.
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We arrived at the idea of a caravanning holiday by process of elimination. It wasn't

safe to trust to second-hand reports about hotels accessible to wheelchairs, for often

people failed to notice the odd step or queerly angled entrance to the lavatory. In

any case, with two young children and a housekeeper in the party hotels were too

expensive. For some years we had rented a cottage in Cornwall, but now the

children were bored with sand—castles and demanded something more ambitious.

Why couldn't we go somewhere different?

So we could, I said, if we could take the house with us. Even then we didn't at once

think of a caravan. But it answered all our requirements. It was a compact home

which we could adapt where necessary and which would provide us with mobility

and privacy. Like any important discovery it seemed so obvious that we couldn't

imagine why we hadn't thought of it before.

The first problem was choosing the most suitable caravan. This wasn't so enormous

a task as might be supposed, for although there was a great variety of caravans there

were only two with doors wide enough to admit my wheelchair. We narrowed the

choice again after inspecting those two, for in one of them the bed folded up to the

wall by means of a press button, and the children's extreme interest in this gadget

alarmed us. We chose the other, a large rectangular caravan painted grey with a

maroon stripe, and called her Josephine.

Josephine was old-fashioned and slow—no stream-lining about her—but she was

roomy. Before the children took to tents we slept five in her, and there was space

for me to sit inside in my wheelchair. One agreeable fact about caravans is that you

are able to get right into the middle of the country and enjoy it all around you. In a

remote area like the north of Scotland you can do this without being a nuisance to

anybody, and to a disabled person who must be static for long periods this is much

nicer than being cooped up in a house.

For our trial trip we decided to go to north-west Scotland. We loaded Josephine and

set out. She was a heavy lumbering carthorse of a vehicle, but somehow safe and

reassuring. We plodded piacidly up the northern roads and crossed the border at

Gretna Green.

I was surprised how excited I felt. It wasn't as though it was much of a border: only

a sign announcing 'Scotland' and a rather dull road leading to Gretna, one of the least

romantic towns in the world. There was a number of flashy cafés and gift shops and

long~distance lorries rumbled noisily through the streets.

We spent the first night at 'Bruce’s Cave' Camping Site: the ’actual' cave being there

high in the cliff above the water. (The children claimed to have seen a spider in it.)

We camped the next night beside Loch Lomond, arriving in a technicolor sunset to

the sound of lapping waves, where even in August there wasn‘t another human being

in sight. The next day we saw Ben Nevis—or would have done if it hadn't been
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Josephine in a Spanish Olive Grove.

 

hidden in the mist—and took the Road to the Isles.

At the time the road was still single-track—a lovely road which merged into the

heather, but from the point of view of caravans, hazardous, for meeting another

vehicle might mean backing to the last 'parking space'. This applied to any sort of

car, of course, but backing a caravan, especially Josephine, is a tricky operation.

Fortunately we had an agile friend with us, who went ahead warning all comers of

our approach. We stayed a week at tiny Morar, which has white glistening sands and

a clean sparkling sea. It also has the shortest river in Scotland and the deepest loch,

containing (some say) a female relation of the better known Loch Ness Monster.

The holiday was so successful—everything had proved simpler than we anticipated—

that we decided to go abroad next year. Our first cross—Channel steamer really felt

like a boat. I reached the upper deck by motor-cycle hoist. People stood about in

huddled little groups, like emigrants to the antipodes, and when the wind blew we

all rocked. I could have wished my brakes a little more reliable, but it was

exhilarating with the waves only a few feet away and the sea-gulls screaming over

our heads.

The newer ferries such as the French 'La Compienne' lacked such crudities as motor-

cycle hoists or decks where the cars stood in the open. All cars and caravans in them

were stored tidily in the hold, to be collected and driven off afterwards. This was

fine, but the only way 'upstairs' was by two long flights of steps. Before I had time

to wonder how on earth I was going to manage I was seized by four brawny French

sailors in blue berets with red pom-poms. In the moment of crisis my French

deserted me, and it was a crisis as they were tilting the chair the wrong way and l

was in imminent danger of sliding out. However, such was the speed of our ascent

that l was safely up and in the saloon drinking Dubonnet while the rest of the family

was agitatedly searching for me below.

The comparative lack of traffic on the Continent was a relief, but away from motor-

ways the road surface was often uneven, sometimes of cobble. Josephine‘s moment

of truth came at a so-called ‘level' crossing in Italy. As we passed over it we heard a

loud thud, and then Josephine shuddered to a halt. Shuddering too we inspected the

damage: one broken spring.

We had just been leaving Cuneo, a small town on the way to the Italian Riviera. It

seemed unlikely that we would be able to get a new spring there, but before we had

time to despair we were surrounded by a large crowd of people, dogs and hens.

Because of the noise and our inadequate Italian we couldn't make sense of the varied

solutions being offered us. So in the end a man jumped on his motor-bike and

beckoned us to follow. He led us to a workshop where bullock-carts were made, and

it was agreed that a cart spring should be made for Josephine. It would take two

days, and meanwhile of course we should have to remain in Cuneo.   



 

 

We spent the days in leisurely fashion in a field beside an AGIP petrol station, which

contained everything for 'Le Camping’—sma|l shop, café and bar and marble-floored

bungalow with hot and cold showers. The weather was glorious, and I took great

pleasure in sitting among the orange trees and watching a green lizard run along the

wall. It was a picture I often called to mind in the long winters to come.

The bullock-cart spring worked very well, and Josephine trundled on without mishap.

Our next drama did not concern her. We were in Paris, where one of the chief

delights is sitting at a pavement café watching people go by. The camping site in the

Bois de Boulogne was crowded but very convenient for the centre, where caravans

aren't allowed. The children naturally wished to go up the Eiffel Tower, and a

wheelchair is no obstacle to this for there are lifts connecting all stages.

We duly admired the view from the top and noted the curious fact that the tower

was rusty red instead of grey as somehow you would have expected. One of us went

in search of the ladies’ room and returned to say that she had been refused admission

because it was ‘on fire'. Some strange idiom, we assumed, and prepared to descend.

We went down one stage. There, waiting patiently to come up and bristling with

helmets, hatchets and hoses, stood half a dozen firemen. We eyed them thoughtfully

and continued down. At the foot of the tower were three fire-engines, two police cars

and a sizeable crowd staring upwards to where a thin puff of smoke could be seen

dissolving into the sky.

Well, we've never heard that the Eiffel Tower was burnt down, so presumably it's

still there. For our next holiday we had a newer and more stream-lined caravan. It

was lighter and much easier to manoeuvre: a great improvement on square old

Josephine. But oddly we missed her. We never thought of naming her successor, and

no doubt there's a moral there if I could think what it was!

 

Casa des Bicos, Lisbon (By courtesy of Portuguese State Office).
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‘ “PORTU-

CHOLIDAY

by Diana Thomas

Mrs. Thomas is the

Secretary at Greathouse,

and recently spent some

of her holiday at Lar da Boa

Vontade, the Portuguese

Cheshire Home, introduced

by Mr. Alan Moysey-Adams.

The contact was Irene

Baptista Pereira, who spent

three months at Greathouse

three years ago, and the

holiday came through an

exchange of tapes between

Greathouse and the Lar.

My husband and I spent some six days of our 16-day holiday visiting the Lar and

happy days they were for both of us. My husband was a great help with wheelchairs

and lifting, etc.! It was, of course, a very great pleasure to renew close contact with

Irene, a talented and lovable girl, and so very nice to meet the other girls—Lucia,

Ermelinda, Carminda, Julia, Lilias, Carolina, Gilberta (who was in hospital recovering

from a leg operation, but who was brought by ambulance to the Lar for a day to

meet us and join in the fun) and Albertina. Albertina has been bedridden for some

24 years, but still smiles and retains a lively interest in all that is happening. Donna

Arlitt Silva, the Home’s House Mother, and Angelica, the maid, make up the Home's

total number of occupants.

We stayed with Mrs. Joyce Hicks, in San Pedro do Estoril, one of the ladies who

has helped and encouraged Irene with her English, which she now speaks very well

indeed. She has, in fact, just passed an external Cambridge examination in English

which she sat for in Lisbon.

The Lar is a single storey building with cellars beneath and a small yard, and is

situated on a very busy street in Oeiras, known as Rua Candida dos Reis. The home

is spotless and very welcoming, but not without its drawbacks structurally. The

Committee have actually been allocated a site (which we visited with Irene), and

when the Home is built is should command a view of the Tagus and Ponte Salazar).

They only need the capital in order to start building—where have I heard this cry

before?

In Portugal the Government doesn't help in any way to finance the Home—which

was given originally by the Misericordia (the largest charity organisation in Portugal

—on a par with the Red Cross) who do undertake to make good any structural faults,

defects, etc. Apart from this, the hard-working Committee members, their wives,

husbands and friends, supply the money.

ln a smaller way, so do the residents by their industrious work—mainly needlework.

lrene does statistical work for l.C.|. and the escudos earned by her, with the

exception of 20 per cent which she keeps, is handed to the Funds. When the new

Home is built it will accommodate men too in a separate wing, and will therefore

be similar to a UK. home.

We were showered with kindness and affection by the girls, and everyone we met

there. Donna Arlitt gave us sardine salad one day for lunch—have you ever tasted

sardines cooked over a charcoal fire? Delicious.

Even the language did not create any serious difficulty, as lrene was a wonderful

interpreter and eventually one does manage to speak a little Portuguese. Irene was

also a patient teacher!

Not least among our memories were two trips organised by the Chairman of the

House Committee, Mrs. Joan Scott, the first when all the residents were taken to

Mrs. Scott's home to swim (those who were able). Albertina came too in an

ambulance. The second involved just five of us—lrene, Mrs. Scott, Mrs. Hicks and

my husband and me. On that day we visited Estoril, CasCais and on up the coast

until we felt hungry, so climbed into the mountains in Mrs. Scott’s Mini to lunch

opposite the Pena Palace, Sintra, well known beauty spot known as the Balmoral of

Portugal.

We took a cinefilm of the day-to-day happenings, etc. at the Lar for Mr. Reg Coates,

and, if successful, I very much hope that some of you will be able to see it.

All in all, a holiday we shall never forget, and would very much like to repeat.

Meanwhile, we hope to welcome Irene in 1971 to Greathouse.
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OBERAMM-

ERGAU:

A DREAM

COME TRUE

by Phyllis B. Abrams

One day in Spring, 1969, l was talking to Mrs. Rumbold (Matron) about the Passion

Play at Oberammergau which was being performed from May to September 1970.

I told her of my secret dream to see the play for myself and she said 'I would love

to see it as well.’ So we both decided to investigate the possibility of arranging

this visit.

During the summer months we browsed through numerous brochures, and finally

booked with Cooks to start our holiday on June 9th 1970. We chose a 15~day

holiday, 13 days to be spent at lglis in Austria and 2 days at Oberammergau, the

maximum time allowed for a visit during the season of performances.

The great day came and my son drove us to Gatwick. On arrival our luggage was ‘

weighed and we were shown into a spacious lounge. We had a cool drink each and

bought some duty-free cigarettes at the very nice shop (no queue!) The flight was

called, and two personnel appeared, one pushing a small carrying chair. They told

Mrs. Rumbold to join the other people on our chartered flight, then proceeded to

push me to the plane, which was a BUA BAC 111 jet. My uniformed escort

looked at me and then looked at the carrying chair. He then asked if I minded his

carrying me in his arms up the steps into my seat. I assured him that l was quite

happy to leave it in his very capable hands! and in a few seconds or so I was in my

seat. About ten minutes later Mrs. Rumbold joined me.

At five minutes past three the plane took off, and before long the stewardess was

serving us a most delicious tea. The flight was very smooth and it seemed no time

before we began to lose height and we touched down at Munich. l was asked to

stay in my seat until the other passengers had left the plane.

A few minutes later the white-coated officials appeared. They put me into a very

upright wheelchair, strapped me in tightly and carried me off the plane into the

ambulance. I was then driven to the airport buildings and lifted into my own chair.

After being reunited with Mrs. Rumbold a Cook's courier came towards us: she

was very attractive and introduced herself as lone. She pushed me to a coach and

 

 

 

Cheshire Foundation

Service Corps

Next intake of Students, April 17th 1971. Professional training

given in all aspects of care for the disabled. Applicants
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service in a Cheshire Home. Apply now to Administrator,

The Service Corps, The Study Centre, Le Court, Liss, Hants.

  
 



Distant View of Oberammergau. (By

courtesy of Verkehrsamt der

Gemeinde, Oberammergau.)

two gentlemen carried me up the steps and into a seat. We had a three-hour drive

through beautiful countryside, finally reaching our hotel about nine o’clock and were

served with a four-course meal, after which we were ready for bed.

Our stay in Austria simply flew by, Everyone at the hotel was so kind and friendly,

and the food and service were excellent, Nothing was too much trouble and we

were treated like royalty.

We went for long walks and other guests accompanied us on several occasions,

helping to push me up mountain paths, One day a party of us went to the top of a

mountain in a cable car and—shall l ever live it down?—-they only charged me

half—fare because I was in a push chair!

We also booked for several coach trips visiting Saltzburg, the Dolomites, Four lakes

and a tour of Innsbruck. These excursions were very well organised and we saw

some wonderful scenery. I even attended my first football match in Austria. The

staff of our hotel had a very good football team and played matches with the staff

of other hotels. One afternoon the Head Waiter asked us if we would like to go and

give his team a little support. We thought this might be fun and said we would love

to go and watch. We were all driven in the staff's cars to a village about three miles

away and watched our team win 14—nil.

All too soon our Austrian trip was over and on Sunday the 21st June we were on

our way by coach to Oberammergau. On arrival we were met by a team of small

boys with very long hair, grown especially for the play, pushing barrows. We were

divided into groups, and allocated a small boy, who put the luggage into his barrow

and asked us to follow him. Then we were introduced to our hosts, an elderly

couple who were really charming. They showed us to our room, which was on the

ground floor and next door to a toilet. We were given bed and breakfast at this

house and our other meals were taken at a hotel opposite.

On Monday morning we were called very early as the play began at 8.30 am. The

theatre was some distance away so We had ordered a taxi. On arrival l was pushed

by an attendant into a space by the centre aisle and had a marvellous view of the
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The Passion Play 1970

Christ with the Cross.

 

stage. The morning performance lasted three hours, and then we had a two-hour

lunch break. The afternoon brought the climax of the play, the Crucifixion, and the

whole was open to the elements. The play was most impressive and very well

actede-Judas, particularly, was superb. The singing and music sounded really

wonderful; and the beautifully presented tableaux were very moving. The afternoon

performance finished at 4.30 pm.

After our evening meal we toured the shopping area where every other shop was

full of beautiful wood carvings. We bought a few small souvenirs, had a drink at

one of the numerous outdoor cafes and returned to our lodgings to have an early

bedtime in readiness for our journey home.

The next day after a two-hour coach trip we arrived in Munich, had lunch, and did

our last bit of shopping before returning to the airport. All too soon we landed at

Gatwick where we were met by Mrs. Grimes, our Secretary, who drove us back to

Le Court.

It was a holiday I shall remember all my life, when my dream came true.

This year’s Play had 102 performances; with an average of 5,200 people at each.

They came from 116 nations, including East Germany, Russia and Bulgaria. Most

came from Britain, followed by the United States.

Verkehrsamt der Gemeinde, Oberammergau (the Tourist Office), say that never in

the whole history of the Play have they met with so many difficulties as in 1970.

There was a bad Press and TV. (accusations of anti-semitism) increase of some

group-rates across the Atlantic, hi-jacking scares, devaluations, floods . . . even so,

in the end the attendance was greater than in 1960. There was one real advantage:

the Passion Play was the only major event in Europe in 1970.

It is interesting to note that a quarter of the visitors were under thirty, and that

most people did not understand German.

ln all 1700 people took part, 300 of them working behind the scenes. You have to

have lived in Oberammergau at least 20 years to be allowed on the stage, except

for the children, who may act immediately they are registered in the local school.

Now the cast have returned to their normal jobs; Helmut Fischer (Christ) is a

lawyer, though his understudy, who also plays Thomas, is a carpenter. There are

several wood-carvers among the main actors and Martin Magold (Pilate) is a guide.

Oberammergau is also a well-known winter and summer sports centre, with long

distance ski-slopes, skating and curling. In the Autumn it will become a Spa, with a

new modern clinic in the mountains.

(Information and photographs of Oberammergau by courtesy of Verkehrsamt der

Gemeinde, Oberammergau).
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Then David Martin of Le Court wants to hear about it. David is gathering together

a number of tapes to form a TAPE RECORDING LIBRARY, on all subjects relating

to Cheshire Homes; i.e. their foundation, ’teething troubles', etc.. any speeches

made by 6/0, Support Groups, Fund—raising—or even a short talk on 'How I Came

to be in a Cheshire Home'. Tapes may be of any speed, but he would prefer single

rather than multi—track tapes.

Matter may be controversial; any contribution is welcomed. It may not be used,

but will be acknowledged, and the original tape returned to the contributor.

As the scheme has only just started the amount of material available for loan is

limited and the list of titles not yet complete. It is not intended to make a profit,

but as the cost of setting up a library is fairly high there must be a minimum fee in

order to purchase and replace sundry items of equipment. Tapes will be lent both

to members of the Foundation and to the general public.

Tapes and enquiries to David Martin, Le Court, Liss, Hants.



I CHOLIDAY

‘ MARRA-

' KESH

by R. Norman Whiteley

11‘L
For a number of years people have tried to persuade me to go on holiday, but the

thought of taking so much luggage and medical supplies made me refuse. However,

last January I was taken ill with pneumonia, which left me very weak. Again it was

suggested that I had a holiday, and realising that I needed to get away I agreed. The

places proposed were Majorca, Tangier and finally Marrakesh. I decided on

Marrakesh because of the Cheshire Home there and the fact that there were two

English girls working there, and also an English lady on the Committee.

The date of departure from London was 7th March, and l arrived at Heathrow in

the afternoon accompanied by Pauline, who was to look after me in Marrakesh.

It was a brilliant sunny day and once airborne we could see the whole of the

south of England going down towards the coast. Soon we were over France.

Some 3% hours later and after a very nice dinner we came in to land at Casablanca.

In the setting sun the view was magnificent, but by the time we landed it was

almost too dark to see anything. Everyone was asked to leave while they changed

crew and cleaned and refuelled the plane. However, they allowed Pauline and me

to stay on board. 40 minutes later we took off again for a 35-minute flight to

Marrakesh.

The sky was clear but we couldn't see anything until we landed at Marrakesh

aerodrome, about seven miles outside the city.

I was taken out of the plane in the arms of a Moroccan, who carried we down the

steps very well. Then I was wheeled towards the Customs Office. But before

reaching it I was met by Albert, who had been asked to arrange our transport

to the Hotel de Foucauld.

Albert spoke very little English and I spoke no French! He had an ambulance with

him into which I was put, much to the consternation of an airport policeman who

kept insisting that I go through Customs. In the meantime Pauline had been taken to

Customs, and she was having great difficulty in explaining her possession of two

passports! Albert left me and went to Pauline's aid. Finally they let us have all our

luggage except for the medical supplies. Albert said he'd get them for us the next

morning as he'd a good friend in the Post Office. We at last arrived at the hotel at

9.15 pm, and l was carried upstairs to my room.

The first place we visited next day was the Cheshire Home, which was situated

about three minutes from the hotel and almost next to the Koutoubiya Mosque. You

entered the house through the small door cut in a larger, solid wooden door and

into a dark passage, noticeably cooler than the street. All the rooms were on

different levels—not ideal for wheelchairs.

There were about eleven little boys aged up to ten years who were cared for during

the week and who went home to relatives or friends at the weekend. Those who had

neither stayed in the Home. There they learnt how to look after themselves, and it

was hoped that when they were a few years older they could be taught a trade and

subsequently become self-sufficient. The latter part of their training however would

not be possible until funds were raised to build a proper workshop.

Marrakesh can be described as a city of the old world, nothing like any other place

I've seen or heard of. It's built on a flat plain 1,500 feet above sea level and

overlooking it are the Atlas Mountains. The city itself is in two pans; the old city.

which is known as the Medina: and the new town, built by the French. Our hotel

was in the old town, right in the shadow of the Koutoubiya Mosque, one of the

tallest buildings in Marrakesh. You can see the Mosque from almost any part of the

city; a very useful landmark when you get lost! The two parts of the city are joined

by the Avenue Mohammed V, each side of which is lined with orange trees. The old

city still retains most of its wall, many feet thick in parts with large gateways. The

hotel is in front of the Place Djemma El Fna, where in the midday heat everybody

gathers to sit in the shade of the palm trees.

The city has many fascinating ‘places’. The Market Square, where you can buy

almost anything. has storytellers, acrobats, dancers, musicians. snake charmers and

monkeys. The noise of the drums is nearly deafening at times. There are hundreds

of people in the Square, and often it seemed impossible to get through it, but we

found the Moroccan people very kind and friendly and always there was a little  



 

 

 
   

boy at hand to take you to see places of interest, for which you paid one or two

derhams (one derham is 1/8).

The markets are split up into sections, one called the Souk. There you can buy

materials for carpets, wooden and leather goods, brass and silverware. Always you

must bargain, and after you have been around a few times the traders get to know

you and treat you with great friendliness. In fact one day we were offered so much

mint tea at the various shops that we found it difficult to decline without offence!

From the Souk you go on to the Dye Market. There you can see the silks and wool

hanging out in yarns to dry in the sun. The brilliant splashes of colour are indescrib-

able. There are also shops selling metalware and leather goods. At one of the shops

we became very friendly with the proprietor, who was called Moulay. He was very

helpful in suggesting the right prices for us to pay.

As Marrakesh is completely flat the people go around on bicycles. Some have

engines mounted on the front wheels some on the back and some in the conventional

way above the pedals. it was quite common to see a motorised bike pulling two or

three push-bikes, with their owners all chattering away and seemingly not looking

where they were going! Other forms of transport include horse-drawn carriages,

which are hired at a very reasonable charge, and petite taxis similar to our mini—cabs.

They have a standard rate inside the old city of 1.50 derhams.

The children nearly all speak a little English, particularly the boys, who are eager

to show one round the city, and this way you probably see more of Marrakesh than

the average tourist. For instance, we were taken through back alleys where we saw

carpenters making cabinets, tables and small rosewood objects. We also saw the

place where wrought-iron is made into beautiful shapes out of long metal rods. It

looked very hard work, and the boys working the bellows pump to create the heat

looked absolutely exhausted.

Folk Dancers in the famous Place Diemma-el-Fna, opposite our hotel. (By courtesy of

the Moroccan National Tourist Office).



One day, when we were going through the Dye Market, our Guide asked us if we

would like to see a school for great scholars. It turned out to be the school for the

Koran, built in the 14th Century. The walls and ceilings were carved alabaster and

other ceilings carved cedar wood. In the courtyard was an oblong-shaped pool,

where the students washed before praying to Allah. All round the courtyard was

a second-floor balcony of cedar wood. We were shown a Roman bath presented

to one of the kings.

Most of our days were spent sleeping, eating and sight-seeing. As the temperature

was on average 85 degrees we spent a lot of time sitting in the Square or in the

hotel. The hotel staff were very good to us and any time I wanted to go up to my

room there was always someone willing to give us a hand. Salem, the hotel

manager, treated us like a brother and sister and introduced us to his father, a great

honour in Morocco. Unfortunately, in the middle of our stay he had a car accident

and his brother, Farouk, took over. He was just as friendly. He took us to see Salem

in hospital, and afterwards took Pauline and me home to meet his mother and the

rest of the family. We were told by Prue, at the Cheshire Home, that it is very rare

for Europeans to be taken into the home of a Moroccan family.

We were taken down many side streets until we came to a small door, and three

of four steps down into a courtyard, which was beautifully decorated with mosaics.

and had small trees and a fountain in the centre. Farouk told us that they lived in the

ground floor in summer and upstairs in the winter. We went through another small

door and up a flight of stairs, just wide enough for my wheelchair. Farouk and his

brothers, and Pauline, got me up the stairs, and once up it was all level. Farouk gave

his mother our best wishes from Salem. Pauline and l was introduced to his mother,

who was very pleased to see us, and also his brothers and sisters and other members

of the family. The main sitting-room had mosaic tiles and beautifully carved cedar

wood ceilings, and a couch the full length of the walls. We were given mint tea and

later on, coffee and cakes. The children spoke a little English, and asked lots of

questions which we tried to answer. After spending a very pleasant afternoon we

left feeling we had met a very nice family.

On St. Patrick's Night we gave a party and invited the friends we had made during

our stay. The highlight of the evening was when Pauline asked for Irish coffee: this

created great amusement, and Salem told the waiter to bring in the whiskey, cream

and coffee so that we could make it ourselves! After making the coffee we let the

waiters try it, and they thought the Irish were quite mad!

Albert, who came along too, invited Pauline and me to dinner the following evening.

He collected us in his car, and took us into the old part of the city to a point where

he couldn't get his car any further. We then got out and down a very narrow alley,

wondering where on earth we would end up. Albert came to a large solid doorway,

and opened the door.

This was the ‘Dahr es Salem', and at one time had been a palace. l was carried down

a beautiful marble staircase by four very strong Moroccans. At the bottom a young

lady in Berber costume took us to the main dining hall. Again the walls and ceilings

were carved, and there were couches running all round the walls in brilliant yellows,

blacks and golds.

We had a fantastic meal of pastella, a large puff-pastry sort of pancake stuffed with

chicken, olives, oranges and different spices. Afterwards we had chicken cooked in

wine and a bottle of wine with it. We didn't use a knife and fork, but ate in

traditional style with thumb and index finger—which could be painful when the

food was hot!

Throughout the evening we were entertained with Berber dancing. There were

many exotic dancers, and one dance I must try to describe. The young lady put a

large round tray and stand on her head. On the tray was a Moroccan teapot with a

number of glasses filled with water and four lighted candles placed between the

teapot and the glasses.

With this teriffic weight on her head she danced up and down the hall, keeping her

head quite still. At one point she got right down on her knees so that her face was

almost touching the floor, and then proceeded to turn her back, keeping the tray
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quite still. Then she turned over, face downwards, with the tray absolutely steady, ’

dragged herself a long way down the hall. This dance lasted several minutes, and at

the end the glasses still contained the water and the candles were all still alight.

After watching four or five different dancers it was getting late, and reluctantly we

had to leave, but with the thought of having seen something we would normally only

see on television.

L

One of Marrakesh's main exports is olives, and there are many large olive groves,

covering acres of ground. One day we decided to visit an olive grove near the city.

We left by one of the old gates, walked for some seven miles and arrived in a very

large grove. At one point we thought we were never going to get out of it, it was

so large! Olive trees can grow for years, and it was said that some were over 200

years old. But though they looked very gnarled and twisted they still bore fruit.

In the middle of the grove we came across an immense man-made lake, which was .

quite square. We were told that in years gone by the Bey would take his wives and

harem there in mid-summer to bathe. (The temperature can be 120 to 130 degrees

fahrenheit).

Soon it would be time for us to leave Marrakesh. The last three days went by

quickly, with our having to say goodbye to all the friends we had made and getting

all the baggage packed. Our journey back to England involved an early start, as we

had to be at the airport at 7.15 am. Albert drove us there in the car and helped

us through Customs, who wanted to know what had happened to all the drugs and

medical supplies l had brought in. After a little discussion l was able to convince

them that I had used them during my stay.

I was then wheeled out to the plane, a Super Caravelle, and to our surprise it had

the same crew which brought us from England to Casablanca. They were very

pleased to see us, but for this trip they were changing with a relief crew at

Casablanca.

The journey itself went by quickly, and at 1.35 pm. we landed on English soil, where

a car was waiting to bring us to Athol House. It was nice to hear English—speaking

people again, and the first person we spoke to was a cleaner boarding the plane; a

broad Cockney!

We brought home many happy memories, and the whole three weeks was an

experience we shall always treasure. It would not have been possible without the

help of Mrs. Wait, B.E.A., who organised the flight schedule, the Royal Air Maroc

who flew us out, and the Hotel de Foucauld. who made our stay so enjoyable.

Nowadays castaways are invited to select discs for their islands: six musical

antidotes to melancholy and the seagulls. No disc of the human voice would do—

imagine years of listening to 'White Christmas'! No, it must be music of a deeper

and more complex character, which couldn't be learned by heart like a tune, but

which you could ponder, Bach perhaps? Beethoven certainly. And some Mozart ._

to provide tranquillity.

Previously a castaway chose books: the Six Best Books in the world. He began

confidently with the Bible, Shakespeare, the Golden Treasury , , . and then

faltered. You could, of course, choose a book on boat-building or cooking from

Nature, but that was cheating. You would have to be careful. 'Lucky Jim‘ is a

funny novel, but might cease to seem so at the umpteenth time of reading. Again

you would be forced back to the classics; to a book which had proved its

capacity for crystallising emotion and experience in words, and thus illuminating

the human condition.

A variant on the same theme of selection [8 the six-things-you-would-save~from-a-

burning (evidently slow-burning)-house problem, Most people find it difficult

to decide, even in theory, and if the dilemma were real would find themselves going

up in smoke with the house, while they pondered the conflicting merits of their

safe-deposit box and their canteen of silver.

I was reminded not long ago of these propositions, particularly the last, when

I tried to decide what to take with me to a nursing-home. l was to stay there a
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few weeks before going to a Cheshire Home. Space would certainly be limited

there, at least it would be wiser to assume so. It would also be wiser to assume

that I should not be living at home again. What should I take with me as alms

for oblivion?

I looked around helplessly at the books, the ornaments, pictures, red

geranium in a pot, dog asleep by the fire. All these had seemed pretty necessary to

me. They were after all—weren‘t they?—signs of a civilized and agreeable life. They

weren't merely the empty symbols of a certain standard of living, but valued in

themselves, and meaningful to me personally.

The books, for example. There were about two thousand of them in the house.

some arranged tidily on shelves, others lying about where they could be easily

picked up. More than half had been my father's. I hadn’t by any means read all

of them though I had dipped into most—but I knew them nevertheless. They were

part of my past and therefore part of me.

The large (and ugly) horseshoe had been picked up on our honeymoon; the

picture of a winding country road had been a wedding present. The desk was

my mother's and contained drawerfuls of treasures, photographs of the children

at various ages, school reports, particular letters. The green bowl had been bought

in Italy. The wallpaper had been chosen by me. I could see roses from the french

window. Well, I certainly couldn‘t take them—or the dog.

But how to choose between things loved for themselves and things loved for

their associations? There might be room for something with the nightdress and

toilet bag. But what? In the end I took nothing.

I thought of the nursing home as limbo, because it was the border of hell, and

l was convinced that the Home was going to be hell, in terms of duration if not

of torment. There would be no place there for anything except the most practical

necessities.

Time passed, and I remained at the nursing home, l was still without possessions,

and the curious thing was that I didn't miss them. I felt strangely light-hearted—

I thought it was light-headed—owning nothing to get broken or neglected, I

could live without 'things' and was doing so!

It was easy at such a moment to be aware of the irrevelance of material

possessions. Any great loss—husband, child, sight, independence—cuts through

to the bone, and the truth is known for what it is. The monk owns only his robe.

his razor and a begging-bowl. Most people need a little more than that, but

possessions multiply rapidly, with no prospect of an end to them.

At the Cheshire Home the situation was a little different. It was a sympathetic

place, and there were prospects of an interesting life there, different from my

old one but still one that was worth living. I began to acquire some possessions

again.

The castaway feels a certain peace when he has chosen his few necessities. But

it's dangerous to remain solitary too long. Too often an island neurosis or a form

of spiritual scurvy sets in from lack of appropriate nourishment. There must

before long be contact with the mainland.

However, the castaway won't have wasted his time. He has seen the

priorities slip into place and has recognised them. This is knowledge which must

be of use to him and perhaps to others in the future.

The Editor is very pleased to receive newspaper cuttings about Cheshire

homes and residents and any subject that may be of interest to disabled

people. We would be grateful, however, if you would include the name

of the paper or magazine and the date of the item's appearance. Then

we can write for permission to reproduce the article and also request a

copy of the photograph to illustrate it.
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Opening last year's Annual Conference of the Cheshire Foundation, the Chairman

began by saying that although a General Election was due in less than three weeks he

wasn't going to talk about politics because being a Judge he wasn’t allowed to. He

added that he’d never found this a handicap—and followed it with an excellent joke

about a politically-minded vicar which was in itself a sly political comment. ‘

Of course the Chairman must have political views——he'd be a highly unusual Welsh—

man if he hadn't—but Judges have a very special kind of job and one can see only

too well why they aren't allowed to discuss the subject in public, in a serious manner

at least. To the rest of us who aren't wearers of the Big Wig such a prohibition '

would be at best inconvenient, at worst intolerable in an officially democratic society.

For like sex, politics is all round us and all through us. And, again like sex, it's here

to stay.

Our medieval ancestors lived in a world saturated with religion: the influence and

teaching of the Church permeated every department of life, whatever a man's private

attitude towards it might be. Our world, whether we like it or not, is saturated with

politics. There is simply no escape from it.

I use the term in its widest sense. Politics is far more than the day-to-day bickering

of our major parties, in or out of Parliament. Politics covers the whole field of the way

things are run. Every single administrative decision that is made, at whatever level, in

the long run affects every one of us, though in many cases we may never be actually

aware of it. These decisions can range from acts of international diplomacy that might

avert or bring nearer a threat of war to whether we will be able to go on receiving

Radio One on our transistors. Taxes, inflation, the Common Market, education, the

building of houses, rates of Sickness Benefit, the powers of officials to interfere with

our lives—the list is virtually endless. To pretend that none of this concerns us

because we are sheltered from the world in nice Cheshire Homes is unrealistic

nonsense.

I believe we should involve ourselves more in political affairs on two accounts:

(1) because we're disabled; and (2) because we’re citizens. I'll deal with (1) first.

As disabled people we are a minority with special and urgent problems and needs,

and we have the right—in fact the duty—to bring these problems and needs to the

attention of those in power. Other minorities do this, often accompanied by

spectacular publicity. So should we, both individually and collectively. In this respect

much progress has been made in recent years. The 1970 Chronic Sick and Disabled

Persons Act marks an enormous step forward—or it will if its provisions are all

implemented fully and in the spirit intended, which means we must not allow local

authorities to drag their feet. This Act was of course supported by all parties, but

let's remember the years of badgering and lobbying by organizations such as DIG

which preceded it (incidentally DlG's aim of a reasonable flat-rate pension for all

disabled people seems as far away as ever).

There is still much to be done, still much to fight for. And the more fiercely we fight,

the sooner these things will get done. How can we fight? Well, we all have MPs and

local councillors. We can write to or telephone them. We can ask them to come

and see us—it's what they're there for. No one can stop us. If anyone tries all we

have to do is phone our local newspaper. We can join one of the more militant

organisations such as DlG.

And here I must say that I feel it's a pity the Foundation itself isn't a little more

openly militant in its relations with the powers—that-be. Something of the aggressive

spirit of Shelter mightn't come amiss at times. To reply that the Foundation is a

strictly non-political charity is to beg the question. All |arge~scale social work has

political implications and overtones and if the Foundation should deny this, then all I

can say is that it is gravely mistaken. There is no escape from politics in our world.

l’d also like to see an increased political involvement reflected in the pages of the

Smile. One of the reasons for its rather ghostly air of unreality has always been its

apparent belief that polities doesn't exist. To remedy this a start could be made by

inviting representatives of the three main parties to contribute articles expounding

their parties’ views and proposals on the problems of physical disablement. This
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could lead to plenty of good hard-hitting controversy. It might even put some life

into the Smile! .

But even more important than our sectional interests is the fact that we are also

citizens—of our country, of Europe and of the world. And being citizens we have

duties as well as rights. It's not enough merely to use our votes—we should make

sure we use them intelligently, which means taking the trouble to become as well»

informed as possible on all the burning issues of the day, from the sale of arms to

you-know—where to environmental pollution, from immigration to Council house rents.

Even if we finally refuse to vote at all it should be a conscious political decision and

not merely the result of apathy, laziness or ignorance. (The hippies who decide to

drop out of society do so because they hate it and want to see a totally different

one—a positive political attitude though expressed in a negative day.) A member of

the Trustees once wrote in the Smile that there was no reason why certain residents

shouldn't contest local government elections. The idea of one of us becoming a

Mayor or the Chairman of a Council might sound like wild fantasy but it isn't, though

the House of Commons may be beyond our abilities.

As Cheshire Homes contain a cross—section of the community, every shade of

opinion will be represented by the residents, from far Right to far Left. There will be

staunch supporters of the Establishment and passionate Marxist revolutionaries. The

vital thing is that no one should be afraid of expressing his views, whether moderate

or extreme. of course not everyone will want to mount a soapbox (metaphorically

speaking) or be wheeled out in demos, and some of us will be prevented by our

conditions from involving ourselves. But those who wish to and can should be

encouraged, not discouraged.

We must not be inward»looking. We're not segregated from the harsh exciting

world outside our cosy little Homes.And we have our duties and responsibilities like

everyone else. "No man is an island,” said John Donne three-hundred-and-fifty years

ago. He was including us.

 

‘REFLECT-

GIONS ON

‘ C’IP:HE LE] '1ER

by Graham J. Warner

Person In our society there are people of many different nationalities, from every

part of the globe. We try to understand their customs and the way they live. Our

ways may seem strange to other people who have not had experience of our

society. Inside our own family we grow up to be a PERSON trying to achieve his

ambitions, such as employment and a home which will belong to the person who is

successful at his work.

Personality The road of life can be very hard to travel when we walk it alone. The

understanding Good Samaritan lends you a friendly hand when you are in need, but

not everyone has the Good Samaritan spirit. Some people seem to have no time to

spare. It is often the person who you never think of who turns up trumps. and makes

you feel you have known him for a lifetime.

Possession There are things in life that we possess, like a new car, bought out of

our weekly wage, but our weekly wage cannot buy everything, however big our

wage packet may be. We know that money does help, but there is something in

life that money cannot buy: health, friends, and an understanding towards your fellow

man. This is a person's Personality, of which he has possession, so the letter ‘P'

plays a big part in our lives. Our Lord gave us a life to live, to produce, and to be

helpful towards the people we meet every day.

This is a precept for everyone. I am a handicapped person from birth—a spastic.

This precept has made me forget my handicap, and in so doing, lam able to achieve

some of life‘s ambitions. like an ordinary person. If you are handicapped I do hope

these thoughts will give you something for daily reflection.
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1 Rising to the Occasion

2 Up the Gang«Way (precarious!)

3 Replacing the Gang-Way

4 Enjoying the Cruise

5 Fishing boats on the Costa Brava ‘
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by Roger Jefcoate
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Visual Intercom System A

The majority of users of the Possum Selector Unit type 1 (PSU.1) issued under the

National Health Service scheme in Great Britain have taken advantage of the

availability of the intercom system which, when linked with a substation outside the

front door, will allow the Possum user to communicate with callers. The added

facility of a remote control front door lock will enable the Possum users to admit .

callers when desirable.

In Great Britain the intercom system itself is usually provided by the Welfare

Services Department of the local authority and the necessary intercace to control it

by the Department of Health under the National Health Service scheme. "

An extension of this system is available for Possum users who have problems of

communication or, indeed, are unable to speak at all. The standard Possum controlled

intercom is provided with a small modification to the substation outside the front

door. Two lamps—of the type used normally in the Possum indicator—are mounted

on either side of the "press while speaking" button. These are so arranged that when

the door lock is operated by the Possum users both lamps will light thus advising the

caller that the door is unlocked and that they should push it and enter. It is, of

course, necessary for a small explanatory notice to be placed outside the door

explaining that the Possum user has communication difficulties and that the callers

should declare themselves by pressing the green button whilst they speak.

 



5"“ , My first Christmas at home for ten years and I‘m really looking forward to it very

CHILARYS much. I’ve been home for four months now and everything is going very well. During

the week I have two district nurses at 10 am. to bath me and put me straight. They

CHRISIWS come back at 2 p.m.. pop me on the bedpan, tidy up and leave me comfy for the

afternoon and evening.

BIILLEI‘IN My family give me my 6 o’clock injection, feed and suck, and I use this energy for

typing. I try to reserve from 6 o’clock to 8 o’clock for work. At 9 o'clock a night help

comes, does the 10 o'clock routine with my parents, then stays the night with me

,, until 7 am. This night service is run by the authority and it is a real boon, as nights

were our biggest problem. Although the night helpers are not trained they do an

excellent job.

As well as district nurses and night helpers l have a gallant band of volunteers, some

of whom do a whole day, some half a day, and some "in charge", i.e. help the nurses,

keep an eye on me, read or do jobs for me. I have another squad who come for an

hour or so in the evenings and read or do jobs for me. Fabulous.

Weekends are still a bit of a problem as we only have one nurse and no night

service. Dad used to sit up with me both Saturday and Sunday night but an

ex-hospital friend now does the first Saturday night in every month and two new

friends share the other Saturday nights between them. I also have someone on

Saturday afternoon and Sunday evening, so the gaps are gradually filling up.

The making of my shell has been held up for a while until we can find someone in

industrial plastics who might be able to help. However Aston University are going

* ahead with a contact lens for the eye I do not lie on. They have got the shape and

strength of the lens and are trying to fix the bar which will prop my eyelid open.

If it isn't ready for Christmas it will be in the New Year. Naturally I'm thrilled.

Many of you have been concerned about me and the power cuts. The M.E.B. were

very good. They gave us plenty of warning when they thought they would probably

have to cut me off, but in fact I wasn‘t cut off once. Before the dispute we did have

a genuine power failure. Light was our problem. I have several safe alternatives for

ventilation and suction. Dad fixed up a fluorescent light attached to car batteries, so

all was OK.

I told you my sister Wendy was expecting her second baby at the same time that l

was due home. Well, I won that race by a fortnight. Emma»Jane was born on

August 27th. Wendy and family are living here at the moment. They sold their house

and the new one. in Hammerwich, will not be ready until February at least. lt's lovely

to see so much of my nieces. Joanne, just two, is beginning to put her words into

. sentences, a fascinating stage. I mind baby Emma. She either sleeps or plays on my

bed, and if she cries I can buzz on "Possum".

My brother Ian and his wife Beth had their mid-contract leave in October. They had

a fantastic time. They spent a few days in Hong Kong, Tokyo and Moscow. Then

r three weeks here then back to Brunei, recently re-named Bandar Seri. Begawan

Brunei a real mouthful. They went back via New York, San Francisco, Honolulu and

Hong Kong. It was wonderful having them for a while, how we nattered.

l have got my loud speaker phone now, so watch what you say, "big sister" can

hear you. "Possum" still keeps me very busy. I think I have caught up with my news,

so wishing you all a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.

HILARY POLE
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“HER NEXT

MIRACLE...

By Geoffrey Moorhouse
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Reproduced from 'The Guardian'

Mother Teresa has come to England; and if that means nothing, then shame upon you.

If there is such a thing as a saint then she is one. And in Calcutta, where she

normally is, she is the only saviour in sight for 12,000 lepers, for any of the

70,000 who may be dying on the pavement tonight, for God knows how many more

who get food, clothing, medicine, plain love and anything else that she and her

Missionaries of Charity can offer; only piety and conversion are barred. Ah, yes,

you remember; Malcolm Muggeridge had her on telly. Just so. ,

She has come for ten days to review the troops of well-wishers who back her up

with funds, and the first handful of good ladies met her in an upper room in South

Kensington yesterday. That other great-hearted maverick of the Church,

Archbishop Roberts, was there, for he has done his considerable bit for India

in his time.

You wouldn't think, to look at her, that she could stand a week of hard labour

even in a cool climate. She is short and there seems to be nothing very much

inside the folds of the white muslin sari with the border of three blue lines topped

off, in London, with a draggy old cardigan to mark some difference from Calcutta.

A week or two ago she was wading through a monsoon flood, up to her neck

in water with a rescued child perched on her head. She's cracking on for 70, too.

She commands (though she would disdain the word, but she does, for she's a very

tough old lady inside the frailty) the fastest~growing religious order in Christendom.

The Missionaries are in South America as well as India, they have recently started

work in Australia, and they had already made a mark in Amman by the time the

recent fighting broke out there.

Mother Teresa says that she now hopes to open a house in Harlem, in New

York. She’s thinking of starting a novitiate in London, with nuns eventually

working in the British variety of slum. The archbishop raised his head when she

said that. 'What about Belfast, Mother?’ he said_ Well she's already managed

one miracle. And in a far worse place than Belfast.

  
 

Mother Teresa visited England at the end of October and beginning of November,

and spoke at several public meetings, including Westminster, Guildford and

Liverpool Cathedrals. She told listeners about her work for the poor in India.

For example, about Shishu Bhavan in Calcutta, Mother Teresa's biggest centre

from where clothing, food and medical supplies are distributed to other centres

in India. An ambulance donated by Pope Paul VI leaves Shishu Bhavan every

morning with Sisters and medicines to treat those suffering from leprosy in no less

than 8 leprosy centres each week, giving free treatment to over 13,000 victims.

They also distribute rations.

Shishu Bhavan has also a clinic within the compound. It is here that hundreds

of sick men, women and children are treated each week and given free '-

medicaments. There is an organisation at Shishu Bhavan for the distribution

of cooked food, 'kitcherie’, daily to many hundreds of people. Milk, bread and

vitamin pills, the gifts of the children of Great Britain, Denmark, Eire and

Germany are distributed to the children. Here, too, commercial classes are held

offering courses in shorthand and typewriting to a number of young girls too

poor to be able to afford training elsewhere. Similarly, a sewing class is also run

where some of the Co-Workers have generally given their aid to help Sister teach

the girls dressmaking, etc.

Perhaps one of the most remarkable of the activities is that of care for orphans,

The slums are visited daily by the Sisters and such orphans are collected and

taught at school on the premises. There are, in addition, some nine other

schools in the slums having a total of 1,706 children on their rolls.

('The International Association of Co-Workers of Mother Teresa.’)



n

The Day We Met Mother Teresa

Three residents from Springwood House, Agnes Hayes,

Mary Price and Jimmy Morgan, were privileged to meet

Mother Teresa at the Liverpool Metropolitan Cathedral. They

were among a party of nine residents who attended a mass

in honour of The Forty Martyrs. The meeting with Mother

Teresa was one they will never forget. Photograph: Gordon

Whiting.

 

 

 



 

 

 

‘WHEELYé‘é

Gyms

by A. J. Jones

Tony Jones, 26, was first in

Stoke Mandeville in 1,953. He

was educated at Hatters Lane

Secondary Modern School

(High Wycombe), Wycombe

Royal Grammar School,

Reading University, where he

got a double first in mathe-

matics and physics, and

Trinity College, Cambridge,

obtaining his doctorate in pure

mathematics. He is currently

temporary lecturer in

mathematics at Nottingham

University and in July 1970

will take up a research

fellowship at the Institute for

Advanced Study, Princeton,

New Jersey. He met his wife

Julie by dialling a wrong

number, casually referred to

amongst his friends as the

G.P.O. 'dial-a-wife’ service,

they were married in Trinity

College Chapel in August

1969. He also wrote this

preface.

(reprinted from THE CORD) ~

Children are very good at facing facts, accepting and adapting to new circumstances,

adults less so. Mostly we don't face the more unpalatable facts about ourselves, not

directly at any rate. Children then are better equipped (although it breaks our hearts

to see it happen) to cope with, say, paraplegia. The man who has already carved out

his way of life may have to start again from the beginning.

I was first in Stoke Mandeville when I was ten and have been in a wheelchair ever

since. By comparison with the real oldtimers (eg. the Dunkirk crowd) lam but

'an egg' and it follows from my earlier remarks that | feel that I 'got mine' the easy

way. Nevertheless, I have kicked around a bit in the last sixteen years and it may be

of interest to my fellow 'plonkers' to hear some of my thoughts about this wheelchair

game. (If not ‘Ed' will reject this and you won’t read it.)

Let's dispose of one old myth right away. When fate or God (whichever you like)

takes away the use of a couple of arms or legs, or both, there is no magical process

of compensation. That there is, is a favourite cliché as oft repeated as the famous

'you want to get a motor fitted, mate' (to mention just two objections: I need the

exercise and the chair wouldn't fold easily to go in the car). My own view is that

most everybody has latent abilities which for some reason or another they don't

develop until, perhaps, things change radically. If they have the will plus an ability to

face facts they may be able to develop with hard work, new talents and interests.

But let's face it, there just ‘ain't no compensation' for two good legs and it is silly to

pretend otherwise.

The first thing required then is motivation, the will. Here l must confess to being a

renegade; we all know that one way of exciting the competitive spirit is sport and

that this is greatly encouraged in a certain establishment. Well, the truth is that I

don't like getting a lung full of chlorinated water in a final effort, although I love just

swimming around provided the water is warm, nor do I get satisfaction from beating

someone else in a wheelchair at table-tennis, although if they have normal use of all

limbs it gives me a great kick. (if you disagree that's your privilege, go write your

own article.)

Basically to survive one has to be successful in the real world competing with

everybody, no quarter given. If para-sport helps you towards that end, fine, but for

me that kind of competitive sport is out. My competition in fact took place in the

academic world and I am certainly very lucky in being able to do a job I enjoy .

tremendously and for which, incredibly, somebody will pay me. Social security and

cotton wool wrapping, nuts, you've got two good arms? Well, go get a job.

This business about the real world brings me to another point: public buildings.

Being in a wheelchair is being in a minority, if we want planned accessibility of

public buildings (anywhere not even a Utopian everywhere) we have got to be a

vociferous minority. What have you done in this cause? Again my own individual

brand of philosophy deviates from the SM. norm. Of course I want as much

accessibility as possible and l am prepared to fight for it, but let's be realistic. If we

all spend all day writing letters, fiddling interviews on good old Auntie and lobbying

our M.P.'s we would still remain a very tiny minority and the money involved a very

large sum. It simply won't work, not on a universal scale, and those of us who get

around know it. If you can't get up the steps at the front of the local town hall then

go round the back. If there are steps there and nobody to help go round the front

and sling a brick through the window, but don't forget to call the local newspaper

first. Seriously though, steps are a fact of life and we have to (albeit screaming with

indignation and embarrassing as many people as possible) face it.

Facing harsh facts is no unusual thing for a 'plonker' but before you become too

ready to face them just make sure they are facts. For example, they told me I

couldn’t sail a sailing dinghy. Rats! A couple of thick rubber cushions in the right

place, a little cunning re-rigging and I can sail as well as you can. The local cinema

wasn't very helpful way back in '56. | thoughtfully phoned the manager to warn him

of my arrival on Saturday. Without waiting to hear that I could shift from wheely to

an ordinary seat he refused to countenance the idea of a wheelchair in his cinema.

On Friday, with able-bodied assistance, I was in my seat before they had called the

manager, he wasn't very pleased but they didn't throw me out.

 



Sometimes you have just got to be bloody minded. The Local Education Authority

refused to let me into one of their ordinary schools and I spent the most unhappy

year of my life in an appalling 'hospital school' as it was euphemistically called. It

took a lot of fighting by my parents, Poppa and many other people to get me back

home and to an ordinary school, but what a difference it made. There were steps all

over that school but with the help of my friends I managed, and I shall always be

indebted to them. There are few things that I am really dogmatic about but I know

this to be true: no matter how badly disabled a child is, if it is remotely possible,

that child must go to an ordinary school. To quote just one good reason, only in a

normal environment can readjustment be preperly completed. Which really brings me

back to where I started. We have all got to face the world pretty much as it is before

we can start to enjoy it.

 

MTRON’8

CONFERENCE

CAT

CHEATHER-

LEY

September 30th, October 1st and

2nd 1970

Chairman: Mrs. L. Chapman (Athol

House)

Hostesses: Mrs. L. D. Clift (Seven

Springs)

and Miss J. F. Yeoman (Heatherley)

See photograph on inside back cover.

Matrons arrived at Heatherley on Wednesday, September 30th. Mrs. Pamela K.

Farrell (Founder of Heatherley and Seven Springs) welcomed them and spoke of the

founding of the two homes and the problems which all Matrons must face, although

they were responsible ultimately to the Management Committee. Mrs. Farrell said

that Heatherley came into being ten years ago and since then there had been an

extension to accommodate married couples in the home, and 12 purpose-built

bungalows in the grounds for married couples, one of whom is disabled and one of

whom could follow his or her own occupation. The disabled member could receive

any help required during the day at Heatherley and could also have lunch there.

Seven Springs opened two and a half years ago in Tunbridge Wells, and was an

off-shoot of Heatherley. Mrs. Farrell was happy to report that planning permission

had been received for an extension at Seven Springs to accommodate double the

present number of 17 and to incorporate a Day Care Centre. In the grounds

maisonettes would be built for families: i.e. husband, wife and two children. Mrs.

Farrell was hopeful that a purpose-built home would be built at Sevenoaks, Kent.

and land for that had already been made available.

The next day Holy Communion was held at 9.15 am. in Heatherley Chapel, followed

by a talk by Miss Patricia Torrens (Chief Dietician, Westminster Hospital) on the

problems of Obesity. Miss Torrens said that it was important to realise that diet

cooking could be combined with general cooking so that residents and staff could

select the right foods. High protein food was, of course, expensive, but could be

added to small fat and carbohydrates food. Her basic advice was three good meals a

day, starting with breakfast. Sugar and all sweet things should be cut out, as these

were not required for energy—carbohydrates could be converted to sugar. Starch

should be cut to a minimum, and Miss Torrens suggested that no bread at all should

be eaten, as carbohydrates would be obtained from milk and fruit. Because obesity

encourages other illnesses, the best solution lay in good-tasting nicely-prepared

meals of low carbohydrate value. If it were possible for individuals to team with

someone else this gave moral support: the Weight Watchers, for example, were a

good scheme. It was important not to miss a meal, as there was then the danger of

making up with snacks of the wrong type. and Miss Torrens also stressed that it was

essential not to make the diet anti-social and a misery and a bore to everyone. It was

sometimes permissible to go out for a meal and adjust the next day, but certainly

not to alternate over-eating with starving. A discussion followed.

Miss W. L. Wilkie (Catering Adviser to the S. E. Metropolitan Regional Hospital

Board), spoke on Modern Food Processing and ‘blast' freezing of food. A discussion

followed.

After tea Mrs. L. Chapman referred to the desirability of Matrons being members of

the Management Committees. The majority of Matrons felt strongly about this as

they were responsible for the day to day running of the home to the Management

Committee they ought to be at least ex officio members. She read a letter from Mr.

Peace (Managing Trustee) advising that Matrons should take up this point with their

own Management Committees, whom the Foundation could not direct on their

conduct.

The problems of single room nursing were discussed. The new purpose-built house

at Hitchen had 27 single and 2 4-bedded rooms which had caused staffing problems

and a rise in expenses. If the amenities were too great the home became more like
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Association of Disabled

Professionals: UK

a hotel where the residents were inclined to expect hotel treatment. I

Mr. Atkinson, Technical Advisor on Sports for the Disabled at Stoke Mandeville,

spoke about the Paraplegic Games etc. He said that advice on all sporting matters

could be obtained from him at BSAA, Harvey Road, Aylesbury. The Central Council

for the Disabled could give a grant to help with equipment, and the local authorities

would also sometimes help. Mr. Atkinson would come and talk to any of the homes

if asked.

Miss E. Chapman, Tutor, Service Corps, Le Court. spoke on the aims and ideals of

the Service Corps, and said that the object was to give a basic training to those

joining. Failure to qualify was based on assessment throughout the course rather

than formal examinations, but losses were less than those of the nursing profession.

There followed a discussion and after supper Miss D. Chapman from the Helena

Rubenstein Salon, London, spoke about and demonstrated the psychological value of

cosmetics. Residents, staff and voluntary helpers were present.

Some Matrons were unable to attend for the third day. The others went to Seven

Springs where Mrs. Clift, the Matron, spoke of the future plans. There would be a

Day Centre to which non—resident disabled people could be brought to relieve some

of the strain on their own family. Other buildings would house families one of whom

was disabled, and the extension would also allow Seven Springs to increase their

intake. There followed a discussion about extensions and improvements.

After lunch there was a discussion about holidays and fund—raising, and then Mrs.

Chapman, the Chairman, wound up the Conference, saying that a great deal of

benefit had been received from the three days. The Conference expressed great

regret to hear that Mrs. Chapman would be retiring in the Spring. She would be a sad

loss to Athol House in particular and the Foundation in general.

Delegates attending the Conference were from Stonecroft, Carnolloch, Seven Springs,

Le Court, Hertfordshire Home, St. Bridgets, the Grove, Staunton Harold, Matfen Hall,

the Hill, Holme Lodge, Athol House, Beechwood, Heatherley, Eithinog, Greenhill

House (Bath), Garstang and Honresfeld.

The special problems of the student or the professional man or woman who is

severely disabled are not always adequately dealt with in the United Kingdom.

The majority of rehabilitation centres, industrial rehabilitation units and employment

exchanges are not geared to meeting their particular needs, nor indeed to

examining their problems. The student and the professional man and woman is

expected to pull himself up by his own boot laces. In fact the majority do just

that, but the expenditure of needless effort, and the frequent frustrations met

with in the process are often quite unnecessary if common experiences had been

pooled. lt is a great waste of human energy if each person begins from scratch

each time they either meet disaster or embark on a career.

In France there is already an association of professional people who are disabled—

le Groupement des Intellectuels Handicapés Physiques (GIHP), and it is

proposed to start a similar group in the UK, to be known as the Association of

Disabled Professionals. Membership will be open to any student or professional

person who is disabled and also to non—disabled people with a special interest

and/or knowledge of the problems of disabled professional persons, but for the

most part the running of the association will be in the hands of disabled

members. It is hoped that when formed the association will become the body

representing the UK on the Comité International pour la Rehabilitation des

Intellectuels Handicapés Physiques (CIRHIP— pronounced ‘syrup'). Representatives

from France, UK, Germany and the Netherlands attended the preliminary

meeting.

For further information and membership form please write to The British Council

for the Rehabilitation of the Disabled, Tavistock House (South), Tavistock Square,

London, WC1H 9LB. Tel. 01-387 4037.

Note: The Council’s forthcoming Seminar will be held in Edinburgh from 27th June

to 3rd July 1971.
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“Homes

Topical items, facts and views from

the Cheshire Homes all over the

world. This section will be a news

miscellany of interest to readers in

general. 80 please send us brief

accounts of what you've been

doing and thinking recently.

From Our Overseas

Oflice, 5 Market Mews

Mrs. B. Bell

I am sure that many of her friends in the

Foundation will be sorry to hear that

‘Bunty' left the Foundation on 4th

December to take up a post elsewhere.

She had been Overseas Secretary for

almost four years and she will be greatly

missed at 'No. 5', but hope that she will

from time to time call and see us.

Miss Denise Tabernacle

Denise, our ever popular travelling

Matron came back to London for a few

weeks before embarking for Barbados

where she is very busy establishing a

new Home there. After having spent

almost two years in Asmara, Ethiopia, it

was a great pleasure having Denise here

even though it was only for a short spell,

and to have her latest reports not only

on Asmara but of the Homes in Uganda

which have opened recently. We are now

awaiting news of her impressions of

Barbados.

Hayani Makes 1!

Flying Visit

Hayani Mechkouri's plane taxied away

from the airport building, while his friends

at Dar-eI-Hanaa (The Tangier Home) and

members of the Committee waved

frantically to wish him a safe return.

Someone said: ‘All we have to do now is

to get on that hot line and pray as we

have never done before.’

Hayani swallowed detergent when he

was a baby and burned his esophagus.

Doctors provided him with a rubber

substitute but Hayani's diet had to be

limited to liquids, and now at 16 he was

a walking skeleton with a grin!

Specialists had been consulted, but there

was nothing they could do to help. Then

a visitor to the Home said he had read of

operations successfully carried out in the

United States.

All the Committee's resources were

mobilised to find out more. Eventually

they got in touch with the Jewish

Hospital at Cincinnati, and the specialist

there wrote back to say such operations

were possible in certain cases. This

surgeon was particularly interested

in Hayani and asked for a medical report

which was duly sent. Then the American

surgeon replied that he was prepared to

operate, and asked that all arrangements

should be made to send Hayani to him.

There were long and worried faces

round the Committee table when the

financial aspect of the venture was dis-

cussed. There was not much in the kitty

and the expenses involved in 'Operation

Hayani' looked like running into four

figures (sterling).

But a second letter from the other side of

the Atlantic shook the Committee out of

their gloom. It offered free hospitalisation,

free treatment and no charge for the

operation plus 2 return air tickets for

Hayani and the nurse accompanying him.

MEKTUB! It was written that Hayani

should go to America. There was great

joy in the Home that night.

The Ladies' Committee went off on a

shopping spree to 'kit-up' Hayani for the

cold climate he wasn't used to.

The day that Hayani left was a great day

for all his little friends in the Home. His

closest friends went to the Airport to see

him off, and there was Hayani looking

Hayani before his operation

 

 



 

  

smart in his new warm clothes and dis-

playing his grin and his new watch—and

very excited about his trip!

And so the first part of the miracle was

accomplished.

The second part came about when we

received a personal message from the

American surgeon (Dr. Heimlich) of the

Jewish Hospital, Cincinnati, to say that

Hayani's operation had been successful.

In two months time Dr. Heimlich pro—

posed to operate on Hayani again; this

time in an endeavour to make him speak.

This seemed almost unbelievable to us,

but was the greatest news in the world.

Joseph L. Cabedo

From South Africa

Three electrically powered Epic Chairs

are being despatched to the Cheshire

Homes in Natal, from A. C. Cars Ltd. of

Surrey. The South African Marine Com—

pany UK Ltd. are shipping them free of

charge.

FAIRHAVEN, which accommodates four

disabled European adults, is run by the

Cheshire Homes of the Cape of Good

Hope, a Branch Committee of our Associ-

ation. The Home is much too small to be

economical to run but it is providing a

home for those who have no family to

care for them.

One of the residents, who was driving

a car to work daily, met with an un-

fortunate accident and is no longer

mobile and able to get to work, A very

small room in the Home has been con-

verted into a workshop for him and, with

the assistance of a Bantu boy, he is mak-

ing lamps for sale.

The need for the development of this

service is strongly felt. This has been

delayed by difficulties in obtaining trans-

fer of ground and by finances. Because

of the staff required for the care and

attention of residents, it is expensive to

run. What residents can afford cannot

pay for the costs. Because of the size of

the project the Department of Social

Welfare will not consider a subsidy at

this stage.

(Reproduced from Cape Cripple Care

Association Report).
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International Council

Meeting, Kuala Lumpur

On 10th and 11th October 1970, the first

meeting of International Council Mem-

bers (Eastern Region) took place in

Kuala Lumpur. Those who attended were

as follows:

U.K. Group Captain G, L. Cheshire

India Maj. Gen. Virendra Singh

Malaysia Puan Sri Sardon*

Singapore The Hon. Mr. Justice Tan Ah

Tah

Philippines Mr. Alberto D. Benipayo

U.K. Mr. Henry Marking.

* Joint Council Members for S.E. Asia

Representatives from the Homes in the

area were also present.

During the proceedings a Constitution of

the International and Regional Council

was drawn up and a copy of this has

been sent to all U.K. Foundation Trustees

and to The Chairman of all Foundations,

the members of the International Council

in other parts of the world, requesting

comments.

The Group Captain will draw up a

Schedule of all the countries where there

are Homes relating them to four Regions,

roughly:

Northern: Europe including Britain and

Ireland

Central: Africa and Middle East

Western: The Americas and Caribbean

Eastern: India, Ceylon and Far East as

already formed.

However each country will be able to

choose which region they wish to belong

to.

Discussion on aids and gadgets for the

disabled took place and the means where-

by information about them can be dis-

seminated .With this information and

some guidance it is hoped that certain

aids can be manufactured locally and at

reasonable cost.

Holme Lodge in Jersey

Although I was disappointed not to have

been in the party visiting Indiana in 1968,

for reasons of health, l was able to go to

Jersey (Channel Islands) this year with a

similar party.

Both holidays were made possible by our

good friend, Sister Jill Knight, of Mount

Vernon Hospital, Northwood, who

organised fund-raising events to meet the

expenses and also came with us to help.

Our party from Holme Lodge consisted of

7 residents and Matron. We had a smooth

 

crossing on 8.8. Sardinia and were wel-

comed at the Maison des Landes Hotel

by Mrs. Ashton Edwards. The hotel is

equipped for disabled people, and can

cater for groups such as ours or families

with a disabled member.

Weather permitting we were out most

days with a packed lunch and fruit drinks.

After breakfast, when our helpers had

done the washing etc, we had a tour and

then went to one of the parks for lunch.

After lunch we usually went to one of

the bays or beaches, where several of us

bathed in the sea and the rest sun-

bathed. Dinner was at seven, after which

those of us who liked were taken out

again.

One day, by kind permission of the

Rector, we had lunch in St. Martin's

Church Hall, from where it is possible to

see the coast of France. Part of St.

Martin's dates from AD 933, and has

magnificent stained-glass windows. Be-

fore leaving we were presented with

baskets of fruit by ladies of the congrega-

tlon.

Other days we visited Potteries and

Woodcraft Works, where we saw the

workmen carving a wide variety of

beautiful articles, and then went on to

the showroom to buy some of them. We

saw the Military Underground Hospital,

which the Germans built by using slaves,

many of whom died and were buried on

the spot. It took two and a half years to

construct, entirely from manual labour. It

was never completed, and the tunnels

can be seen through viewing windows.

Some of the rooms are still as the Ger-

mans used them, though there are grilles

in the doors to prevent vandalism. There

are also cases showing various weapons

and newspapers printed at the time.

Those who stayed in the Channel Isles

during the Occupation had a very rough

time, and it pleases me to think that at

least they can make a little profit by

showing these relics to tourists.

On Sunday afternoon most of us were

taken for a special tour of the island,

stopping at various points. One such was

where the sea water is converted to fresh

water as there are not enough fresh water

bores on the island. The scenery was

breathtaking.

The holiday ended with a visit to St.

Duens Beach, and last-minute shopping in

St. Helier. It was the most wonderful

we have had, and I advise those who

would like a similar one to contact Mrs.

Edwards‘ ROSE HILL



Torbay and East Devon

Cheshire Home:

‘Douglas House’

This aerial photograph shows the site of

the new Cheshire Home at Brixham in

South Devon. The house was left to the

Cheshire Foundation by Mrs. Douglas of

Brixham. (Below is an artist's impression

of the new home).

The Steering Committee decided that the

house itself was unsuitable for disabled

residents, but that it would be entirely

satisfactory as a staff residence and for

the kitchen. The plot of land on which

the house stands is of a shape and size

to permit the construction of modern

purposevbuilt accommodation directly

connected to the present building and

surrounded by a garden overlooking the

sea.

Members of the Steering Committee and

the architects have been visiting other

Cheshire Homes and have ensured that

the plans for Douglas House are the most

practical and up-to—date that can be

devised.

Douglas House as it is hoped it will be

It was originally proposed to build the

home for up to 34 residents, but the

urgency to begin has determined the

Committee to build in two stages; the

first to provide for 25 residents, and a

latter addition when funds become availv

able. The estimated cost for the first

stage is £50,000, of which some £27,000

has already been raised. Final plans are

now being completed, and it is hoped

to start building early in 1971 and com-

plete in 1972.

Cann House has kindly lent us £5,000 in

addition to the above funds raised, and

there has also been the kind offer of a

loan from the Trustees of the Cheshire

Foundation.

36 Miles of Film Shown

at Greathouse

(from POINT THREE}

36 miles of 16 mm film—that‘s what Reg

Coates and Charles Evans need every

year for their weekly film shows at

Greathouse Cheshire Home. Undaunted,

 

they are talking about extending the ser-

vice to other similar homes. The films,

mainly shorts, cover a wide range of

topics and many of them lead to lively

discussion.

Hunters of St Cecilia’s

(reproduced from the Cheshire Homes

Newsletter)

St Cecilia‘s have been on Safari to

Windsor Great Park. Unfortunately, the

first party of hunters saw nothing more

fearsome than the snarling traffic on the

M4—where the fan belt on the ambulance

snapped and could not be replaced in

time to allow the party to continue to

Windsor. Since then two more successful

parties have achieved this object, as the

lines on page 45 recount.

Michael’s Happy Years

at The Chiltem Home

Michael Moore's two years at the Chil-

tern Cheshire Homes were probably the

happiest years of his life, according to his

Mother. Michael, who died last October.

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

was 22, and had been awarded the

Scouting V.C. for bravery and fortitude.

Michael took a keen interest in making

jewellery and painting, particularly land-

scape painting. He is much missed at the

Chiltern Home.

From Seven Rivers

Newsletter

Four of our residents had an exciting out-

ing the day before our Fete (which made

over £1,660), as they had been to Buck-

ingham Palace to the Not Forgotten

Association Garden Party. This year it

was highlighted by the appearance of

Douglas House now. Photograph: Nichol

as Home

the Queen Mother. All our residents and

helpers, Dennis driving the T00 H ambu-

lance, looked superb and photographs

were taken as they all set out in the

morning.

We must offer special congratulations to

Pat and June who are in charge of the

QT. Room and to all those who work

there. This year Seven Rivers won not

only the cup for the group entry in the

Inter-Homes Handicraft Competition, with

their model farmyard, but also the Mrs.

M. M. Clark cup for the most points in

the Competition.

Charlie Davis has been asked by Group-

Captain Cheshire to do some printing and

enlarging of some of the numerous photo-

graphs he has taken of the world-wide

family of Cheshire Homes. This is a great

honour for Charlie and interesting to us

all.

Peggy and John have recently been

elected joint Chairman of the Residents'

Committee. Here any communal prob-

lems are sorted out with Sister and a

member of the Management Committee

sitting in. From this Committee come

suggestions and comments and the feel-

ing of co-working which should be an

integral part of a Cheshire Home. Peggy

regularly handles the residents' weekly

allowances and is in charge of paying the

part-time helpers; and John, who studied

Accountancy before he joined us regu-

larly helps with the official office work.

Florence has been very successful with

her new greenhouse, which she paid for

herself. She spends hours there tending

 



and potting plants which she sells.

Despite the fact that she cannot see her

plants she gets endless joy from her

little rereat.

Pat of Beechwood

Receives Award for

Second Time

(Story and Photograph by courtesy of

HUDDERSFIELD EXAMINER)

Pat Fell, the nineteen-year—old resident of

Beechwood Cheshire Home, Edgerton,

who recently gained the Duke of Edin-

Pat (left) showing some of her

embroidery to Susan Burril/ and Helen

Sykes.

burgh's gold award, was presented with

the award for the second time last night.

This time the presentation was for the

benefit of the other residents of the home

who couldn't go to the civic reception in

the Drill Hall.

For her award Pat, a spastic, had to

swim, embroider and spend adventure

weekends away from the home. On one

particular occasion she had to go on a

sixteen-mile hike in her wheelchair.

She was presented with the award by

Mr. Kenneth Beadley, Huddersfield's

assistant youth organiser.

The social evening featured a ’camp fire'

sing«song. Supper was provided by mem-

bers of the North-West District Rangers,

of which Pat is a member.

White Windows

Christmas

The 1970 Christmas festivities at White

Windows were deeply overshadowed by

the sad death on Christmas Eve of Dr.

F. J. Laycock of Halifax, one of the

Founders of the Home and a former

Trustee of the Cheshire Foundation. He

was only 56, though he had been in in-

different health for some time, and will

be greatly missed by all.

Our Christmas party, held on 19th

December, was as usual an enjoyable

occasion. After a tea provided by the

ladies of various support groups we

were entertained by Mr. Meadowcroft on

his electric organ, then by our friends

the Knights of Columba. A new and

riotously successful event was a concert
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given by our staff on 22nd December,

attended by the most delectable bunny

girls even Mr. Heffner could provide! The

following evening the Rev. W. Gibson,

Vicar of St. Peter's, Sowerby, con-

ducted our annual Carol Service.

This year the Christmas Eve cocktail

party was dropped in favour of more

informal entertainment. On 27th Decem-

ber a number of residents visited Batley

Carr Working Men's Club, an annual

event arranged by Stanley Ackroyd and

always much appreciated.

Stirring Times at the

West Surrey Home Shop

by our Fashion

Correspondent

For the past two weeks shoppers and

others may have noticed chaos reigning

unhampered at the corner of East Street

and Woodlouse Road, Hillford. Here

under the unscrupulous chairmanship of

the elegant Mrs. W. E. Flogall, an unusual

gownshop has been operating to the

detriment of all who entered its inviting

portals. Mrs. Flogall's small but dis-

tinguished committee aided and abetted

this project with enthusiasm and un-

expected ingenuity. Before the shop

actually opened its doors to a gullible

public, the retired Ladies' Cricket Club

Captain, Miss Eva Brick and Major

’Chucka’ Stone (Indian Army, Cashiered),

took care of the window displays of rival

establishments.

The Sales Staff of the Gungey Gownshop

also deserves mention, and astonishing

results were achieved by Lady Rookham-

Fleecer, Mrs. S. Windell, Mrs. A. Crooke

and Miss Count.

Owing to a lamentable and unsporting

reluctance on the part of some customers

to pay through the nose for the purchases

before leaving the premises, Mr. Stopham

and Miss Tripwell used their powers of

persuasion to deal with this difficulty

and were successful in influencing the

recalcitrant and ungrateful few to change

their very small minds. Mr. Stopham’s

unique bicycle chain braces and the

dainty cosh tastefully arranged in Miss

Tripwell's corsage, were an added incen-

tive to co—operation in this delicate

matter.

During the afternoons, the well-known
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ex-model, Miss Ida Hope (48-47-46) dis-

played her charms in and out of the

petite size ranges, aided by a set of tyre

levers and members of the male staff.

Meanwhile, the Hon. Mrs. Swift-Slugg

divided her time between helping the

door staff and dispensing a delightful

brand of home distilled poteen-laced cafe

au instant milk crumbs to stimulate the

staff to higher and even higher efforts.

The Bargain Counter attracted much

attention, and was in the hands of Mrs.

'Nix' Catchpenny, an experienced and

deft ticket switcher. One of the

customers, interviewed on leaving the

Bargain Counter with an empty wallet,

remarked sagely ’lt's gone—but I never

saw the going of it.’

The complicated accounting system

which such a venture entails was under-

taken by Mr. I. M. Bessler, who recently

returned from Brixton University where

he completed a five years' course in

Advanced Accountancy (including the

new decimal system). As he remarked to

our reporter, ‘One has to be on the dot

these days, mate.’ In the matter of the

books, these were kept personally by Mr.

I. Cookham, senior partner in the old

established local firm of Messrs Tacks,

Fiddel & Co., Carey Street.

The shop closed finally on Saturday

afternoon, and shortly afterwards the

entire staff left London Airport by speci-

ally chartered plane for a secret destina-

tion. Asked where they planned to spend

their well-earned rest, Mrs. Floggall ex-

pressed satisfaction with the result of the

fortnight's hard graft, and her apprecia-

tion of the generosity of the citizens of

Hillford. Their former plans for a week-

end at Bognor Butlin's had been changed,

and they now expected to go consider<

ably further afield. Mrs. Flogall was un-

certain how long they would be away,

but said that her Holloway flat would be

vacant and available on indefinite lease,

unless unforseen circumstances arose in

the immediate future. As the plane took

off, police cars and motor cycles raced on

to the runway, sirens wailing in a final

tribute to a splendid effort by a devoted

band.

Note: All characters mentioned above are

entirely fictional, and any similarity to

living persons is entirely coincidental.

Editor's Note: Seriously though . . . The

West Surrey Home‘s ’Good as New’

Shop made £2,000. It was organised and

manned by voluntary helpers, one of

whom wrote the above piece.

Three Notable

Achievements at

Le Court

(from their Newsletter)

Well, Brian Line made it. He started his

wheelchair "walk" at Liphook at 8.30 in

the morning on September 5th, arrived

at Cobham at 6 pm, left again at 10 the

next morning and reached the Monument

at 7 pm. If all the sponsors keep their

promises Le Court will end up £1,000

better off, the West Surrey Home will

reap E200 and the £50 expenses will be

covered. It took Brian four days to re-

cover, but what an achievement.

Although the idea, the drive and most of

the organisation were Brian's, many other

people contributed in different ways. He

had eight pushers and two of them,

Petty Officer Bill Miller and Petty Officer

David Molesworth, walked the whole

distance, acting as pacemakers after they

had done their stint of pushing. Judith

Blackstone, Col. Egerton Smith and Bob

Gallagher in their cars accompanied Brian

and his pushers, providing refreshments

and moral support. P.C. Quilley of 2 cars

charged him with exceeding the speed

limit on London Bridge to the amuse-

ment of a real policeman who was there

to see all went well. To name but a few.

But nobody could pretend that the credit

is not Brian's. This must surely be the

first time a resident in a Cheshire Home

has raised £1,000 for his Home by indi-

vidual initiative.

For years new electric indoor wheel-

chairs have been the norm at Le Court; a

number of them with ingenious specially

designed controls. When Jim Crawford

came to live in the East Wing the only

thing he could do for himself was to

type with a stick in his mouth. Now he

has a mouth operated electric chair. Only

he can know just what a liberation this

IS.

On October 26th Paul Hunt was married

to Judy McKeeman. They are now living

in a flat in London, five minutes drive

from Judy's job as occupational therapist

at a special school for physically handi—

capped children. Queen Elizabeth's Train-

ing College for the Disabled, where Paul

trained as a computer programmer earlier

this year, guarantees to find him a job in

the same area. This is by no means the



first wedding between a resident and

someone who has worked here before

training for a career elsewhere. It is the

first time a resident has left with the

prospect of earning enough to support

a wife and family.

Paul is 33 and has lived at Le Court for

14 years. He, of all the residents, has

probably played the most important part

in moulding the community during the

Home’s 22 years of existence. A quiet,

withdrawn man, few would guess—until

they had pierced the barrier he builds

round himself—the sharpness of his in-

sight into human nature, the outrageous-

ness of his wit on occasion, the depth of

feeling he inspires in his friends, the

breadth of his interests, his concern for

the weak and inarticulate, how unshake-

able his integrity. He was for 8 years

Chairman or Vice-Chairman of the Resi-

dents' Welfare Committee. During this

time he fought unceasingly for the

principles he believes in, which have

made Le Court a Home where each resi-

dent can live the sort of life he or she

wants rather than what somebody else

thinks is good for them, He was also

always available to advise or give

practical help to anybody. He was often

very tired and in pain, yet he kept up

these high standards and managed to be

almost completely independent in his

daily living. For the past 2% years he has

retired from the active participation in

the community, but for many people his

standard will remain an ideal to try to

live up to.

See ’Hovenden's Sweet and Productive

Cake'

Somehow his departure seems the end of

a herioc period in the history of Le

Court. Yet in a way he is still acting as a

leader. He came here when he was 19,

straight from a chronic hospital where it

is a wonder his spirit survived. At Le

Court he developed intellectually, dis-

covered in himself all kinds of un-

suspected talents, and grew as a person.

Now, as a result, he's venturing out into

the cold to be a taxpayer, that ultimate

success symbol for the severely physic—

ally handicapped person. His going leaves

a gap that cannot be filled, but we wish

him and Judy the happiest of marriages

and all the luck in the world.

Hovenden’s Sweet and

Productive Cake!

This is our 1970 Christmas cake. The

entire scene was designed and the cake

made by our cook, Miss Maureen Pearl.

(In white overall with Matron, Mrs. F.

Stanhope.)

The model bus was a replica of our

existing vehicle, at the back of which

was an iced—over collecting-tin for dona-

tions towards a new and larger bus.

There was a general cheer for our cook

when the cake was cut and the tin

emptied on Christmas Day. We found

£14 had been donated by various visitors

and friends during the two weeks prior

to Christmas, when the cake had been

on View.

F. Stanhope.

 

Au Revoir to Myra of

Mote House

The Home had been opened nearly two

years and we had had five Matrons in

succession. We were beginning to think

that all Matrons were to be of a tempor-

ary duration when into our lives stepped

Mrs. Myra Webb, attractive and full of

energy. Her husband, Derek, who had

M.S., came as a resident and her son

Tony and daughter Sue, who were in the

R.A.F., came to spend their leave with us.

It seemed that at last we had a perma-

nent head of the house, and so for seven

and a half years we had a 'Mum’. During

this time we have shared many joyful

occasions and inevitably some sad ones.

It was indeed a sad day when we were

told that we were about to lose our

‘Mum'.

We had thought that when Derek died

two years ago Myra would not wish to

stay: however, we were all overioyed

when she decided to carry on. She has

since told us of the great help and

encouragement we gave her during the

difficult days immediately after the loss

of her husband, and we are happy to

know this.

Myra has worked hard in all sections of

the Home, and one of her most out—

standing achievements was the acquir-

ing of an ambulance, which has taken us

to many functions and given us after-

noons of real happiness, which couldn't

otherwise have been possible. We can-

not imagine Mote House without her

(even if she had the knack of suddenly

appearing at the most inopportune

moment!), but we know that she would

be the first to say 'no one is indispens-

able'.

We wish her to know that we are

grateful to her and that she will not be

forgotten, and most of all we wish her

complete happiness in her new life.

Peggy and the 'Family' at Mote House.

The World Comes

to Mote House

To prevent residents from becoming too

isolated from the outside world, a

scheme has been introduced for speakers

to give monthly talks on varied subjects,
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if possible illustrated.

So far there have been five talks, and

for 1971 subjects already chosen are:

The Life of a University Student, Birds

of Kent, and the Passion Play at Ober-

ammergau 1970 (both the last two with

illustrations).

Mr. Fred Griffiths, who before his retire-

ment was Appeals Hon. Secretary,

arranged the programme, and up to the

present there has been no difficulty in

finding speakers. The scheme has been

most successful, and sufficient time is

allowed at the end for a general discus-

sion.

From Alne Hall

It was with deep regret that the resi-

dents and staff said goodbye to Matron

and Mr. J. Harvey and their daughter

Judith on their retirement and return to

Scotland in July. We welcomed Mr. and

Mrs. Simpson in their place.

Sir William and Lady Worsley, the

parents of H.R.H. the Duchess of Kent,

visited the Home during Christmas week,

talking to the residents and making

many purchases from the OT. Depart—

ment.

Thanks to the Friends of Alne Hall Com-

mittee we are expecting a multi-purpose

bus in March. This has cost £2,500.

which has been collected from many

varied events during the last eight

months.

David Dunn.

More Bird Watching

Then the summer ended, and our

feathered friends, well fed and feathers

all thick and fluffy, were ready for the

winter.

Winter didn't find the Lesser-coated

Mini-skirt unprepared either! For one day

into my binoculars there appeared a

different bird. At first it looked like a

tent, but it has since come to be known

as the Greater»coated Maxi. Not so

attractive however, as the Lesser, and l

was relieved to see that as a gust of

wind turned the Maxi into a pair of

wings the faithful Mini was still there,

quite snug, underneath.

Spring arrived, and the swans nested

and kept up a continuous battle, keeping

: the geese away from their nest. But one

bright morning all was well, and five

balls of fluff paddled off in line between

the parent birds. A very pretty sight.

Oh yes! The Lesser-coated Minis re-

appeared, in all their glory!

Big Bill of Mote House.

Deaths

Bertheny: On 18th November 1970, LUCY

BERTHENY, aged 70, resident at

Heatherley since October 1962,

Bevington: on 28th October 1970, JOHN

BEVINGTON, aged 41, resident of Green-

acres for three years.

Dunn: on 1st December 1970, MARY

ELLEN DUNN, aged 57, a resident at

Cann House since 1963.

Elliott: on 14th October 1970, FRED

ELLIOTT, aged 61, resident of Cann

House for over ten years.

Moore: on 28th October 1970, MICHAEL

MOORE, aged 22, resident of the Chiltern

Cheshire Home for two years.

The Cotswold Home made over £550 at

their Residents' Christmas Fayre.

Resident Bob Hughes is seen at the Bottle

Stall with Arthur Negus (‘Going for a

Song’), Lady Dowty, their Patron, and

stallholders. Photo by courtesy of

Che/tenham Newspapers.

Ridley: on November 9th 1970, SHELIA

RIDLEY, a resident of Matfen Hall.

Welsh: on 1st December 1970. EDWIN

WELSH, aged 62, one of the first

residents of Cann House (1960).

Rogerson: On 1st January, 1971, Albert

Rogerson, aged 59, a resident of Marske

Hall since 1964, and chairman of its

residents' committee.

Addyman: On 25th November, 1970, Jim

Addyman, aged 66, one of the first

residents in the East Wing, Le Court.

Wright: On 12th January, 1971, Grace

Wright, a resident of White Windows

since 1957.

De Bray: On 7th January, 1971, Winifred

De Bray, age 67, a resident at Cann

House since 1968.

 



Acceptance World

Alec Churcher

Reproduced from POINT THREE

The slow satanic alchemy

Of a remote compassion

Hardens the arteries

Until the pitiful heart

That once so hotly bled

Colder colder grows

And though it knows it not

Than another Play of the Week

And the obscene hatreds of Ulster

A new horrific serial

To be viewed at regular hours

And objectively reviewed

By Our Man in Belfast

While we refill our glasses

And wait for the Val Doonican Show

Comfortably immunised

From all fierce and transforming emotion

So that all that seems left to do

ls suddenly dead. Is to complain, if we remember it,

Remotely viewed To the Great Producer

Reality itself becomes unreal

And on the television screen

Truth merges into fiction.

Vietnam's anguish is no more

So is the currency of caring

Debased by non-involvement

And the gold of compassion

Turned to indifferent dross.

Jungle Ride

by Ella Wheeler-Whatnot

We've been out on Safari, intrepid travellers we,

With camera and field-glasses, plus cakes and cups of tea.

At the wheel was Chairman Lyle—a really first-rate man:

'Now have we got the tickets? A spare belt for the fan?’

We went via Buckingham Palace, St. James's and the Mall;

As the Queen was not at home we thought we wouldn't call.

The lions were majestic as they sauntered through the trees,

But we complied quite readily with ‘Shut your windows please.’

The zebras turned away from us, for us they would not come;

The cheetah cubs were darlings—we looked in vain for Mum,

The monkeys gathered round the bus, and scampered to and fro,

Underneath, in front, on top; they would not let us go.

They peered in through the windows, we all knew whom they saught;

They scanned each face intently, but all, alas, for naught.

'He hasn’t come" we shouted, 'You’d better go away.

He ate his last banana for sweet the other day.’

We made our homeward journey via Sunningdale and Staines;

We met the rush-hour traffic, but we got through all right;

We all said we had a day of pure delight.

We dreamed of prowling lions, of zebras and gazelle;

Cheetahs in the corridors, and monkeys on the bell.

God be praised then

For all the non-accepters

Of their own futility,

For all who, contrary to reason,

Lift forlorn and useless banners

ln challenge to apathy,

Kindling again if only for a moment

The divine transforming spark,

Whose small heroic gestures,

Ineffective, wasteful,

Are like an alabaster box of ointment

Poured at the feet of Love.

 

Often when I pass a church

I drop in for a visit;

80 that when I'm carried in,

The Lord won't say, 'Who is it?’

(From the Bombay Fellowship of The

Handicapped magazine).
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Why not Climb a Mountain?

 

The Disabled Living Foundation's new survey: Sport & Physical Recreation For

The Disabled* comes to the perhaps not surprising conclusion that 'physical

recreation can contribute to the happiness and welfare of disabled young people

and adults. On the other hand, it cannot be regarded as a "must" except when

prescribed by a doctor. In common with all other members of the community, those

who are disabled have every right to decide for themselves how to spend their time.

But justice demands that the disabled no less than the able-bodied should have

adequate opportunities to take part in sporting activities if they wish to do so.‘

These are impeccable sentiments. But it is good to see them stated so clearly, and

the last conclusion—that adequate opportunities should be provided—ought now,

with the passing of the 'Disabled Act' have more chance of coming about. The

report makes it plain that, as usual, local authorities vary in their approach to this

matter. It is very surprising however to learn in what sort of sports disabled people

do participate. Not only archery, table-tennis, billiards, and 10—pin bowling, where

they often beat able-bodied people, but activities like water-skiing (one skier had

an amputated leg) and mountaineering (another man with artificial legs climbed

Tryfan in Snowdonia, crawling the last stretch on his hands and knees). Wheelchair

teams play basketball and wheelchair users go gliding, swimming and riding.

Mrs. Talbot enjoys catching big fish! Photograph by courtesy of the Spinal Injuries

Hospital, Lodge Moor Hospital, Sheffield.

 



As the booklet rightly says, those who have been passive for years will need

encouragement and reassurance before embarking on physical activities. Though it

should be remembered that some people are unsporty by nature, and would rather

read a book than run round the hockey—field, even with the full use of their limbs!

However, team games such as played at Stoke Mandeville and the Commonwealth

Games are for the active few. There are quieter activities—such as wheelchair

fishing. One man who had been hidden away by his parents for 35 years, and who

had never worked or had a holiday, was given a mechanised chair and fishing rods.

Now he has a job, and spends holidays fishing. Here is the heart of the matter:

participation in physical activities can give people back an enjoyment they thought

they'd lost. It can also bring the disabled into the world again, and no longer only

as onlookers.

The panel, under the direction of Miss K. Evans, have gathered valuable material

from over 60 clubs, centres, schools, etc., and more than 1200 individuals, on

matters of transport, publicity, and coaching, as well as facilities and equipment.

More information may be had from Miss Evans at the Disabled Living Foundation,

Vincent House, Vincent Square, London S.W.1.

* Obtainable from 346 Kensington High Street, London W.14 (01602 2491) at 45p

(9/—) post free.

 

'A Condition to be Treated’

The Challenge of Spina Bifida

'Disability is Such a Waste

of Time'

Many parents throughout the world have suddenly to face the birth of a spina bifida

child. This practical handbook} based on first-hand experience, was written to

encourage them to take an active and optimistic approach to the problem. It is

possible for spina bifida children to have a happy childhood and to grow up into

contented adults, but only if the challenge is faced and met with vigour.

Allen Field was headmaster of the Coney High School from 1959 to 1970. He

obviously knows his subject, and his book contains detailed practical advice to

parents—and sufferers themselves—on coping with the condition and on the

possibilities now available in surgery and education.

In his natural wish to discourage apathy and despair Mr. Field is perhaps too

optimistic about the degree of mobility feasible for all spina bifida children. The

examples of case histories given—most inspiring in themselves—are of the progress

possible by some girls and boys. It would be a pity to make the rest feel guilty if

they Couldn't play football or climb Mount Vesuvius! In their own terms their

achievements might be just as spectacular.

l was fascinated to read the reference to the 'Smith Papyrus'—a description of

paraplegia 4,000 old. 80 such things as polio and spina bifida are not just

products of a decadent civilization! The Egyptian scribe called paraplegia 'a condition

not to be treated'. Now at last that is no longer true.

* By Allen Field, published by Heinemann Health Books at 40p (8/~).

Eileen Waugh's moving biography of Peter Spencer: No Man an Island“ clearly

brings out what every disabled person knows: the extraordinary amount of time

and energy needed to perform functions unconsidered by most people, such as

scratching your nose, breathing or dressing yourself. Before you get to the real

business of living there are the preliminaries to be got through, and for some people

these are defeating.

Peter Spencer was an RAF pilot when he had his cruel accident. Twenty—five

years ago 'rehabilitation' was a haphazard affair. There was no attempt at co-

ordinating information, and many fewer facilities or gadgets existed. You needed

iron determintion, and some luck, to lead an active and fruitful life and to do so

without bitterness.

Meeting his attractive wife June was part of Peter's luck. To say they were ‘made

for each other’ sounds trite: that has been said so often of happy marriages. But

however phrased it was so here; without June Peter might have been active but

hardly as happy; without Peter June might have lacked fulfilment. (As soon as she

saw him she knew he was the man she was going to marry).
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To begin with, Peter gave elocution lessons. Then he discovered a talent for

painting and with encouragement by the dynamic Erich Stegmann became a member

of the Mouth and Foot Painters Association, which Stegmann and others had

created. This association made it easier for disabled artists to market their work:

it in no way implied a standard lower than that of other painters. Elizabeth

‘1
Twistington Higgins, whose Still Life was reviewed here is another member; so is

.l
Albert Baker of Le Court.

Eventually Peter travelled all over the world on the Association's behalf. He became

an assured public speaker and a popular town councillor. Meanwhile June, as well

as helping Peter and looking after their two children, still managed to continue with

her stage career.

There are few greater calamities than losing your arms. (‘In cases like this the

patient almost invariably dies of depression’, said the hospital at the time.) In

Peter's case an extra twist must have been the knowledge that his injuries were

the result of an accident, and not received through direct contact with the enemy.

Another irony to stomach with the rest.

No steering wheel in this car! Peter Spencer in his Mini specially adapted for foot

driving after passing his driving test in 1969.

Photograph: Syndication International (Daily Mirror).

  
 



by Sheila Ridley

continued at foot of page 50

At first he kept his amputation scars hidden, through consideration of others'

susceptibilities, but gradually realised that this was wrong, and that people must be

permitted the sight of disablement if they were going to accept it into society.

Eileen Waugh writes without sentimentality, but gives a good idea of some of the

enormous difficulties overcome by Peter and by those helping him. He himself in

an epilogue makes reference to the phrase: 'disability is such a waste of time', and

adds his wife's injunction: 'Get crackingl' Readers of his brave story will certainly

be stirred to do so.

* Published by Triton Books at 253.

Reproduced from THE MATFEN HALL-MARK

I am often asked how I started writing books and how I felt when I saw my first in

print. Other questions such as, 'Have you always had the urge to write?’ and 'Where

do you begin?‘ usually follow.

The first thing I try to explain is that it was not an urge to write, so much as the

desperate need to find some suitable and, if possible, interesting and lucrative

occupation, when it became obvious that l was going to be permanently confined to

a wheelchair.

l had attempted various other things, from dress-making to stamp~dealing, without

success, and was reduced to entering newspaper competitions in the hope of

increasing my capital and thus widening my scope. A rather different contest that

caught my eye was in the ‘Personal' column of one of the Sunday papers—the

heavier kind. Instead of a slogan to sell soup, or a list of the most desirable points

in a car, this advertisement called for a romantic novel of 50,000 words. It offered a

prize of £250, and l was struck by the contrast of remuneration; thousands of pounds

could be won for a brief sentence to publicise a household commodity, yet a full—

length book warranted only a fraction af this. However, I decided to have a go.

Which decision presented me with several problems. One was that I had not even

read much romantic fiction; the occasional instalment of a magazine serial was my

limit. I racked my brain for helpful recollections. An exotic background was

apparently essential. Not so easy, since I had travelled no further than the North of

England, but this did not deter me. I could learn from books. Next, l was fairly

sure that the nurse-doctor stories were popular, and here at least I was on safer

ground, since I had been a hospital patient for about two years.

Having supplied myself with a couple of exercise books, I was ready for work. And

work it was, hammering out a story of the required length. The setting was a mission

hospital in Africa—suggested to me by the fact that I had read a good deal about

Albert Schweitzer. I would probably have been tempted to give up in despair, had it

not been a competition with a deadline; other inducements to press on were that no

better employment had offered itself; and that l had invested in a typewriter.

Eventually, after much revision and re-planning, I achieved my object and hopefully

posted it off to the publishing firm concerned. I didn’t really expect to win, though,

of course, there were moments when I allowed myself to dream, but I did think I

might get a 'Commended', or some indication as to whether it was worth my while

continuing to write. In fact, I received my first rejection slip, unrelieved by any touch

of consolation.

Left with an unwanted script and a typewriter l was still paying hire-purchase for, l

plodded on, revising the novel and posting it to a different publisher. Then I began a

second, this time a murder set in a luxury nursing home.

While busy with this I waited anxiously for news of my romance—entitled for

reasons I‘ve forgotten. ‘The Thoughtless Prodigal‘. The mystery was called 'Sleep of

Death’, because the foul deed was done with morphia. The latter was rejected

twice, but the second rejection slip had an added sentence to the effect that the

story was lacking in suspense. I took this as implying that there was some promise

in the work, re-wrote it and sent it back to the same publisher.

Still no word of 'The Thoughtless Prodigal'. Convinced that it had gone astray. l
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Bridlington ’Wings of Raphael’

Support Group

Congratulations to Eileen Kirby on her marriage on January 2nd, 1971. This is good

news at the beginning of the New Year, and we hope that for everyone it will be a

happy and successful year. Miss Chapman and I send special good wishes to

Robert Girling and to Carol Jones who will be taking important examinations this

yeah

Also at the turn of the year, Set No. 15 went out to start their practical placements

in Cheshire Homes. They are: Pat Eldridge, Victoria Adewunmi, Patricia McCarthy,

Sheila Harnett, Maureen Sunderland, Vera Green, Helen Kavanagh, Edmund Wade,

Rosemary Bell and Marion Cady.

We have another student now from overseas, Pearl Ferreira from Trinidad She is

a cousin of Cheryl Leigh; both seem to be enjoying England, and are doing well.

Set No. 12 have just completed the Course, and are now working in Cheshire Homes,

Lady Doris Blacker, a member of the Service Corps Committee gave a stimulating

talk on Finals Day, and presented the Badges and Certificates.

In April we are combining our Course with one at Eastleigh Technical College.

We feel that the college has more facilities to offer for training in certain fields,

that our students will benefit from the college atmosphere, and from meeting

students studying other subjects. The Tutors from the college will take an interest

in the whole Course, visit our students during their practical placements, and

whenever possible be present during the Study Weeks. The Eastleigh College

Certificate will be incorporated with the present Cheshire Foundation Certificate.

The Cheshire Foundation Service Corps are seconding Christopher Austin to

Westwood House, Southampton, a residential centre for sub-normal children,

which is part of the Wessex Regional Hospital Board’s Research Project into the

Care of Sub—normality. Christopher has especially asked for this experience.

Visitors to the Study Centre are always welcome even if we are busy! It was a

much appreciated surprise to see Andrew Lawrence one afternoon before Christmas

and a pleasure to have Robert Girling with us for his Christmas holiday.

NB. The next Study Week for Senior Staff from the Cheshire Homes will begin on

March 8th, 1971.

Last quarter we mentioned Wing-Commander Dunn's connection with the

Bridlington Support Group. However, although he was, as the Chairman, Mr. D.

Maclachlan, tells us, a 'much esteemed and very helpful member of their group’ he

did not found the organisation. This was done in 1961, when at Group Captain

Cheshire’s request 'Mr. Richard H. Blackburn of Halifax became organiser and

treasurer of a world-wide movement for the care of the incurably sick and homeless

—the Ryder-Cheshire International Mission'. We apologise for the misunderstanding.

 

The Making of a Novelist

continued from page 49
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enquired, and was thrilled to learn that it was under consideration. This was real

encouragement and I didn’t care how long it took them to come to a decision. In due

course they said they would like to publish it, and would I agree to the title being

changed to 'Outpost Hospital'. Would I?

Within days my murder story was accepted by another firm, who also asked me to

agree to a new name. I suggested 'Nurse In Danger', and both books came out almost

together in 1962.

Seeing the finished product was exciting, of course, but for me the big moment was,

and still is, reading that first letter which says, 'We would like to publish your novel,’

when you have schooled yourself to expect, 'Sorry, but it is not suitable for our list.’



Mission for the Relief of Suffering
Registered in the U.K. as a Charity

Founders: Sue Ryder, 0.B.E., Group Captain G. L. Cheshire, V.C., D.S.0., D.F.C., and Rev. Mother Teresa, M.C.

President: Mrs. Lakshmi Pandit

Out of the combined work of the Sue

Ryder Foundation and the Cheshire

Foundation Homes for the Sick there has

evolved the concept of an association—

or family—of separate and autonomous

organisations, each devoted in its own

way to the relief of suffering but all

sharing the same ideals and principles.

The function of this Mission is, on the

one hand, to strengthen its member~

organisations by virtue of making them

part of some larger entity, and, on the

other hand, to extend their opportunity of

doing good by the possibility of joint and

concerted action. Application for mem-

bership from any charitable organisation

is always welcome.

As one step towards this goal, the

member Foundations have pooled some

of their resources and experience in

order to meet specific and urgent needs

not falling within their respective terms

of reference, and have set up the

following:

Raphael

PO. Box 157, Dehra Dun, U.P., India.

Under the personal supervision of Sue

Ryder and Leonard Cheshire, and staffed

in part by volunteer nurses, physio-

therapists and others from Australia,

New Zealand and Great Britain. This

Unit, which was started in 1959, now

cares for nearly 300 persons in need,

including 130 leprosy patients, 80

severely mentally retarded children, and

64 destitute children. There is also a

40—bed hospital.

Gabriel Rehabilitation Centre

(Punarvazhvo lllam), Mandappakkam

Village, St. Thomas Mount, Madras-16.

A residential Training Centre for the dis-

abled, including leprosy sufferers.

Chairman: Mr. S. Aruldoss.

Superintendent: Mr. A. F. Morris.

 

1 The Cheshire Foundation Homes for the Sick

Registered in accordance with the Charities Act 1960

The Cheshire Homes care for the incur-

ably sick or permanently disabled—those

for whom hospitals can do nothing

further. They are run as homes, and offer

the affection and freedom of ordinary

family life, the residents being encour-

aged to take whatever part they can in

the day-to-day running of the house and

to develop their remaining talents. Dis-

United Kingdom

7 Market Mews, London, W1Y 8HP

Telegrams, Cheshome, London, W1

Tel: 01-499 2665

Patrons: Dr. G. C. Cheshire, F.B.A.,

D.C.L.

The Rt. Hon. The Lord Denning, P.C.

Chairman: The Rt. Hon. Lord Justice

Edmund Davies.

abled people are admitted according to

need, irrespective of race, creed or social

status. The average number of residents

when the Homes are completely estab-

lished is 30.

The Management of each Home is vested

in a Committee as representative as

possible of the local community. The

Cheshire Foundation Homes for the Sick

Trustees: Dr. Margaret Agerholm, M.A.,

B.M., B.Ch.(Oxon)/Peter Allott, Esq./

Group Capt. G. L. Cheshire, V.C., D.S.O.,

D.F.C./Mrs. Sue Ryder Cheshire, O.B.E./

Mrs. M. M. Clark, J.P./R. G. Emmett, Esq.,."

The Earl Ferrers/Major T. V. Fisher-Hoch/

J. R. Handscomb, Esq/H. E. Marking,

Esq., C.B.E., M.C./Miss C. E. Morris,

B.B.E,/T. Pearce, Esq., M.C. (Managing

Trustee)/B. Richards, Esq/Peter

Rowntree, Esq./W, W. Russell. Esq.

(Vice-Chairman).

(a registered charity) is the Central

Trust, and has ultimate responsibility for

all the Homes. It owns all the property.

and acts as guarantor to the public that

the individual Homes are properly

managed in conformity with the general

aims of the Foundation. Similar charitable

Trusts have been established to control

the Homes overseas.

Secretary: Miss C. T. Short.

Assistant Secretary: Miss K. Sweet

Escott.

Hon. Medical Adviser: Dr. Basil

Kiernander, M.R.C.P.

Hon. Treasurer:

R. G. Emmett, Esq.
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Tel. Nos.

Office Residents

Alne Hall, Alne, York, OEG 73 Tollerton 295 —

Ampthill Park House, Ampthill, Bedfordshire Ampthill 3247 — 3173

Athol House, 138 College Road, London, SE19 01-670 3740 — 6770

Beechwood, Bryan Road, Edgerton, Huddersfield, Yorkshire H02 2AH Huddersfield 29626 — 22813

Cann House, Tamerton Foliot, Plymouth, Devon Plymouth 71742 _ 72645

Carnsalloch House, Kirkmahoe, Dumfries Dumfries 4924 _

Champion House, Clara Drive, Calverley, Bradford, Yorkshire L328 5PQ Bradford 613642
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Office Residents

Chiltern Cheshire Home, North Park, Gerrards Cross, Bucks. SL9 8JT Gerrards Cross 86170 — 84572

Coomb, Llanstephan, Carmarthenshire Llanstephan 292 — 31o

Cotswold Cheshire Home, Overton Road, Cheltenham, Gloucestershire GL50 3BN Cheltenham 52569 —

Danybryn, Radyr, Glamorgan, CF4 8XA Radyr 237 — 335

Dolywern, Pontfadog, Llangollen, Denbighshire Glynceiriog 303 —

Eithinog, Old Highway, Colwyn Bay, Denbighshire Colwyn Bay 2404 —

Greathouse, Kingston Langley, Chippenham, Wiltshire Kington Langley 235 —— 32—7

Greenacres, 39 Vesey Road, Sutton Coldfield, Warwickshire 021 -354 7753 —— 7960

*Green Gables, Wingfield Road, Alfreton. Derbys.

Greenhill House, Timsbury, Bath, Somerset BA31 ES Timsbury 533 ——

The Grove, East Carleton, Norwich, NOR 94W Mulbarton 279 ~—

Heatherley, Efiingham Lane, Copthorne, Crawley, Sussex Copthorne 2232/3 — 2735

Hertfordshire Cheshire Home, St. John's Road, Hitchin Hitchin 52460 —— 52458

The Hill, Sandbach, Cheshire Sandbach 2341/2 -— 2508

Holme Lodge, Julian Road, West Bridgford, Nottingham, NG2 5AQ Nottingham 89002 —

Honresfield, Blackstone Edge Road, Littleborough, Lancashire Littleborough 78627 — 78065

Hovenden House, Fleet, Spalding, Lincolnshire PE12 8LP Holbeach 3037 —

Kenmore, 100 Whitcliffe Road, Cleckheaton, Yorkshire BD19 3DR Cleckheaton 2904 — 2724

Lake District Cheshire Home, Holehird, Windermere, Westmorland Windermere 2500 — 387

Le Court, Liss, Hampshire Blackmoor 364 — 229

Llanhennock Cheshire Home, Llanhennock, Caerleon, Monmouth, NP6 1LT Caerleon 545 -— 675

Marske Hall, Teesside Cheshire Home, Marske-by»the-Sea, Redcar, Yorkst TSH 6AA Redcar 2672 -—

lVlatfen Hall, Northumberland Cheshire Home, Matfen, Northumberland Stamfordham 212 — 383

Mayfield House, 107 East Trinity Road, Edinburgh, EH5 3PT 031-552 2037 — 4157

Mickley Hall, Mickley Lane, Totley, Sheffield, Yorkshire, S17 4HE Sheffield 367936 ——

Mote House, Mote Park, Maidstone, Kent Maidstone 37911 — 38417

North Lancashire Leonard Cheshire Home, Oaklands, Dimples Lane, Garstang, Lancs. Garstang 2290 —

Oxfordshire Cheshire Home, Greenhill House, Twyford, Banbury, Oxon. Adderbury 679 — 667

St. Anthony's, West Midland Cheshire Home, Stourbridge Road, Wolverhampton, Staffs. Wombourn 3056 — 2030

St. Bridget’s, The Street, East Preston, Littlehampton, Sussex Rustington 3988 — 70755

St. Cecilia's, Sundridge Avenue, Bromley, Kent, BR1 2P2 01460 8377 —— 7179

St. Michaels, Axbridge, Somerset Axbridge 358 — 204

St. Teresa's, Long Rock, Penzance, Cornwall Marazion 336 -— 365

Seven Rivers, Great Bromley, Colchester, Essex Ardleigh 345 — 463

Seven Springs, Pembury Road, Tunbridge Wells, Kent Tunbridge Wells 31138 — 20130

S-W Lancashire Cheshire Home, Springwood House, Springwood Ave., Liverpool L25 7UW Garston 7345 —— 5400

Spofforth Hall, Harrogate, Yorkshire HG3 1BX Spofforth 284 — 287

Staunton Harold, Ashby»de-|a-Zouch, Leicestershire, LE6 5RT Melbourne (Derby) 2571 — 2387

Stonecroft House, Barnetby, Lincolnshire Kirmington 244 —

*Torbay & East Devon Cheshire Home, 33 Gillard Road, Brixham, Devon

West Surrey Cheshire Home, Clock Barn Lane, Hydon Heath, Godalming, Surrey Hascombe 383 —

White Windows, Sowerby Bridge, Yorkshire Halifax 31981 —— 32173

Mental Rehabilitation Hostels

Miraflores, 154 Worple Road, Wimbledon, S.W,20 01946 5058 —

Gaywood, 30 The Down, Wimbledon, S.W.20 01—946 9493 ——

Nicholas House, 3 Old Nichol Street, Bethnal Green, London, E2 01-739 5165 —— 9298

Homes for Mentally Handicapped Children

Hawthorn Lodge, Hawthorn Road, Dorchester, Dorset Dorchester 3403 —-

The Green, Christleton, near Chester Chester 35503 — _ O
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Overseas Homes

Secretariat: 5 Market Mews, London, W1Y 8HP. Tel : 01—499 2267

ARGENTINA *Buenos Aires.

CANADA Ontario Cheshire Home Foundation (Hon. Sec: A, W. Finlay, 9 Langton Avenue, Toronto 12)

*Cheshire Home, Toronto Metro (Steering Committee Chairman, John Dixon, 7 St. Dennis Drive, Apt. 195 Dow Mills, Toronto).

*Cheshire Home, Mississauga, Port Credit, Ontario. Chairman, Mrs. W. Bouch, 1491 Indian Grove Road, Port Credit, Ontario).

*Saskatoon Steering Committee. Dr. John Owen.

CEYLON Chairman: Sir Richard Aluwihare, K.C.M.G.. C.B.E.

Cheshire Home, Mt. Lavinia.

Cheshire Home, Wester Seaton Farm, Negombo.

Cheshire Home for the Aged, Kiala, Matale.

CHILE Chairman: Mr. Revel Dick.

Fundacion Hogares Cheshire De La Esperanza. Casilla 3337, Santiago.

EIRE Chairman: Chief Justice Cearbhall O'Dalaigh.

Ardeen, Shillelagh, Co. Wicklow. Tel: Shillelagh 8.

Barrett Cheshire Home, 21 Herbert Street, Dublin. Tel: Dublin 62883.

Rathfredagh House. Newcastle West, Co. Limerick.

St. Laurence Cheshire Home. Nr. Dunkettle, Cork.

St. Patrick's Cheshire Home, Tullow, Co. Carlow.

ETHIOPA Chairman: Ato Desta Girma.

Cheshire Home, P.O.B. 3427, Addis Ababa. CM

The Cheshire Clinic, PO. Box 1383, Asmara.

HOLY LAND Chairman: Mr. Judeh S. Araj.

Cheshire Home, Babiskak Street, PO. Box 100, Bethlehem, via Israel. Administrator: Mrs. May Cutler C

HONG KONG Chairman: Mr. K, S. Lo.

Cheshire Home, Chung Horn Kok, Nr. Stanley.

lNDlArChairman: Major-General Virendra Singh. Managing Trustee: J. A. K. Martyn, O.B.E.

Office: Cheshire Homes India, 18 Nemi Road, Dehra Dun, UP.

The Cheshire Homes in India are as follows:

Cheshire Home, Rustam Bagh Estate, H.A.L. Main Road, Domlur, Bangalore, 17.

Cheshire Home, opp. Buddhev Colony, Kareli Baug, Baroda.

Bethlehem House, Cheshire Home, Andheri, Bombay, 69. .

Cheshire Home, Bumpur. P.O. Burnpur, Dt. Burdwan, W. Bengal C

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shanti Rani House, 13 Upper Strand Road, Serampore, Calcutta, W. Bengal.
 

Cheshire Home, Coimbatore. (Major M. Krishnaswami, L.M. & S., Cheshire Home, Sowripalayam Road,

Peelamedu, Coimbatore 4).

Govind Bhawan, 16 Pritam Road, Dehra Dun, U.P.

Banarsidas Chandiwala Swasthya Sadan, Kalkaii, New Delhi. C

 

 

 

Rustomji P. Patel Cheshire Home, Sundernager, Jamshedpur, Nr. Tatanager, Bihar. L

Vishronthi lllam, Katpadi Township (North Arcot), Madras State.

Anbu Nilayam, Covelong, Chingleput Dt., Madras.

Cheshire Home, 10 Vallabhai Road, Madurai, 2.

Cheshire Home, Kankanady, Mangalore, 1.

 

 

 

 

 

”Cheshire Home, Meathmarg, Ranchi

Cheshire Home, Bishop's Compound, Poona, 1. Office address: 19 Right Flank Lines, Wanowrie.

KENYA Chairman: Air-Marshal Sir Francis Fressanges, K.B.E., C.B.

Furaha Cheshire Home, PO. Box 6038, Mombasa.

Amani-Cheshire Home, PO. Box 8552, Lenana Road, Kilimani, Nairobi.

MALAYSIA and SINGAPORE Chairman: The Hon, Mr. Justice Tan Ah Tah.

Registered Office. 108 Chulia Street, Singapore 1.
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Johore Cheshire Home, Jalan Larkin, Johore, Bahru.

Sarawak Cheshire Home, P.0. Box 1267, Ridgeway Road, Kuching, Sarawak. D

Rumah 'Amal Cheshire, 7% Mile lpoh Road, Batu Caves, Kuala LumpurCSWk—K "3 54 r at, 6x"

Singapore Cheshire Home, Singapore Council of Social Service Building, 2nd Floor,

11 Penang Lane, Singapore 9.

MAURITIUS Chairman: Mr. Frederic Robert.

Tamarin, Cheshire Home, Floreal.

C

MOROCCO Patron: H.E. The Princess Lalla Fatima Chairman: Mme. J. M. Cherifa d’Ouezzane.

Foyer Koutoubia, Parvis de la Koutoubia, Marrakesh.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dar el Hanaa, 3 Place des Aloes, Marshan, Tangier.
C

NIGERIA Chairman: Federal Chief Justice Sir Adetokunbo Ademola.

Oluyole Cheshire Home, PO. Box 1425, Ibadan
C

Orlu Cheshire Home, Ubulu Postal Agency, Eastern Central State.

Mushin Cheshire Home, RD. 374, 91 Agege Motor Road, Mushin, Lagos.
C

PAPUA and NEW GUINEA

Cheshire Home, P.O. Box 1306, Boroko, via Port Moresby.
CM
 

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS

Philippines Cheshire Home Inc., Carmel Subdivision, Project 8. Quezon City.

*Four new homes in preparation.

PORTUGAL Chairman: Sr. Joao Guades de Sousa.

Lares Cheshire em Portugal, Patio de Lencastre No. 4, Lisbon, 2.

SIERRA LEONE Chairman: The Hon. Banja Tejan Sie.

Sir Milton Cheshire Home, PO. Box 128, Bo.
C

Cheshire Home, PO. Box 916, Freetown.
C

SOUTH AFRICA

Queensburgh Cheshire Home, 890 Main Road, Moseley, Natal.

Fairhaven Cheshire Home, 1 Baden Powell Drive, Muizenberg, Cape Province, South Africa.

'Cheshire Home, PO. Box 848, Port Elizabeth, Eastern Province.

SPAIN Chairman: Dr. M. Supervia Ramiz.

Hogar de la Amistad, Las Planas, Barcelona, Spain.

THAILAND

Siri-Wattana Cheshire Home, 25 Chitlom Lane, Bangkok.

Cheshire Home, Bangping.

UGANDA

Cheshire Home for Paraplegics and Infirm, P.O. Box 6890, Kampala.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Busoga Cheshire Home, B a Province Dr. B. A. , . . , .

*Cheshire Home, Tororo. (Alan Walker, Esq., PO. Box 223, Tororo). L

Cheshire Home, St. Francis Leprosarium, Baluba. P0 (50);, ,5],

Cheshire Home, Saroti.

WEST INDIES

*Cheshire Home, Georgetown. (Mr. John Fernandez, PO. Box No. 94, 24 Walker St., Georgetown, Guyana).

Cheshire Home, St. George's, Barbados. (Chairman: Rev. F. A. Cayless, St. George's Rectory, Barbados).

*Cheshire Home, Jamaica. (Felix Fox, O.B.E., PO. Box 271, Kingston).

Cheshire Home, St. Andrews Gardens, San Fernando, Trinidad and Tobago.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

' Homes in preparation.

C For crippled children. CM For mental—retarded children. L For burnt—out leprosy cases suffering from consequent disabilities.

Overseas Homes are generally known by the names shown in bold letters.
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2 Sue Ryder Foundation

Registered in the UK. as a Charity

Sue Ryder Homes, Cavendish, Suffolk.

Tel: Glemsford 252.

Founder: Sue Ryder, O.B.E.

Hon. Advisers: Sir Eric Berthoud,

K,C.M.G., M.A./Mr. K. Johnstone,

C.M.G./Sir George Clutton, K.C.M.G./

Mr. J. Priest, J.P.

Hon. Medical Advisers: Dr. Grace

Griffiths, MB.

Dr. W. T. Tillman, M.D., M.R.C.P.

Dr. M. Ryder, M.B.

General Treasurer: Mr. B. Morris,

F.Comm.A.

Secretaries: Miss C. Brooks/Miss S.

Jollands/Miss C. Curran/

Miss H. Phayre.

Completely undenominational, and rely-

ing on voluntary contributions, the

Foundation was started by Sue Ryder

to bring relief to survivors who, as a

result of Nazi persecution, particularly in

homeless or in some kind of need. It

seeks above all to render personal ser-

vice and affection to the survivors as a

small token of remembrance, not only to

the living, but to the millions who died.

Thus, the work is a living memorial. The

Foundation is not restricted to helping

only survivors, but is devoted to the

relief of suffering on a wide scale.

Sue Ryder Homes for Concentration

Camp Victims

Cavendish, a permanent Home for 30

survivors.

Hickleton Hall, near Doncaster, Yorks.

(Goldthorpe 2070).

Chairman: Mr. G. Bostock.

Housemother: Miss Mollie Trim.

St. Christopher Settlement,

Grossburgwedal, Hanover.

Chairman: Frau Dr. Fliigge.

Eight homes and several flats.

St. Christopher Kreis,

Berlinerstrasse, Frankfurt a.M.

Chairman: H.R,H. Princess Margaret of

Hesse and the Rhein.

Homes for the Sick and Disabled in

Poland

In co-operation with Director J. Sieklucki,

Office for Co-operation with Foreign

Countries, Ministry of Health and Social

Welfare, ul. Miodowa 15, Warsaw.

Twenty-two Homes.

Homes for the Sick and Disabled in

Yugoslavia

In conjunction with Mrs. F. Defranceski,

Secretariat of Health and Social Welfare.

Sixteen Homes.

Homes for the Sick and Disabled in

Greece

Chairman: Air Vice-Marshal N. Overoff.

One Home near Athens.

Homes for the Sick and Disabled in

Israel

Chairman: Dr. Kurtz.

Home to be established.

 

3 Missionaries of Charity

Mother Teresa was born in Albania in

1910. In 1928 she came to Calcutta to

join the Loretto teaching order. Here she

remained for 20 years until the call came

to devote her life to the poor and

destitute. So with the permission of the

Church she founded a new congregation,

the Missionaries of Charity, dedicated to

the service of the poorest and most

abandoned. Today her Order, which

numbers 470 Sisters and 90 Brothers,

runs 24 Homes in India, mostly for the

dying, many schools, and has now

spread to Ceylon, Tanzania, Italy.

Australia and Venezuela.

Enquiries to Mother Teresa Committee

(U.K.), c/o 2 Silvermere, Byfleet Road,

Cobham, Surrey.

 

4 The Order of Charity

Registered in accordance with the Charities Act 1960

50 Fitzroy Street,

London, W.1.

President: The Lady Diana Cooper

Hon. Medical Consultant:

Dr. Stanley Browne, O.B.E., M.D,,

F.R.C.P., F.R.C.S., D.T.M.

Vice-Presidents include:

‘ The Earl of Longford, Archbishop

Roberts, Bishop Trevor Huddleston,

Sue Ryder, O.B.E. and Group-Captain

Leonard Cheshire, V.C., D.S.O., D.F.C.

The Order of Charity is a non-denomina-

tional and voluntary society working to

bring medical aid to leprosy sufferers in

all countries. It originated in France under

the inspiration of Raoul Follereau and

was established in England in 1949 by

Major W. Angus-Jones, O.B.E.

In spite of modern advances in the treat-

ment of leprosy—drugs that are effective

in all kinds of leprosy have been avail-

able for about twenty years—only one

patient out of every five has any chance

of receiving any treatment at all for his

disease. The Order gives regular help to

a number of leprosy projects in different

countries and aims to make the facts

about leprosy more widely known. It

was a founder member of the United

Leprosy Aid Committee (UK) and of

the European Committee of Anti-Leprosy

Organisations (ELEP).

Enquiries to the Secretary, 50 Fitzroy

Street, London, W.1.
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Small Advertisements

Has anyone in the Homes something to

sell? Or have you any needs you wish

to make known? Why not use this

section?

Note to Advertisers. All enquiries,

and matters regarding advertising in

Cheshire Smile to be sent to : The

Secretary, Cheshire Smile, Greenacres,

39 Vesey Road, Sutton Coldfield,

Warwicks.

An Ideal Gift

Do you know you can make a gift of a

year’s subscription to the CHESHIRE

SMILE to your friends or relations?

An attractive greetings card will be sent

to anyone you like to name with the next

issue of the magazine. It will convey your

good wishes and explain that a year's

sub. comes from you as a gift. Post us a

remittance for 105. or 50p (E1 85. 0d. or

£140 for a three-year sub.), and we will

do the rest.

Hand made goods of various kinds are

available, or can be ordered, at most of

the Homes. Why not visit your nearest

Home, and see if there is anything you

would like?

 

Subscription Form

Annual Rate—10/— or 50p. (post free)

If you would like to receive the “Cheshire

Smile' regularly, please fill in your name and

address and post this form, with a remittance

for 10s. or 50p to the Treasurer, The ‘Cheshire

Smile'. Greenacres, 39 Vesey Road, Sutton

Coldlield, Warwicks.

(N.B.——Receipts are sent only on request.)

The Cheshire Homes need volunteers for

organising fund-raising events, for under-

taking transport runs, for working in the

Homes in their spare time—anyone who

feels drawn to this kind of work.

Do you collect Green Shield Stamps?

If not, the following Homes could make

good use of them—Heatherley, Le Court,

Athol House, Llanhennock, Greenacres

and Mote House.

Spare parts for electric indoor wheel-

chairs wanted by London Cheshire

Home (Athol House), and Le Court.

 

Mr./Mrs./Miss

 

 

 

(block capitals)

 

 

NEW SUBSCRIBER Strike out

what is not

SUB. RENEWED applicable

I wish to commence a one/three year sub» 1

i

scription with the issue

 

All cheques, P.0.s. etc, to be made payable

to 'Cheshire Smile' 17/1

 

It may be easier for many people to take out a three-year subscription for £1'40 or £1 85. 0d. (post free). Others may find it more

convenient to make out a Banker‘s Order for the remittance to be sent regularly to our bank every year without any bother to

themselves.

RICHARD GREEN LTD. ;2

Engineers (Mechanical)
:1

Contractors to all Government Departments H

Forgings, Chains, Lifting Equipment, Soldering Irons,

Copper Hammers

PO. Box No. 28, Cokeland Works, ‘

Cradley Heath, Warley, Worcs. Tel. Cradley Heath 66061 (3 lines) 1

Member of the Chain Testers Association   



 
Matron’s Conference 1970 at Heather/9y

 

 


