~ St James's Church
. 197 Piccadilly
LONDON W1.J 9LL.

Tel 020 7734 4511
Fax 020 7734 7449

www.st-james-picbadilly.org

Suddenly a carer: Part 1
by Jean Humphrey-Gaskin

Six million people in the UK provide unpaid
- care for disabled or elderly relatives or
neighbours. Their job is long, fonely and
- hard, yet there is limited support and no
formal training. As a result carers suffer
frequent damage fo physical and mental
health. .

Ahson Ryan, Chief Executive -

The Princess Royal Trust Carers

On 27 February 2006 Watson, my husband,

had a massive stroke which changed both our

lives drastically.

It came at a time when | had been enjoying
the freedormn of doing the things | wanted to do
for the first time in my life. Even as a young
child | had not experienced such happiness,
as my mother was dying of cancer and | was

-passed from one reluctant relative to another. .

Then from about the age of 10 | had to look
after an invalid father until he died when | was
18. So great was my dread of having to care
for a seriously sick person again, that |
actually wanted to walk away from the
paralysed, dribbling ‘John Doe’ | saw in
Casualty. But when he saw me, his eyes lit up
as if to say, “Thank God! she’s come”, and |

~ could not turn my back on that pleading love.

Shortiy before Watson was discharged from
‘hospital, the Stroke Association represen-
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tative referred to me as a “carer.” | shivered,
because with that sweet little word | felt | had
been robbed of my identity, of my existence
as a human being in my own right. But being
the old battler that | am, | answered
vehemently, “l am not a carer! I'm a story-
teller, ’'m an artist, I’'m an activist, and much
more, but | will look after my husband.”

Yet, in spite of being provided with profes-
sionals to get my husband up, washed,
dressed, potted and later put back to bed, life
was a round of cooking, cutting-up his food,
washing-up, carrying a slop bucket upstairs to
the toilet, cleaning, shaving him, changing
and washing soiled clothes, scrubbing the
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Watson in his wheelchair in the garden.

carpet after his little ‘accidents,” which
occurred mostly in the middie of the night,
plus helping him with his physiotherapy and
speech exercises. The highlight of Sunday
was cutting his toe-nails.

To make matters worse Watson’s bodily
functions refused to fit in to the allotted
timetable. When the midday care-worker
came to put him on the commode, he could
do nothing, but as soon as she had left, and
we were in the middle of lunch, then nature
would call in a rush. Being squeamish, 1 could
never return to my meal, but we did develop a
robust form of lavatory humour none
repeatable here.

One by one we dispensed with the services of
the care-workers, though reluctantly in the -
case of Val, a bustling, Barbadian lady, who
got him up in the mornings, and gave me so
much good practical advice. NB. Unpaid
carers like myself are deemed fit to look after
a seriously ill person without any training
whatsoever

In addition to looking after Watson, 1 frantic-
ally cleaned the house, as | feared to give a
bad impression to the constant stream of
occupational therapists, physiotherapists and
speech therapists. Consequently, | soon
became utterly exhausted, my hips, back and
legs screamed with pain, and trying to push
~my husband around in his wheelchair only

made matters worse. The smooth corridors of
the hospital had not prepared me for uneven
pavements and kerbs with ramps jaggedly
broken by heavy vehicles turning on them.
Finally, one day | had to tip his wheelchair
backwards almost to the ground to get it up
on to the crossing island opposite Tesco’s,
injuring my groin so badly that | had to give up
pushing a wheelchair. But | did feel a glimmer
of my old self when | sent the Council a map
showing all the damaged or badly built ramps
in the area -~ and I'm glad to say they have all
been repaired.

Luckily, in those days | was too exhausted to
feel angry at our situation - that came later, -
but 1 was also too exhausted to pray or even
do my usual Zazen meditation. Instead, |
would sit in my bath late at night and blow a
bubble for each person, place or situation |
wanted to pray for, and | always started with a
bubble for God and ended with a bubble for .

me.

The worst problem at that time was that
Watson did not want to go on living, and
neither did | for that matter, mainly because
he was no longer the man | had married —
and no amount of bubbies to God could |
change that. Somehow the sheer drudgery of
those days kept me going.

Then came the change. in summer there was
a dance project on TV, with people dancing in
Trafalgar Square. | tentatively asked Watson
if he wanted to watch it, as it could have been
painful since we used to be Display Jazz
dancers, and it was yet one more reminder of
what he could no longer do. Not only did we
watch the programme, but when the time
came for everyone to join in to make it the
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biggest dance event ever, Watson stood up
and for two whole minutes we danced!

It was a turning point for both of us.
But we never forget the many carers who
have to go on looking after someone who
does not get better, and may well
deteriorate; nor the many school-age carers

_missing out on their childhood; nor the elderly
carers, often disabled themselves, who even
into their nineties, are still expected to look
after someone.

All these unpaid carers (six million. of them)
. save the country billions of pounds. Although
. there is a Carer’s Allowance of £46.95 per
weelk, it is not payable to anyone receiving

Retirement Pension or any other state benefit.

“Greater love has no-one than this, that he -

lay down his life for his friends.”

But to have to lay it down again and again,
day after day after day? )

Watson, above, out of that wheelchair: it is no
longer needed. o
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Book Review:

The Selfish Pig’s Guide to Carlng (Marrlott)

by Jean Humphrey-Gaskin

Hugh Marriott: The Selfish Pig’'s Guide to
Caring. Polperro Heritage Press, £9.95.
ISBN 09544233-1-3 .

Several books have had a deep and lasting
influence on me, but no other has raised me
out of despair, saved my sanity, made me
accept truths | was denying, helped me discard
my self-loathing, halted me on the verge of
suicide, and made me laugh again and again.

At the outset Hugh Marriott warns that this
book is not a medical textbook, a guide to
benefits or a how-to-care manual, nor does it
have a foolproof method to turn you into an
angel of mercy. Moreover, it is not politically
correct. Also, as there is no sensible title for
the ‘patient’ or ‘disabled person’ we look after,
the author invents one:. ‘Piglet’ a shortening of
‘Person | Give Love and Endless Therapy to.

With humour and honesty he covers every
aspect of caring from ‘Why care at all?’ to-
‘Afterwards’ (when you are no longer needed

as a carer}, passing through such taboo
subjects as ‘Your body’ (the carer’s, not the
piglet's), ‘The messy stuff’ (poo and pee to
you and me), ‘Burnout’, ‘Pushing them
downstairs’, ‘Sex’, ‘Officialdom and the Chaos
Theory’, and there is even a chapter on
‘Young Carers’. What heiped me immensely
was his insistence that although we are
untrained and unpaid carers, we are
professionals doing a specialist job.

You may think that a book, written by a full-
time carer for unpaid carers, is not for you —
think again.

“Everyone has a three-in-five chance of
becoming a carer. By 2037 the odds of
anyone between the ages of 30 and 54
becoming a carer for someone older could
increase by 88%.”

Scary ain’t it? So if you think this book is not
your cup of tea, at least take note of its name,
author and publisher, as you or someone you
know might need it one day. And it is an
enjoyable read.
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In merhoriam' Maureen Andrews neé Ball
1 October 1933 to 19 December 2005

by Sheila MacDonald

Family traditions

Although -my sister Maureen had many
interests, including reading, religion, politics,
London, travel and animals, family history
was not one of them: she would probably be
aghast to know that certain aspects of her life
and interests were very similar to that of her
antecedents.

- For a start, she left a will, not something that
the majority of the population does, even
now. For her it was the sensible, practical

" thing to do and she never realised she was

following a family tradition. Wills in the Ball
family have been found as far back as the
16th century, when some of them were
fishermen in Hastings: - '

She wasn't the first one to mention books
either; it was just that she had rather more of
them and unlike most of us; she had read
every one of them.

The pol:t|c|ans
Edward Ball (1793-1865), Maureen’s great—
great-grandfather was a Member of Parliament
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for Cambridgeshire. Her great-grand-father
and grandfather were both local poiiticians.

Edward Ball was the stepson of the Rev.
James Arrow, a congregational minister, and
for many years the Ball family and their in- -
laws were Congregationalists, seriously
involved in the founding and running of
several chapels. Like many such families,
they were not exclusively Congregational and
one of Edward’s younger sons, the Rev.

Frederick Ball was an ordained minister of the ,

Church of England.

Edward Ball was also very familiar with
London; he was a member of the
Fishmonger’s Guild and belonged to the

‘Milton Club on Ludgate Hill, where a fellow

member was James Fielding of Sowerby -
Bridge, West Yorkshire. The two men were
clearly friends who visited each other’s
homes and, in due course, became relatives

- when Edward’s son Salisbury married

James’s daughter Emily.

There is a further interesting family link in
West Yorkshire. Our great-grandparents,
Salisbury and Emily, made their home in
Burwelt, Cambridgeshire. One hundred years
later, oblivious of the connection, my husband
and | purchased a small farm in the parish of
Erringden, Hebden Bridge, and raised our
family there. Family research later showed
that James Fielding’s father Abraham
Fielding was born in that same parish of
Erringden, and so it has become a rather
neat circle. :

Childhood memories :
| chiefly remember Maureen as she was when
we were children growing up on a farm in
Suffolk, and later on in a small Norfolk village.
My sister was a ‘tomboy,’ always getting into
mischief, climbing a tree and then unable to
get down until Daddy came with a ladder, or
paddling on the edge of a pond and getting
stuck in the mud: | could not pull her out, so
once again Daddy to the rescue! During the
war on a Saturday afternoon we were cycling
2 miles to the cinema and my little sister
decided it was fun to ride in the gravel at the
road edge: yes, she fell off. And we all spent

_our afternoon at Thetford Cottage Hospital

waiting for Maureen to have a stitch put into

her eyebrow

Maureen’s later life

Maureen spent many years out of the country,
living in Canada and Australia before .
returning to England in 1973. Shortly after-
wards she returned to London where she
worked until retirement. Then she did a
degree course at the Open University,
receiving her B.A. in June 2001.

Maureen supported an amazing number of
charities, particularly those associated with
animals, and she was also a dedicated
member of the Labour Party.

Before coming to St James'’s Piccadilly she
was an active member of her local church,

St Michael's at Bowes. However, a new
building programme brought attitudes that
she found herself unable to support, and so
she moved to St James’s where she was very
happy. In a letter to the Bishop of London,
she described St James's “as having a
wonderful welcoming feeling for everyone”.

We miss her very much.
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The pilgrimage
by Richard Cutler

My brother-in-law Albert ... now he’s a
strange chap. One day he says to my sister,
‘Millie - I've decided to become a wandering
pilgrim, like Diogenes.’ '

*You do mix with some funny people, Albert,’
- she says, ‘... go to sleep, there's a dear - I'm
on earlies.’

In the morning, after his breakfast — a warm

- morning in June - Albert leaves, dressed in
old sandais and a green gown borrowed from
the operating theatre of the Central Middlesex
Hospital. At Sergio’s he had all his hair
shaved off. In his shed he found a plant pot
holder for a begging bowl. He left a note:

‘Millie, dear, gone on a pilgrimage.’

Albert catches the tube to Trafalgar Square
and joins a group of pilgrims setting off for
Canterbury. All he has is his toothbrush, a Kit
Kat, a five-pound note and a smail radio to
listen to the Test Match commentary. He falls
in alongside Archy, who'looks at him.

“Throw away that radio, my son. It ain’t
possible to walk in holiness with all that
talking.’

‘It's from Lords.’
‘It'll have to go, Lords or not.’

On Westminster Bridge Archy asks, ‘What
happened to your hair?’

‘Had it cut,’ says Albert.
I wouldn't tell anyone else that.’
‘No?'

‘Say you've got alopecia. We ain’t marcﬁing
down for a rumble.’

‘Yes,’ says Albert. Now influenced and
impressed by his new holy friend. They camp
in a church hall in Orpington. They go for
chips.

‘What's happened to yoUr clothes?’ says
Archy, wiping his mouth with a fish-bar
_serviette. ‘That green gown. That's National
‘Health.'

I ain’t never met him. Is he a bit ...

‘Do you think so?’
‘Definite, my son.”

‘I'm walking in the manner of Diogenes,’
explains Albert. .

?' Archy
taps his head.
‘He gave everything away,’ says Albent,

‘except his cloak and his begging bowl. A
long time ago, Archy’ _

‘Well ... you could do that a long time ago.
You'd better say you're a green if anyone
else notices.’

‘A green?’ Albert tightens the theatre gown cord.
‘Like a friend of the earth ...
‘Yes. | like that, Archy.’

allotments.’

They eventually arrive at Canterbury
Cathedral on the fifth day, in the late morning.
A figure in a long white gown comes away

~ from the cathedral ...

/'l have a word with that chap, says Albert.

" YI's the Archbishop, says Archy, backing off -

being of a solitary nature. Albert falls to his
knees.

‘Hullo?’ says the Archbishop in surprise, ‘had
a tumble, my son?’ He lifts Albert up and they
sit on a bench together. The sun shines

- warmly on them. ‘Something happened to

your hair?’ asks the holy doctor. _
‘Alopecia,’ says Albert, rubbing the bristles.

‘And what's this plant pdt holder you're
carrying?’ :

‘It's a begging bowl, Your Holiness. | am
walking in the footsteps of Diogenes.’

‘Really? How amazing! Have you walked far?’

‘From Trafalgar Square, with his holiness Mr
Archy.’

‘Well, that's not me, dear boy. lam not a
Holiness. What's your name?’
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‘Albert.’

‘I am the Archbishop of Canterbury. Now -
‘what's happened to your clothes? Does this
green gown symbolize something?’

‘I'm a green.’

‘Ah. And what does that mean ... 7'
‘Allo_tments.' |

‘Hmmm.’

~ ‘I'm on a pilgrimage to you for humbleness
and humility,” says Albert, ‘in the spirit of
poverty and the pursuit of sanctity.’

‘{ like it, Albert,' says the Archishop, ‘but |
must tell you something, my son.’

‘Go on,’ says Albert.

‘Those who express too much humility are '
guilty of the sin of pnde :

‘Really?’ Albert is shocked by that. Pilgrim
and all.

‘A man can do more in a day's work for his

fellows than in a year of contemplation and
sacrifice.’

‘Well,” says Albert slowly, ‘there’s a thing. |
am looking for work. | do cleaning - Town
Hall. Know what | mean?’ '

“You may clean our beautiful cathedral,
Albert.’ The Archbishop gives him a job. Just
like that.

They value Albert in Canterbury — his skill and
all. No fear of heights. Last time | sees him,
he’'s on some scaffolding S|xty feet up, with
his bucket and cloth.

‘Albert,’ 1 calls up, ‘you can do the windows of

-heaven if you go on up.”.

" He shakes his head and gives me a funny

look - he knows about things like that. | might
have a quiet word with his mate Diogenes. |
mean ... what was all right in the sixties won'’t
do now. Know what | mean - get into the real
world my son.

Shortened from a longer account which first
appeared in Yours magazine.

Boxing day thoughts
by Sally Anne Woolman-

_ Is there a ‘consciousness revolution’
underway at present? Are great changes
happening, and is time running out for cur
civilization? Some go further, looking again at
the Book of Revelation, the last part of the -

. Christian Bible, and suggest that we are in the
‘end days.’ If we approach these anxieties
. thoughtfully, surely we find a message about
being given a chance to come to our senes -
and renounce war and violence.

The average man in our UK streets may say
‘what has war and violence to do with me?’
But there are many levels of consciousness in
. our make-up, which unwittingly further the
causes of negative thinking and, in given

circumstances, these erupt into violence. The

man in the street may not appear to be one
~who prays, but the vast majority of people in

dire straits do pray — to what or whom, they
- may not know, but they do pray.

At the beginning of a new year, therefore, we
should all take another look at life and pray,
either alone, or in a group, for world peace.
And as we open up our minds to this exercise,
we will be able to see what a difference it
makes.

Chaos and destruction could be on the
agenda, but many people are awakening to a
new vision of humanity and each one of us
can play a positive role if we choose to do so.
At least, we can resolve to set aside 10 .
minutes each day to centre down and look
inward, then to see whom (or what) we

- encounter,

With the Siberian peat bog starting to
thaw, Bishop Richard Chartres asks the
question ‘Is God appealing to us from that
place?’
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