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Born and brought-up the son of a chimneysweep on 1st October 1945 in ‘Auld-Reekie’ (Edinburgh). The smoky Lands of Fountainbridge in the two roomed top flat gas-lit near derelict tenement flat of his bedroom window view overlooking James Bonds, Mr ’Big-Tam Sean Connery’s bedroom.

From first introduced to the roofs at four years of age then followed a failed education, exiting what was school at 14, no exams classified as illiterate.

At his 21st Birthday Michael McLenaghan was an accomplished chimneysweep, milk-boy, tank soldier and paratrooper. A qualified gasfitter, married and immigrant in the colonies, Australia then Canada again Australia, then New Zealand. Coupled with 30 odd years of unhealthy marriage and divorce, the next 30 years in the area of psychiatric care, Parkinson’s disease, manic depression, bi-polar, suicide, Lewy Body Dementia, Senile Dementia, strokes, vascular disease, vascular and Alzheimer’s Dementia, diabetes, frontal-lobe dementia and Carbon Monoxide poisoning. Years of inpatient hospitalisation, coshed-up with prescribed horrific drugs and finally, Morphine.

The author is now breathing, singing, painting, poetry and writing gigs, going to university and gyms. He is lecturing, researching on drugs, the brain and practising Psychiatry and Neuroplasticity. The author has already published two books Who Cares Who Wins and A History of Chimney Sweeping 1985. Surviving the Asylum is his third book and another one on its way and more.






Dedication


To all the sufferers diagnosed with such like me, multiple or single disabilities, we are all still individuals with a part to play.

Stay focused and pick something easy. Simplicity, where a good result happens, something enjoyable, rewarding and makes you feel good.

I found learning new things and my success is practise, repeat again and again.

Small multiple tasks all add-up.

Go for it.

Every day’s an adventure.

Neuroplasticity wins the day.
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‘Every Day’s An Adventure’ (Who Cares who wins)

‘Lang May Yer Lum’s Reek’ (“using someone else’s coal”)

‘Well, I am Scottish’

MMc L

Michael McLenaghan




This is my story, surrounding my 3rd visit in as many recent years. The psychiatric assessment wards for the elderly treatment. Rapidly returning to the asylums.

The reason for this visit was an attempted suicide.

After 30 years of supporting my autistic grandson and allowing him to be taken from me into the social services care, I decided there was no return to end it all.

But in the last seconds, I had a change of mind and confided in my GP.

Within hours, I was incarcerated in the psychiatric unit again.

From that day, social services ceased to allow any knowledge of my grandson.

All communications to the outside world stopped.

Suicide attempts (2). I escaped to die in the snow-covered highlands. I was recaptured and returned. My only realistic contact was by way of an already established support, my vocal coach, and support worker who made contact with me inside. Their visits were encouragement against the wave of physical and mental abuse from the system, psychiatrist, psychologist, nursing staff at all levels.

I kept up my vocal tuition, encouraged by an occupational therapist, who taught me painting with colours. Then a special relationship with another old man who wrote poetry. With my new found old pal, we planned escapes, but he died.

Now again alone with the system I toiled with my suicide.

I still had no direction regarding my grandson, life to me, was here.

My outside support (vocal and worker) constantly told me to sing, breathe, paint and write poetry, continue on, when my old-pal had left me! It was a nightmare.

I isolated myself and practiced my work. Eventually after six months I returned to my own shelter, where the smells of my loved, and now gone, grandson still lingered in his belongings, clothing, toys, bedding etc. Still scattered about his room. My mattress still on this floor in the living room.

But I now had my new found skills, and my vocal coach said, “Michael This is your daily work.”






Introduction/Preface


Now arriving at the point of establishing and laying out my pathway in this hellish life, spurred on by my lovely, departed grandson Kal Michael Mclenaghan. (B. 9.11.89, Passed 11.04.20 in 30 years of age).

“Go on grandad. (GD) Write some more stories, I love them!”

“Well son, ‘Who cares who wins’ is only the skeleton story, so when they took you into society’s care, it broke me instantly. Their secret society. You were gone. I was done in. Finished.”

“No GD, every day’s an adventure.”

Yes son, I hear you, but this is not what I had in mind this is pure murder!

Hell on earth.

An adventure my arse, son!

Pure purgatory

So, I laid out my pathway from this purgatory. The only way I thought best. ‘End All’. Many tries. Failed, yet failed again! No!

Now I understand your meaning son—

“Every day’s an adventure.”

Suicide, detention, sections escape!

A strange pathway to find new freedoms.

The Arts; Painting, writing, poetry, music, breathing, singing pure magic!

All I know is you’re pulling my strings. Not too tight son, mind I’m very old.

Ya lovely wee bugger,

G.D.






Intro Poem


Locked Up in My Mind



Body and soul now out of control,

Locked up one day too late to pray.

Confused in the mind, I found plenty time,

To focus on what was left, but not behind.

Onward and forward salvage what I could find,

I entered each corner of what was left of my mind

Pen and paper was not my caper!

Paint and paper were my saviour,

Every minute of the day was not to be wasted

Body, soul and mind was now again related.

Energy regained through paint and pen,

My being conjoined in paint, pen and song.

Poem and verse follow close behind,

After six months and more I re-joined mankind of a kind.









Foreword


With the accepted diagnosis of dementia—vascular and Alzheimer’s—and a growing number of small strokes.

Living alone with unknown fears, depression, anxieties and suicidal thoughts all uppermost, I had to accept their non-verbal structured interpretation confusing daily life structure!

Day centres, medication—follow their line!

No input or real control. Advice on moving forward was taken as different, and always seemed to be contradictory of each other—professional or layman/woman. Waking and sleeping odd hours, life was as it came hour by hour trying to take part in my own daily future led me to ‘art’. Painting in oils, listening to music (old country style American, Scottish, Irish)—but pain was my constant companion. Chronically moving head pain, the swishing of fluid from area to area inside my skull.

I had endured it for many years—no painkillers tempered it, and sometimes increased it. The fumes of oil paint, increased it—12 on the pain scale of 10—unbearable! The doctor’s concluded morphine was the way to control it. At this point, I recalled someone mentioning to, ‘get oxygen breathing up to the brain’.

But I took the next step, by accident not design, found an avenue of, true support, teaching, learning, with who has harnessed the dementia animal in my life. Breathing, singing, art, poetry, writing and sharing this experience with carers of all walks, and particularly the ones diagnosed by such as mind, and dementias problems.

In my opinion, I have captured and harnessed enough energy through the breathing exercises to focus on these arts and alter the course positively. Every day is now an adventure, challenging myself, encouraged gently and quietly by supportive friends and a very positive and patient vocal coach—all good medicine—no side effects.






Chapter 1 Dementia and Music


After 30 years of psychiatric hospitals—many of them being long stays—I had been diagnosed as manic depressive, having Parkinson’s disease and a few minor illnesses. Completed a journey from John O’Groats to Lands’ End in my mobility scooter, coupled with raising two grandsons, a divorce, loss of my business and disconnected from my immediate family.

I was left on my own, and happy to be with my grandson who was autistic. At 27 years old he was found to have carried on his life with a hole in his heart. Having had problems with street drugs, he was recovering well and fighting back towards a good heart. I was his carer, living in a one-bedroom sheltered house now with more health problems myself—vascular disease, 6 small strokes, vascular dementia, Alzheimer’s and now diabetic! 3 years before this date 2017, I sat a test to find out I was also dyslexic!

This past year was hell on earth, after my grandson was found close to death, after a seizure in his flat, then one month of intensive care. He was discharged into my care to live with me for the next year. This proved to be very difficult, no support was given to either of us, although both of us were under the ‘psychiatric umbrella’. Distant CPN, GPs, Psychiatrist, but none visited my home to see how we were not coping! I gave him my bedroom, I slept in a fold-down camp bed, we shared the remainder of the house. Many neighbours and close friends asked how the hell we coped.

He spent most of his time isolated in his room watching videos with the room blacked out 24 hours a day. He stockpiled food. It was pitiful to watch.

3 years prior to this on my 70th birthday, as a result of chronic head pains—minute by minute—I cried from the pain so much that I considered ending it all. My grandson kept me going.

I was on the higher end of daily painkillers. Finally, the doctors (GP) told me I should start on a low dosage of morphine. Oh shit, I could not even consider this, as it had been proved many times how bad the side effects of most medications were. I had been physically brought to my knees and bedridden. However, I recalled someone advised that getting oxygen to the brain could help! Where the hell or how do I get oxygen? Soon I was told a singing teacher. Oh shit the craziest thought went through my mind. I could just hear the family and others say, ‘oh he’s really gone around the bend—he’s taking singing lessons—poor bastard!’

I let the thought lapse out of my head.

The pains in the head, I could rate at 10 out of 10, sometimes well over this scale. They had increased over the last five or six years. They were unbearable most of the time, but I had to keep going, as my grandson’s health was so important.

One day, whilst out of town near Penicuik at a village called West Linton, it was a quiet sunny Sunday October day. Down a small back of town street with a few closed up shops, I stopped at one—The local Fireplace shop—all kinds of brass work, brushes and stoves displayed in the window.

My eye caught a small business card stuck among other handwritten notices. Bits and bobs for sale, services provided, quite the normal but one caught my eye: ‘Singing Teacher’ Claire Thomas Vocal Coaching. My heart missed a beat. I glanced around, just in case someone had spotted me looking at it. I read it on. I quickly put the number in my phone, like a feared wee boy.

I logged it in, I got myself into a nearby playpark which was void of life. Now bravely, all alone, glancing once more around me just in case a family member or someone who knew me were spying on me paranoiac. Oh dear I pressed in her number—it rang out a good number of times. I was half hoping she would not answer—suddenly this beautiful girl’s voice said, “Hello.”

God, what do I say? stuttering I explained or asked if she did breathe exercises to get oxygen to the brain. Again, half-hoping to get a negative “Yes, I do that,” came the smooth reply. Within seconds I was invited to attend, before I knew it, I had a time and a date!

Then I was now panicking, ‘Oh God, what have I done what or who do I tell?’ It was only two days away. But reassuringly I told myself it was hidden in the wee village.

After a long thoughtful two days in keeping this secret from all, I found myself standing outside the whitewashed cottage central to a row which lined both sides of the main street of village. Arriving minutes before my appointment, I switched on my CD player, creating a calming atmosphere in my very fanciful head (which as usual kept me awake and up and down all night, at least it gave it something to focus on!) Anxieties compounded my whole being.

Questioning myself, “What the hell is going on son!” Suicide was my trump card, never far from my thoughts. I cherish the day the good lord takes me out of this living hell. Why can’t I just go quietly?



Oxygen levels running low

So, the quacks tell me so

Raging headaches are all I know

Morphine they now advise

But promises to start off low!

The mind now boggles

Diving tank, mask and goggles

But one wee lass Lorraine did advise

A singing teacher was the answer

My first thought was we’ve all gone bonkers

The grandchildren will think I’ve

Been attacked by low-flying conkers

A card I spotted in a shop window

‘Singing Lessons’

a quick look around, there’s no one around

dialled the number, I liked the sound

of the voice I found

Miss Claire, Vocal coach,

I did dare

Rang the doorbell of the wee white cottage

Showered in long black hair, Miss Claire

Stood there!

Welcomed right into the tinniest wee front room

Logging my ailments

Dementia, five small strokes, my jawline had a droop

Not forgetting my neck and spine had a pretty bad stoop.

All this she jotted in her log book

Without a bye or leave

She started my first lesson

Lie on the knotted wooden floor
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Now here I am sitting in this car waiting to go in for breathing lessons. How buggered up are you son? A laughingstock in waiting!

I was in two minds to just drive away. But, yet again, a feeling of what then? Where do I go, what do I do from here? Jesus! It was easy for me to take this step forward, as the alternative was time and time again gone over! What a mess!

Without a thought, a quick look around the surrounding streets, confident I knew no bugger in this village and no one I know (i.e., family) was hiding around, spying on me I made a quick mental dash for the cottage door, trying not to show any outward signs of panic.

Now, standing squarely in front of the closed doorway, my eyes searched for the doorbell. Couldn’t find it, panic rose up, abandon ship! Bugger off! But finally, I spotted a long lever with a hook on the end—gingerly, not knowing if this was the bell lever, I gave it a downwards pull. It moved one inch “Clunk’; no ringing sound came within the carcass of the cottage.

Two or three tugs in quick succession and the whole street heard the rattling! Just as I was about to retreat to the car, reassuring myself ‘well son, at least you tried’. I heard the slight rattle coming from behind the door waiting. Yes-yes—it was keys! Slowly one side of the small double doors opened wider and wider feet I heard shuffling ‘Oh Shit Son!’

But before my panic button ignited my fuse, this apparition appeared. Something out of the spooky Addams family haunted house TV series. It was not the figures of Uncle Fester or the zombie butler, but the beautiful Miss Morticia Addams.

Resplendent in her long black frilly fine laced dress, sleeves hanging lightly from her white fleshed arms, her long shoulder length black hair, painted black fingernails and eyelashes ‘Oh, What the hell,’ I thought, ‘I was in heaven!’ Without a word I was hauled in!

Before I had time to think and still in a daze, without a word being said, she stepped to one side, with a flick of her lacy hand, ushered me into the tiny wee foyer area. Barely room for both of us to turn, a glazed old door in front stood shut, but beyond I could see a warmly lit hallway, not long, typical cottage size.

The outer door closed behind, then a sort of shuffle took place between us as she squeezed by me slowly, gently opening the inner door. Now my anxieties well risen trying to stem a panic attack, or show my fears or racing thoughts, but as always, these situations take my mind off the head pains!

Now we repeated this manoeuvre, birling around in the main lobby wondering where to go next, she squeezed by me, trying not to make any body contact. ‘What bloody difficulties, stupid me’. Gladly we entered the very first door on the right, obviously at the front of the cottage. Wow! My God! I’ve entered the ‘Holy Temple’. What a sight—something I’d only seen in movies Dazzling bright white—too much to take in!

The room could only measure 3m X 3m—highly polished original wooden tongue and grooved traditional flooring (only a tradesman would notice this). Not a carpet or rug in sight. An upright piano and a stool occupied one corner, a tall slender book shelf the opposite, between them the solitary old window cottage size, a mic on a stand, nothing!

Nothing else, except dingily dangly fairy lights hung all around, down the windows tiny wee candle like bulbs shone and lit the room gently and peacefully. In the opposite corner an arch alcove with a half round mirror which reflected the whole room in more light.

In this moment I never even noticed Claire Thomas—my now singing teacher had taken up the only seating to be seen in the room on her piano stool.

I just stood like an auld eejit smack bang in the middle. In total wonder coupled with unknown fear. ‘What next Son?’

Claire sat with paper and pen. “I would like to ask some background details. I.e., Medical, etc.”

“Fine, fine,” I stuttered. My brain tried to reengage to the sound of her clear soft voice. Not prepared for this, I suddenly manage to disclose Parkinson’s Disease, manic depression, the growing number of strokes (well, not for long) not even the latest diagnosis only weeks before of dyslexia. So much so I had not even read the dyslexia exam results in full, so technical.

As for the medication—I kept out the psychotics, sleeping pills—“Oh just painkillers,” I stuttered, my brain now in a complete blur. ’Think man, think, you’re only needing to get breathing, keep it short. The she mentioned I had a bad stoop—what the hell else had she noticed? Then she asked has your left face jaw and lip always drooped? Jesus I was very much used to seeing this.

So quickly I let her have a ‘couple of small strokes’—quick to say that was what the aspirin were for. She just sat there head down, writing all the time. At last, the questioning was over for the meantime. Rising up from her stool, her first instruction was, “Well, just lie down.”

“Lie down,” I echoed. I glanced around this room with a bit of a panic. I knew and confirmed I had not seen a couch, bed, anything that I could lie down on, so I asked her quietly, “Lie down?”

“Yes,” she replied pointing to the solid wooden floor.

So, with the delicacy of a beached whale, I got as far as bending my knees when gravity took over. Landing in a crumpled heap of rags, what a bloody sight. Landing on my right side I flayed onto my back, ‘Oh Christ, what have I done?’ Regret was uppermost in my mind. I lay, fully stretched, I felt the weight of every area of my body lie heavily on the cold floor. Even my wee bald patch felt the chill of the highly varnished timbers.

Slowly I began to focus onto the ceiling centre light. I was aware of her walking away, then as quickly, she returned, handed me a hard-covered book, told me to lay it on my belly (tummy in her words). Place a hand on top, now she added, “I’ll get something for your head support.” Thank Christ! at last a gentle word of sympathy. My thoughts were of a pillow or cushion without a word of warning, a bloody thunderous ‘slap-bang’ right at my left earhole, coupled with a wave of cool air over my left cheek.

It was just another hard-covered book! I nearly soiled myself with fright. At least I got somewhat better view of these strange surroundings. Then she began to instruct “Bend your knees up.” (I was obedient out of fear) “Now breathe in through your nose, down into your tummy.” (I did think what the hell, I could have done this standing up) “Now breathe out through your mouth. In, out, in, out hold hold” Just at the point of travelling into oblivion, “Out slowly.” Phew!

Coughing and spluttering, oh Christ, please call time, loudly, I heard her in a cheery uplifting voice say, “Well done—that was 20 seconds!” I was being timed, at last I began to understand this was my lesson. ‘Breathing’. After many more of these, but lesson time achieved, she told me to get up slowly, “Roll onto your side, keeping your head down, get up on all fours.”

(I was worried what was next—I’d never been in such a position before. I was already making my excuses and reasons why I can’t come again.) “Up you get, keep your head low, raise up slowly, slowly” (Shit! The room spun!) “Oops—steady Michael.” (She knew my name; I was still alive.)

Now we continued the same exercises but failed to get past twelve seconds. After an eternity, time was up. Aaagh Home! She must have learned my lack of understanding basic instructions, as without having to ask, she proceeded to speak into her mobile phone.

’SOOTY’


This black cat is driving me mad

Her Mum’s is white, so I got it from old flea bag dad.

When she goes out on the tiles she wanders for miles

No wonder she’s full of disease – mother agrees, she brings back

millions of fleas.

I like to preen and lick myself clean

Mum always says you never know where she’s been

She brought back a rat, left it on the mat

It wasn’t quite dead, til wifie stood on its head

We all got the blame and kicked out of our beds

I am determined to see I’ve not got his fleas

I don’t like to squeeze fleas.



[image: An illustration of a cat]

I just watched her with a blank look, as she repeated the whole lesson to her phone. She paced up and down ignoring me completely. Then she disappeared for a couple of minutes out of the room. I was wondering and planning my escape, when she reappeared, handing me a CD. “Now practice all this of today’s instructions at home, write it down, this will be your homework—will see you next week!”

I nodded OK. Before I knew it, I was out on the street! Amazed that I was intact, and alive—I thought I had been in some sort of dream! Once in the car I put the CD on—shit, she was right there with me. “Lie down, get up, breathe in” the bloody works! Amazing! I was transfixed and hooked—dying to tell someone. Who, you fool? I realised immediately this was my secret, my head hurt even more, but, with a hint of pleasure and self-satisfaction. Yippee!






Chapter 2


My confidence with Claire’s continuing advice and instructions in the ever-increasing breathing exercises, mostly upper body loosening techniques, more breathing, working on speech mouth movement, working daily, each morning applying every exercise, keeping hour by hour a written diary. “This is your new working life Michael.” She kept repeating. I felt better; the headaches were more bearable. It was working.

Bit by bit I told her more and more about my illnesses. In particular, the one only weeks before I came to her, I sat an exam with Dyslexia Scotland which took five and a half hours non-stop. The results floored me—I was so disgusted and ashamed of being told I was dyslexic from birth, with specific learning difficulties. But again, Claire just seemed to know or understand, as she noticed my inability repeatedly in failing to read out loud, any of the written material, she gave me.

Indeed, now I understood why she put it on CD. She realised from the first lesson that I had some issues in this direction! How the hell on earth this young lady observed my weakness—and not 30 years mention in the whole of my life by tutors and the past 30 years attached to psychiatrists, also many times hospitalised in psychiatric units for lengthy stays, drugs galore, diagnosis after diagnosis no mention of severe learning disabilities.

My faith in humanity was restored, I was at last, understood. Slowly I opened up to her. She made no real comment other than to address each stage of instruction with patience, kindness and understanding. Firstly, more exercises, stroke-work: speech, breathing, vocal scales. Acknowledging I was manic depressive (Bi-Polar in today’s terms), vascular and Alzheimer’s dementia.

TIAs, 5-6 strokes right hand brain, carbon monoxide frontal lobe poisoning and the rest! She just sits quietly, accepted all of this, I shared my medical records with her, just to let her see it all in writing and folks, I’m still standing!

Well, that’s when I’m lying breathing, pulling in this new source of oxygen. I was told as a bairn of 7 or 8 on my first job starting at 4am—my milkman warned me not to be late ever or fake illness—otherwise I would lose my job! Coupled with this, I watched my mother and father struggle out of bed when even at my tender age, I could see they were truly not well, but they might have grunted and groaned they still turned out.

Later, as an apprentice, I was surrounded by tradesmen—a few physically disabled whilst wounded in action, others damaged mentally. Never once did I hear or see them shirk from work and dirt! So why should I give up just because I’m told I have these ills? Even with the diagnosis of Parkinson’s disease, disabling and crippled me such, that I had framework on my bed and a mobility scooter to get me from A to B, I planned and executed my trip. I was told it was stupid and foolish—but completed a run from John O’Groats to Lands’ End in four weeks.


Manic/Driven Slumber



 My mind is now all blown

No way is it sad

But a bit overflowing

Rhythm and verse are put to the test

My mind feels elastic and full of static

I try to put on the brake

But I can’t put a stop the engine is now racing

And all embracing

I’m now overflowing, up with the daylight

But the darkness is so bright

Just like last night when I put off the light

I’ve just disturbed wee Katie the night nurse

Coffee and biscuits she gladly gave

Back to my room I now engage in getting rid of my rage

Down on this page

Now I’ve got rid of this garbage

Peace now reigns, lessens the head pain

Time to try and find a wee bit sleep

Again, again, again, again

This is a joke

My mind is all broke

Night night 4am

My mind is not slumber

More like thunder

Out shone by electric storm

Gives a bit peace

What has gone wrong

My brain’s going wonky

Acting like the daft donkey

Or just making an ass


My return spring is broken

And it’s bloody sore!

Verbal diarrhoea I believe and there’s more, and more

It burns my erse, all this rhythm and verse

I’m not very good, bloody awful

Time maybe I visit my hearse

Time to push up the daisies old son I guess

Whatever’s going on it feels ecstatic elastic



[image: An illustration of a birds flying]

It’s all ingrained in me—a diagnosis goes over the top of me, accepted and filed now move on. Every day’s an adventure. Who cares who wins? Claire was herself me wee ambassador—quietly moving the goals, keeping me working. She reads me well! I read my folks and tradesmen very well. They were my strength and inspiration, now all was laid bare, no hidden agendas or excuses.

But again, just before I met Claire and tested, I was struggling with caring for my sick grandson. My GP recognised this and engaged me with a private agency of support workers, who support carers who care for others.

I was allocated a young middle-aged lady, Lorraine. To me she was, and still is, an angel. We met up weekly at first, either in her office or a cafe in town, where I slowly but surely opened up my inner feelings and thoughts regarding my grandson and discussing his needs. Right from the start she was well in tune with his and my needs. So accurate. Good solid sound support! As with Claire, I took my time in what my ills were, but like Claire, Lorraine was away ahead of even my feelings. Through these years running in parallel, these two ladies were my torches.

Lorraine soon left her position with the agency, but we kept regular contacts as friends of her hubby, her mother ‘wee Irene’ who suffers from dementia. Dinner dates at her warm lovely home with her family, a friendship all the way. Even her early suggestions as to how my grandson’s real needs (i.e., support from all areas of health) rang true, and it took two years for the authorities to act on how sad.

One major point, I withheld from both these girls, and not because I did not want to even talk about the following, it gave me big problems and nightmares— the thought of it! Twice I was incarcerated for six months each time in the psychiatric assessment wards. Once in Edinburgh, the other in Aberdeen and Inverness. These were for the ‘elderly’! As a former prison officer, no prisoners were treated as shockingly. These visits were still fresh in my brain—only two years before.

I swore I would never return to them! But yes, the girls warranted knowing all that had happened. How could I deny them the truth, so that they could have the best chance to opt out of my life’s area. They did not hiccup or even blink! But carried on with even more understanding. At last, I felt self-freedom— a true weight lifted! A new horizon, to where I could not care, yes, I could.

To live up to standards and achieve what is new! The last thing I divulged to both of them was, I had just completed my autobiography—signed up to a contract with a London publisher, got a typed-up version, to proof read but I had to shelve it as I found great difficulty in reading even the very first page. Now, later, I understand the full impact of this dyslexia—Oh God!

Now the cat is truly out of the bag move forward Son.







Chapter 3


Again, going back a year or more before taking breathing lessons with Claire, I was looking after and caring for my eldest grandson—26 years old—he had been diagnosed with autism when he was 8, but achieved at school. Then a good all-round worker, ‘keen as mustard’, footballer, successful at whatever he did! But illness plagued him in his 20s.

I took up the job as carer, he lived some seven miles from me, his anxieties were bad enough to keep him indoors. So daily trips down to his flat, just to reassure him, most importantly to reassure myself that he was OK. Things for him could change hourly, it was a difficult time. He was under GP, CPNs from time to time, but their support kept on drifting away, raising his anxiety levels!



Legs apart shoulder width now to start

Chin on chest rotate your head gently slowly

Gravity does its best left to right up and down turn

Your head, arms only stretch away from chest raise up to

Sky then out to sides feel the stretch on chest wall sides

Tuck in chin bend head to chest with arms pushed down

To knees then toes, easy goes it, with both

Hands swing gently left to right from heel to heel

Let arms take flight. Rotate the hips easy does it.

Gently rise, hips up first keep head down to last

Up you come round up shoulders slowly with head

Eyes now focused dead ahead breathe in slowly

Through
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