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Foreword 

 

I am Andrea, wife of Stephen, and what follows is a tale of the 

unexpected. 

Of how a perfectly ordinary couple fell in love and saw ahead a 

perfectly ordinary life of work, home, family, no doubt with the 

occasional bump in the road but cruising along our comfortable middle -

class pathways. 

zġÙēëÙĀ ĲÀĚ ÙÓĥÎÀġÙÓ Àġ zġ GÙĆĖçÙ˫Ě -ëÀēÙl School (Windsor Castle) 

and then at Sherborne, his parents sacrificing a great deal to give him 

this expensive education. He then went to Newcastle University to study 

Civil Engineering, and where he spent far too much time sailing.  

I went to a nondescri pt small private school, where I got away with 

murder, but refusing to go to Slough High School for A levels, as I 

would have needed to get up early, and take two buses instead of 

cycling gently to school, seeing my adopted horse on the way.  

We met at Bourne End Sailing Club and the rest is, as they say, history. 

We made no grand plans, had no burning ambitions, which with 

hindsight I see as a great blessing. How frustrated and devasted we 

would have been when life took the course it did.  

What follows is my  ÀÎÎĆĥĀġ Ćæ ġëĆĚÙ ˨ĆĖÓíĀÀĖĴ˩ úíıÙĚː 
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ONE STEP AT A TIME 

hǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ άǎƻƭƻέ Řƛŀƭȅǎƛǎ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ bƛǎǎŀƴ Ƙǳǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ 

the Lymington Mortuary. Stephen was in the starring role, and I was the non-

glamorous and somewhat nervous assistant. 

But I seem to have got ahead of myself. 

How on earth did we end up in this somewhat precarious predicament? 

I will  start at the beginning of our 

journey together. 

Stephen and I were married in 1965.  He 

was 27 and I was 20. 

Our first home was in the delightful 

village of Thorner, a few miles to the 

North of Leeds. Stephen was working for 

Wakefield County Council and designing 

and building bridges on the M1. I was 

still at Leeds College of Technology 

training to become a Dietitian. We 

bought a typical Northern three 

bedroomed, stone built, terraced house 

built in 1876 and complete with cellars 

and set about doing it up. 

My elderly diehard Yorkshire neighbours 

took me in hand and between them 

taught me all sorts of housewifely 

essentials, such as making Yorkshire Puddings and the shortbread for which 

this house is still renowned! 

The next event of note was the birth of our daughter, Clare and life seemed 

set fair. 

We came home from the rather bleak Victorian style Armley Hospital and my 

mother came to give support. The midwife came daily for about a week.  

Things went along quite smoothly and then when Clare was about 15 months 

old, I had some sort of instinct that something strange and intangible was 

amiss in the household. I have absolutely no idea what prompted this, but 
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decided both Clare and I were in rude health and suggested Stephen should 

go to the Doctor. 

Three weeks later he was in Leeds General Infirmary and diagnosed with 

idiopathic hypertension and so began our difficulties. But at that time, we, 

ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŦƻǊǘǳƛǘƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘis would lead to. 

Stephen was started on anti-hypertensives and continued on them in some 

shape or another for the rest of his life.  

 1968 sees us in Guisborough, North Yorkshire and it was here that our son 

Robert was born in the cottage hospital.  

We lived in the square at the top of the high street, next to the Church and 

with views of the Priory from the upstairs windows.  

We had our work cut out to 

make the old, Georgian style 

house into a comfortable 

home. as it had been, until 

then, a bed and breakfast 

establishment. In fact the 

vendor offered to sell us 10 

beds! 

We had moved in the 

Autumn and Robert 

appeared on the scene on 

December 23rd meaning that 

I spent an exhausting time in 

Guisborough Cottage 

Hospital over Christmas, 

enduring endless visits from worthy local groups determined that we should 

not miss out on the Christmas Festivities! 

We managed to persuade the Sister to let me go hoƳŜ ƻƴ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 9ǾŜΦ 

She was concerned that we were hell bent on wild celebrations, the North 

ōŜƛƴƎ ΨōƛƎΩ ƻƴ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊ ǊŜǾŜƭǊƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ 

establish ourselves with our new addition. 

The snow was deep on the ground and it was very cold.  The journey home 

made me realise why our visitors to the hospital were sometimes late and 
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full of excuses, mostly blaming the weather. Being cocooned in our cosy ward 

and totally absorbed in feeds and nappies we were totally oblivious to the 

outside world. 

 wƻōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άbǳǊǎŜǊȅέ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

cold old house. My Mother duly arrived to assist and was the one to work 

out why the new addition was so quiet and docile. She realised the poor child 

was probably really rather too cold. She was right! We brought him down a 

couple of floors and he burst into life! 

In Guisborough we had a really excellent family GP who treated us as a unit 

and over time saw us all.  

He was the one who laughed uproariously when I realised that I had lost my 

medical notes, entrusted to me to take to the hospital, when labour took 

hold. 

Guisborough has a very long High Street. We lived right at the top end and 

the surgery was at the bottom. Setting off for an ante-natal appointment I 

had bundled Clare into the push chair, collected up the Christmas cards to be 

posted and set off. Arriving at the surgery the somewhat stern receptionist 

asked me to hand her my medical notes.  

ά{ƻǊǊȅ L ŎŀƴΩǘέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ 

άL ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƻǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳέ 

ά²Ƙƻ ǘƻΚέ 

άbƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊέ 

She was not amused. 

The Doctor, however, found it hilarious and there was a surprising and happy 

ending. By the time I got home the notes were awaiting me on the doorstep! 

hƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ƴƻǘŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ 

pressure was not brought under control, I would probably be widowed by 

the time I reached my forties. I was 23. 

Still, and perhaps fortunately, no great alarm bells rang and we carried on, 

with Stephen taking medication and appearing to be OK. 

By 1970  we had moved to Rudgwick in Sussex, a village near Horsham. I 

should perhaps explain that Stephen was a Civil Engineer and most contracts 
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were for two to three years duration, which is why the moves were 

necessitated.  

Here the GP soon realised that something serious was afoot and referred him 

to a consultant. An IVP was performed to check his renal function. Problems 

with kidney function are often associated with hypertension. But this test 

showed nothing abnormal and no further action was taken. 

 We met, and made, some very special friends in Rudgwick.  Amongst them 

the Garthsides, Tony and Vida and their identical twin boys, Paul and Phillip, 

aged three when we arrived.  At this time Clare was also three and Robert 

ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ άōƛƎ ƻƴŜǎέ ǿŜǊŜ at the same nursery and soon 

there was a lot of intermingling. I was once asked in the village shop where 

my other two children were! More often than not, either Vida or I had all 

four. 

 

1974 

{ǳǎǎŜȄ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƭƛƪƛƴƎΣ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƻƻ ǇƻǎƘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ and so we 

welcomed a move to the wonderful city of Newcastle, Stephen starting in 

August 1974 and us catching up with him in the October, having sold the 

house. 

 

1975 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ƴŜǿ Ƨƻō ƛƴ bŜǿŎŀǎǘƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀƴ 

innovative enclosed dry dock enabling ships to be built under cover and thus 

speeding up the process. It was located at South Shields. 

With both children now at school I also got a job. I worked part time as a 

Dietitian at the Newcastle General Hospital. The General was an old and 

somewhat outdated hospital and parts of it threatened with closure even at 

that time. When I was last in Newcastle, about 2010, some of it was still 

operational! 

It was here that the children suffered yet another embarrassing moment 

with their mother. We went into town to buy new school uniforms and 

walked to the end of the road to catch a bus into town. All fairly simple. Not 

so coming home. Not being familiar with the bus station, I had to ask, where 
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to get the bus home. My ear was not attuned to the local accent, and having 

asked, I was, unfortunately still none the wiser. Realising my predicament, he 

helpfully took me by the hand and led us to the correct stop.  

More red faces. 

Later I felt triumphant when I went to the Fish Market in South Shields, and 

understood enough to buy a box of fish for the freezer! 

We lived on a very nice, polite, estate called Melton Park as did Stuart 

Hunter, the paediatric cardiologist at the General and he often gave me a lift 

to work. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦ Iƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘ 

pressure spiralled out of control. He had frequent visits to the GP.  One was 

on a Friday evening and he recorded a reading 240 over 170. Really rather 

ŀƭŀǊƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ DtΩǎ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ǉǳǘ 

down to having it taken at the end of a busy week. Perhaps he was trying to 

play it down to reassure us?   

I related this to Stuart on the way to work one day. He was horrified and 

agreed with me that this was hardly normal, spoke to a colleague and in very 

short order, Stephen was referred to the Cardiology consultant at the Royal 

Victoria Infirmary. 

 ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴǘǊȅ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǎŎŀƴǘȅ ŘƛŀǊȅ ǎŀȅǎ ά5Ŝcember 12th 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦέ aȅ ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ hǳǘǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ 

appointment there. 

 

1976 

 By May of this year, Stephen had been referred to the Renal Department at 

the Newcastle General Hospital. He attended on May 13th, May 20th and June 

10th. I guess these frequent visits suggest that Dr Wilkinson, the Renal 

Physician was trying to sort him out. A significant step on our journey, but 

the penny was still only dropping slowly or were we just burying our heads? 

After that there are regular visits as an Outpatient to the hospital and then in 

October, we had a bit of a worry when Stephen was made redundant. We 

were very worried that his health problems might affect his job prospects. 
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He was eligible for Unemployment Benefit which we claimed and he set to 

job hunting, but then in December we hit another problem. 

On the evening of the 21st December, Stephen became, suddenly, really 

rather poorly and we were sufficiently worried to decide to call the Doctor. A 

doctor from the deputising service came. By this time, it was the middle of 

the night and we were imagining all sorts of frightening scenarios as Stephen 

had, among other things, pains in his chest. 

¢ƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ƻǾŜǊƧƻȅŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ 

he diagnosed pneumonia!  I think I almost jumped for joy. We had been 

expecting a heart attack at the very least! He is probably wondering to this 

day, why two people were so excited, on a cold December night, to hear his 

somewhat serious diagnosis. He was taken there and then to hospital, not 

ƛŘŜŀƭ ǘƛƳƛƴƎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ н Řŀȅǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ   

Our kindly neighbour, Mrs Thompson, was roused and came to hold the fort 

whilst I accompanied Stephen. 

A complicated bureaucratic situation then arose. Stephen, as I said, was 

receiving unemployment benefit. On being admitted to hospital, it became 

apparent that he needed to change from unemployment benefit to sickness 

benefit. This necessitated me going, the next day, to a rather run-down area 

of Wallsend, where the Social Security Office was located to try and arrange 

this.    

This proved to be one of the most unpleasant experiences in my life. There 

were queues and queues of desperate looking people and it took ages and 

ŀƎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǳŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ {ƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

be back in time to collect the children from school. Bearing in mind that the 

children had woken that morning to find their father gone, I thought they 

might be slightly alarmed if they got home to find their mother had 

disappeared as well. I went up to one of the windows and tried to explain, 

through the very thick glass, my plight, and to ask if I could use a telephone 

to call my neighbour. 

 άbƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ is a Public phone down the road but if you leave the building on 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǳŜέΦ  {ƻ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΗ 

That is the nearest I have ever come to hitting someone and believe me, it 

was a close-run thing. I came to understand why they sat behind strong glass! 
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However, I somehow managed to contact Mrs Thompson and she nobly 

came to the rescue again. 

! ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ǿŀǎ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ς the 23rd 

December, as I mentioned before. Once again kind people came to the 

rescue, this time in the guise of my work colleagues, who collected up 

Robert, Clare and friends and took them skating. Such kindness. 

It looked as if Stephen would be in hospital for Christmas so we made up his 

stocking on Christmas Eve and went tƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ά ¢ƛŘƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ DǊŜŀǘ WƻȅέΣ 

they said he could come home. A very fierce ward sister came up to me and 

reeled off a list of the many, many tablets Stephen was to take. My mind was 

in a whirl, and I remember her being very annoyed with me when I asked her 

to write it all down. 

We had a quietish Christmas but Stephen managed to carve the turkey, albeit 

it in his pyjamas. 

 During this time Stephen had indeed, found a new job. This was with 

Halcrow in Swindon, and so involved yet another move. 

Dr Wilkinson, on hearing this said that if, for any reason, Oxford (the nearest 

wŜƴŀƭ ¦ƴƛǘύ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ŦƻǊ Řƛŀƭȅǎƛǎ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

Newcastle and his care. 

This was the first-time dialysis had been mentioned and, at last, focussed our 

minds somewhat. 

This was in 1977 and dialysis was still fairly uncommon and places and 

facilities limited. 

 

1977 

And so, we headed South in April 1977, buying a new build house in Lechlade 

and Stephen was referred to Oxford. So began our long association with the 

Renal Unit at the Churchill Hospital. 

Also, at this time my mother was very poorly with pancreatic cancer. She was 

desperately ill but managed one trip from Bucks to Lechlade to see us safely 

established in our new home. She died in the July after being cared for at 

ƘƻƳŜ ōȅ tŀ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƴǳǊǎŜΣ IŀƭƛƴŀΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ 

health and the distance made frequent visiting difficult. 
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!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ƪƛŘƴŜȅ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƛƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘ 

pressure remained alarmingly high. 

As the kidneys fail their ability to excrete the waste products of metabolism 

falls and there is a build-up of toxic products such as urea, creatinine, and 

uric acid among others. 

At this time the patient is pretty ill, with all measurable parameters regarding 

kidney failure heading in the wrong direction but not yet considered bad 

enough to start the actual dialysis treatment. 

Stephen was feeling rotten, looked increasingly yellow and had to put up 

with a very strict diet together with severe fluid restrictions. Fortunately, as I 

had trained as a Dietitian, I was not so bemused by these strictures as other 

people must have been.  

A diet of low sodium, low potassium and very low protein, together with the 

fluid restriction is not easy and the products available, for example low 

protein bread, which came in tins, were not exactly appetising. Fortunately, 

since then, great strides have been made in the palatability and choice of 

products for patients needing restrictive diets such as these. 

However, we soldiered on, with increasingly frequent visits to the Renal Unit 

at the Churchill Hospital. 

My diary records the following: - 

April 4th Arrive Lechlade 

April 15th Stephen to Oxford 

May 13th Stephen to hospital 

May 20th Stephen to hospital 

As we lived in Lechlade approximately 25 miles away from Oxford (i.e., a 50-

mile round trip) travelling took quite some time and the traffic, even then, 

going into Oxford on the A40, could be very slow. 

This was a bad period with Stephen going increasingly downhill health wise, 

and so, bearing in mind the words of the GP in Guisborough, we decided it 

was time I set about getting a job. I decided to give medical repping a go as 

all the reps who came to see us at the NGH said I would be good at it!  Also, 

with no specialist services at our local Swindon Hospital, such as were 
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available in the teaching hospital in Newcastle, I thought I probabƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

ŦƛƴŘ ŀ 5ƛŜǘƛǘƛŀƴΩǎ Ƨƻō ǘƘŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘƛƳǳƭŀǘƛƴƎΦ 

After a couple of false starts, I was asked to go for an interview with Eli Lilly. 

This was to take place the week after mother died. I, who had never done 

anything like this before was rather dubious about the timing, but they said 

they would provide tissues. 

There was a fair amount of rushing hither and thither but amazingly, after 

several interviews, I got the job. 

The next challenge was to be going to Basingstoke for 6 weeks for an 

intensive training course, staying away Monday to Friday. I would have to 

cross that bridge when I came to it.  

In the meantime, I remember, and it seems incredible now, with the worries 

about Mother and Stephen, who were both causing such concern I became 

so thin my father bought me outers on Mars bars, i.e. twelve at a time, to try 

and fatten me up! 

!ǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴŎȅ ƻŦ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ hȄŦƻǊŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

obviously quite concerned about him. 

At the Renal Unit the consultant in charge was a lovely giant of a man, Des 

Oliver, who peered at you over half specs and missed nothing. 

Our outpatient visits to the Renal Unit were, as I learnt years later, seen by 

the medical staff in three distinct categories defined as follows: - 

Stage 1 More or less normal and okay if Stephen went on his own 

Stage 2 Rather more trying if he was sent with a list of questions from me 

Stage 3 Evidently, if accompanied by me. Run for the hills! 

And from our point of view, we realised that the situation was not too bad, 

and that some other patients had more problems than we did, if, on that 

particular day, you got through on a nod. 

L Řƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ άǊŜǇǇƛƴƎ 

for some time and knew various reps from different companies. 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ŀƭŀǊƳƛƴƎƭȅ ƘƛƎƘ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ōŜǎǘ 

efforts.  
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He was started on a drug called Minoxidil. It was made by Upjohn but not to 

be found in any of the usual reference material, e.g. MIMs. I knew the 

Upjohn rep and asked him what he could find out for me. Nothing. He 

thought it must be a drug undergoing final trials. 

So, on the next outpatient excursion (both attending and therefore stage 3 

on the scale of Draper visits) I asked Des Oliver about it and why it was not 

documented, and not on general release.   

Des, probably fed up with our endless questions, peered over the half glasses 

and said               

άLǘ ƪƛƭƭǎ Ǌŀōōƛǘǎέ 

Silence at last from our side of the desk. 

IƻƳŜ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘΣ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ 

view of the Cotswolds, overlooking the Windrush Valley and Burford when I 

said  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ LΩƳ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǊŀōōƛǘΗέ 

Eventually it was withdrawn from trials, not because of lack of efficacy but 

because it had the side effect of making the patient extraordinarily hirsute. 

Stephen was a fairly hairy individual, and after a short time, his hands began 

to resemble those of a gorilla. He was certainly not a vain man, but found 

this hard to bear so was not sorry when it was stopped. 

Minoxidil never made it as an anti-hypertensive but is used by ageing people, 

like me, as a shampoo or solution to help prevent the hair thinning of old age 

and baldness in men! 

Outpatient visits were sometimes challenging for us as well in another 

respect. I am not sure that the Doctors realised that if they said something 

new and worrying, one failed to take in any further information after that, 

and in my defence, sometimes having us both present improved the chances 

of retention. 

Further information from the diaries tells me that I started with Eli Lilly in the 

October, somehow surviving the six weeks of a gruelling, intensive, 

residential training course.  
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Stephen had a couple of spells as an inpatient at the Churchill in August, .. I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŦƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΦ  

 

1978 

I have no diary for мфту ōǳǘ L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ŘƛǎƳŀƭΦ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ǊŜƴŀƭ 

function would have been deteriorating all the time but not yet severe 

enough to meet the parameters for dialysis. 

It was in 1978 that Pa announced he was to marry again, scarcely a year since 

mother died. This came as a considerable shock to my sister and me, 

especially when we realised the character and actions of his intended, were a 

million miles away from the principles that we had been brought up on. 

Just to paint a picture of my upbringing. For example, when I decided, after A 

levels, that I thought I would like to study dietetics, and thought Leeds 

seemed to be the place to go, I asked Pa if he would take me there for the 

interview.  

The reply came from deep inside the Telegraph  

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ get yourself to Leeds and back (from Buckinghamshire) you 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜΦέ 

 But maybe his attitude served me well in our troubles. Two pieces of his 

philosophy still remain with me: - 

LŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦŀƛǊ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ up now 

And 

Never why me? Why not me? I was young, vaguely intelligent and relatively 

capable. (And I desperately wanted Stephen to be with me) 

 

1979 

This year saw the start of the dialysis treatment for Stephen and in January 

there were many visits to the Churchill, I guess for the close monitoring of 

levels of all those poisonous metabolites. 
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 In June Stephen was an inpatient and had an operation to create an AV 

Ŧƛǎǘǳƭŀ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊƳǎ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ 

supply to the ƪƛŘƴŜȅ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ΨŎƭŜŀƴŜŘΦΩ 

 

Reference 1 

 

!ƴ ŀǊǘŜǊȅ ƛǎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǾŜƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ hƴŎŜ ŦƻǊƳŜŘΣ н ŀŎŎŜǎǎ 

needles can be utilised, one above the other. The arterial line, removes the 

contaminated blood, which passes through the dialyser and is cleaned before 

returning via the venous access in the fistula, to the patient. 

It sounds so simple but, of course, is not. There are dozens and dozens of 

checks and balances to be observed. The blood passes through the dialyser 

which has the cleaning fluid, or dialysate passing through it, and this carries 

the poisons away. Factors which must be considered are numerous and 

include rate of flow, the PH (acidity/alkalinity), and the temperature,( so that 

the blood is returned at body temperature), the electrolyte concentration 

along with many other ŦŀŎǘƻǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ōǳƛƭŘ 

ǘƻƻƪ р ƘƻǳǊǎΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ άǘǿƻ-

ǇŜǊǎƻƴέ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜΣ ŀ ƘŜƭǇŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ άǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴέ ŀƴŘ 

άǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦέ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǇǊoblems arose.   

The purpose of dialysis, as stated, is to remove from the patient the 

accumulation of waste products of metabolism that the kidneys remove in 
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healthy people. The principle of dialysis is comparatively simple and is 

achieved by separating the unwanted elements in solution by diffusion 

across a semi- permeable membrane. 

 
Reference 2 

 

Haemodialysis, at this time, took place via the dreaded Kiil Machine, a heavy 

contraption, the size of a coffee table, used to house the membranes through 

which the waste products passed and were washed away. 

The semi-permeable membrane used in those far off days was made of a sort 

of cellophane, very like clingfilm. This material was relatively porous to fluid 

and solute but did not allow large molecules (albumin, vitamin B12) to pass 

freely. 

There were 3 boards and 2 sheets of the membrane were sandwiched 

between each pair of boards. Grooves in the plastic boards directed the 

blood between the layers of membrane. 

 The dialysate solution flowed outside the membrane envelop and in the 

opposite direction to the blood. 
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                                                            Reference 3 

 

The plan was, once we had mastered the necessary technique, we would 

dialyse at home with support and back up from the unit. 

At this time home dialysis was organised in such a way that the machine and 

equipment was housed either in a portacabin adjacent to the house or in a 

specially adapted room within the house, in order to ensure that everything 

was kept as sterile as possible. We were able to opt for the latter. 

Lƴ ǘƘŜ άŜƴƎƛƴŜ άǊƻƻƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ wŜƴŀƭ ¦ƴƛǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ у ǘƻ мл ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎ ƻŦ 

varying makes and eacƘ άǎǘŀǘƛƻƴέ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ н ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎ ŀ ŘŀȅΣ ƻƴŜ 

overnight. 

The whole process took upwards of 7 hours, the 5 hours of actual dialysis and 

at least half an hour preparing the machine and the same coming off and 

cleansing it ready for the next use. 

This performance took place three times a week. 

Added to this, the Kiil could only do a few treatments before it was necessary 

ǘƻ ŘƛǎƳŀƴǘƭŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ άŎŜƭƭƻǇƘŀƴŜέΦ aƻǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

At the beginning of July Stephen was going alone to hospital for treatment, 

learning his side of the process. He drove himself there and back. He must 

often have felt exhausted by it all, but just got on with it in his usual calm 

way.  

hƴŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ άǘƘŜ 

ƘŜƭǇŜǊέΦ 
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On reflection I realise we must have had incredibly supportive employers as 

it took several weeks to reach a safe level of competency, but I guess we also 

had to take holiday as well. 

After a couple of weeks, we ran into the school summer holidays which 

complicated life somewhat. It meant we all had to be up and out early so as 

ǘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǘ ŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ф ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΦ 

It went like this. All up and off to Oxford. The children had to hang about 

until Grandpa or some other relation came to collect them and take them off 

for the duration of the treatment, and then drop them off at the hospital 

when we had finished, and then we all went home. I remember Pa being 

particularly brave about doing this as he was one of those people with an 

aversion to hospitals. It was a long time for them to have to fill and they 

seem to have quite a good knowledge of the various pubs in the vicinity! 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƻƴ ƘŀƴŘ ōǳǘ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ 

terms with. Stephen was a precious only child so it was very hard for them, 

but they supported us well. 

¢ƘŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘΦ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōȅ ǳǎ ŀǎ ά.ƛƎ aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ǘǊŜƴŘȅ ƻǳǘŦƛǘ ƻŦ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ άDǊŜŜƴǎέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ƎŀǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇƻǇ ǎƻŎƪǎ! 

Whilst Stephen prepared the machine, I had to lay up a tray with all the 

things needed, such as clamps, cotton wool, micropore and many other 

necessities. 

Clare meanwhile was deputed to make tea for one and all. (All the patients 

arrived at roughly the same time and gasping for a reviving cuppa, so this 

was quite some task).  

I often made a mess of laying up the tray, while Clare made the most 

diabolical tea. This was quickly resolved by Margaret who shrewdly initiated 

a role reversal. And though I soon got ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǘǊŀȅέ /ƭŀǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜǎ 

a lousy cup of tea. 

I soon discovered that clamps seemed to be right-handed. I am very strongly 

left-handed. As a medical rep I spent a lot of time driving and whilst driving 

down the M4 would be practising clamping and unclamping. 

!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ άƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎέ ǇŜǊƛƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǳǇ ƻƴ 

family occasions at the point where everyone is reminiscing and in a mellow 



18 
 

state. Aunty Jan, my sister, came to take charge of the children along with 

her two, Amy and James and they all went down to the river Thames for a 

picnic. I have never really got to the bottom of it, especially as I am only told 

about it when everyone is in that silly state, but it appears to involve Amy 

falling into the Thames and Clare rescuing her, thus necessitating a trip into 

Oxford to purchase dry knickers! The telling of this story by the participants 

always results in great merriment all round. 

Stephen took all that was happening to him in his usual stoical manner but 

even he was somewhat stunned when a doctor rushed up all excited to say 

that they thought they had a donor match and a transplant could be on the 

cards. You can well imagine what a successful transplant would have meant 

to us, health wise, family wise, work wise and time wise. Unfortunately, only 

a short time elapsed before they realised the match was not good enough 

and within a few hours, came back to say it was no good.    

Back to the drawing board.  

As we were judged to have had reached a reasonable level of competency, 

and as we were still in school holidays, thoughts turned to a getaway break 

for the family. After all the preceding dramas, this seemed to be a good idea. 

And so, this crazy plan was hatched. The Unit informed us that there was a 

dialysis facility attached to Lymington hospital, utilising the same machine 

we were learning on and supplied with the same products and equipment we 

were familiar with. 

The facility was attached to the Hospital Mortuary. This seemed to us to be 

highly amusing if a trifle macaōǊŜΦ hǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ άǎƻƭƻέ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻǊǘǳŀǊȅΗ 

Our rather tasteless comments were soon hushed by Margaret! 

We would take a house in the New Forest for two weeks together with my 

sister, Jan and her two children, James and Amy. Her husband, Simon, would 

join us at weekends. 

And so D Day arrived and Stephen and I duly set off for the Mortuary. 

In fact, and to our great relief, we found that the dialysis was actually to take 

place in a Nissen hut adjacent to said Mortuary. 

And to our, and possibly everyone elsŜΩǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ǿŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ 

procedure without a hitch but we were incredibly slow and the whole thing 
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took hours. We were pretty tired and emotional by the end, but also pleased 

and relieved to have come through it all unscathed. 

This then was our fƛǊǎǘ άƘƻƭƛŘŀȅέ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Wŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƎǊŜŜΣ 

ƳƛƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǳǊ ȅƻǳƴƎǎǘŜǊǎΣ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΣ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŜǘŎΦ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǊŜƭŀȄŀǘƛƻƴΦ  Wŀƴ ŀ άǎǘŀǊέ ŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ  IŜǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ 

episode gives rise to ridiculous reminiscences as when, on a particular picnic, 

and in a howling wind, a full, large bottle of Coke took off from the picnic 

table completely of its own volition! 

Back home, technicians from the Unit came and installed all the necessary 

equipment and carried out the adaptations to the room. We were fortunate 

to be able to extend the house over the garage and convert a small bedroom 

into a dialysis room. 

The room needed a large sink, horrible strip lighting, a lot of electrical 

sockets, a telephone and it had a special, thick, waterproof floor which came 

ŀ ŦŜǿ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ΧΦ  Yƛƛƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦƭƻƻŘΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ǎƘŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ 

the chemicals and necessary equipment. A rather stark and inhospitable 

space to spend so many hours in. 

The Kidney machine, a Kiil, and all the vast quaƴǘƛǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ άǎǘƻǊŜǎέ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ 

September and thus began this next part of our journey. 

My diary says Monday 3rd September, machine here and 

13th September Dialysis 

And, horror of horrors,  

14th September Kiil building 

And then  

17th September Dialysis again so I guess we managed it! 

Stephen dialysed in a reclining chair and anyone else had to perch on a 

folding garden chair.  

We did manage to include a small TV to help while away the hours, and there 

was plenty of heating to prevent that strange coldness Stephen (and perhaps 

others?) experienced during the treatment. 
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hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŜȄǘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ άwǳƳǇǳǎέ ǊƻƻƳ 

where we could sit close by and this meant that Stephen was not isolated 

alone upstairs. 

The treatments were carried out three times a week. We tried to keep to a 

routine, Tuesdays and Thursdays, so that other parents knew we could not 

Řƻ ǘƘŜ άŦŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎέ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƻǳǊ 

share on the others. 

We usually did the weekend treatment on the Saturday. By getting up at six 

we could be finished by lunchtime and have the rest of the weekend free. 

Dialysing three times a week does allow for a little flexibility, for example the 

weekend one could be changed to Sunday if something important was 

happening on the Saturday. 

BUT THEN THERE WAS KIIL BUILDING! 

Even thinking about this brings me out in a cold sweat. I was ABSOLUTELY 

USELESS at it.  

You started by dismantling the whole thing which had been sterilised at the 

ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŜ ΧΧΧ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

You began by laying a sheet of the membrane on the bottom board. This had 

to be done with absolutely no holes, snags or air bubbles. One person stood 

at one end and the co-worker at the other. Between them they laid the said 

membrane, (which to all intents and purposes, reǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ά/ƭƛƴƎŦƛƭƳύ 

smoothly across the board. Then you laid the next board on top followed by 

the next sheet of membrane and finally the last board. Then it was all bolted 

Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇŀǊŀǘǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇǳƳǇ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ άƛǘ ƘŜƭŘέΦ LŦ ƛǘ 

did it ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΗ 

This had to be done every fortnight and we usually did it on a Sunday 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ L 

would start fretting about the state of the Sunday lunch. For Stephen  it must 

have been like trying to put up a tent or assembling flat pack furniture with 

somebody all thumbs -a situation fraught with difficulties. As time went on, 

and for the sanity of the family, it became more usual for Stephen and a 

άŎƘƛƭŘέ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

ǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǘǊǳǎƛƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ άƴƻƴ- Řƛŀƭȅǎƛǎ ŘŀȅέΦ 
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ό²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ƳǳŘŘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ /ƭƛƴƎŦƛƭƳύ 

Another time-consuming chore was the checking of supplies and then 

ordering the required amounts for the next delivery. These were very bulky, 

heavy to manoeuvre and took up a lot of room. They were stored carefully in 

the garage. 

As time went on, we became more confident and adept, and hence, a bit 

quicker at managing the procedure. Life got easier for Stephen because as 

the fistula develops and toughens with use the needles are easier to insert. 

(The patient is the one trained to insert the needles). 

If you ran into real trouble the system was that you rang the Unit, and there 

was always a technician on call to try and rectify machine hiccups, also, of 

course nursing and medical back up. 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿŜ ǊŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ άƴƻǿΣ 

firstΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǘŜŀέ  

bƻΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƘŜǊǊȅΗ 

They could usually sort us out and as 

time went on, we needed their input 

less and less. The calming way they 

set about helping was invaluable. 

 

The technicians came if necessary, 

for emergencies and also to service 

the machine regularly. Flooding was 

always a bit of a worry but this only 

happened once. 

The normal dialysis routine went like this. We were both working full time. 

Stephen would often get home first and start preparing the machine and I 

would get home as early as I could, to assist in getting him on, before starting 

on a meal for all and evening chores. 

The arm with the fistula had to be kept still along the arm of the chair (in his 

case the right arm as he was left-handed) but his left hand was available and 

often put to good use. He was also a captive sitting target for helping with 
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homework, listening to flute practice and doing things like planning our 

holidays. 

Two people in the Unit were on hand to make our life run as smoothly as 

possible. 

They were Molly, a really lovely lady, the home dialysis organiser, and 

George who was a peripatetic dialysis nurse and an absolute Godsend to us.  

!ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŘƛŀǊȅ ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ άǇǊƻŎŜǎǎέ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ 

while I attended a Sales Conference. He was ex forces and a great guy and did 

everything, served the meals I left and so on, and he and Stephen got on 

really well. 

With us both working full time we were worried about Clare,13, and Robert, 

10, being alone until one of us got home from work. One night I was at the 

5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ƭŀŘȅΣ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛƴŜ 

Berry, whom I had never met before. Burbling on as ever my worries spilled 

out as I explained our predicament. 

άhƘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWǳƭƛŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘέΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻΣ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ WǳƭƛŜΣ ǿƘƻ 

was 16, and at the same school as Clare and thereby travelled on the same 

school bus, would come and mind the children until one or other of us 

appeared.  

This was all arranged by Christine without her feeling it necessary to consult 

Julie! Fortunately, Julie seemed happy to go along with this ς I guess we paid 

ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ 

Julie was a very special youngster and they all got on splendidly. The 

arrangement worked well, and we arrived home to a happy household 

homework done and the children fed. This arrangement went on for several 

years. 

Our association with the Berry family goes on, but it was a bit of a blow when 

Julie married an American Airforce man and went to live in California. 
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As time went on, we enlisted others to help us. In Lechlade it was a lovely 

man called Mike. We met him at a party and when he learnt what we were 

up to he volunteered to help. He was in the RAF and did tours of duty, and 

then had maybe a couple of months at home. We trained him up, and I 

ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳǘ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ hΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ L ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ 

in and he would take him off so I got an earlier night. One of the men in my 

life who rarely saw me dressed! 

 We also asked the children if they thought they could learn to take Stephen 

off the machine in case some crisis arose. 

They both said yes and could do this competently- Clare somewhat 

ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ wƻōŜǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƻǿ 

and then. Fortunately, Clare was only called on once in an emergency 

situation. This was when I dropped a teapot full of boiling hot tea on my foot 

carrying it upstairs. Clare took Stephen off the machine acting under his 

instructions. He was then able to drive me to Cirencester Hospital A and E.  
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The Wrefords, Jan and Co, were always ready to have the children for weeks 

in the school holidays and worked round us at busy times such as Christmas, 

often coming to stay and help with the festivities.  

Another tremendous source of back-up was the Davies family. I had known 

Carol and we had been great friends since we were about 15. Carol married 

the lovely Frank and they had two children, Christopher and Kate. 

They had our children for a week nearly every school holiday.  

Sadly, Carol died in 2011, at the age of 64, from a brain tumour ς she is sorely 

missed -one of my greatesǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘŀōƭŜ άōŀŎƪǳǇǎέ 

gone.  

hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ 

lifestyle, I think because we thought it unnecessary and also if we did, they 

ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛfe changing 

adjustments involved, and nor, indeed, did they need to. 

Things went along relatively smoothly as we gained in technique and 

confidence, all the while hoping a transplant opportunity would come our 

way. 

1980 

Stephen started attending the Six Counties Kidney Association Meetings to 

keep abreast of developments and went pretty regularly according to the 

diaries. 

Various possibilities were discussed and implemented. 

One such proposition was 

put forward by the widow 

of a recently deceased 

patient.  

The widow, whose name I 

forget, had moved to 

France where she had 

bought a house with a sort 

of cottage in the garden. 

The proposal was that the 

cottage would be 
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renovated and made suitable accommodation for a renal patient and family 

to utilise for holidays. 

The visiting patient would take a portable kidney machine with them and she 

would ensure that the necessary water and electricity supplies were 

adequate. She also said sƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άƘŜƭǇŜǊέ ƻƴ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

usual accomplice a break. 

The renal unit would arrange for the very bulky supplies to be delivered 

direct to the destination. We would travel with the portable dialysis machine 

and everything necessary for us to perform two treatments, in case of any 

hitches. 

We were to be the guinea pigs in this marvellous opportunity. Sounded too 

good to be true. What could possibly go wrong? 

The first thing to do was to learn how to use the portable machine. This went 

ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ŀ άwŜŘȅέΦ  ! ƳƛǎƴƻƳŜǊ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜΗ 

And so we went to the Churchill a couple of times to familiarise ourselves 

with this curious equipment. 

 

 

Reference 4 
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This machine was somewhat rudimentary and not as efficient as our usual 

method of dialysis, and thus only suitable for short term use. However, it had 

certain advantages as the parameters needed for successful dialysis could be 

adjusted by the helper quite simply. The acidity was tested using a litmus 

paper then some suitable action was taken, (sloshing in some extra liquid? I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘύ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŘƧǳǎǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΣ 

ōȅ ƳŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ ό!ƎŀƛƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 

what this adjustment did). However, all quite simple and judged to be within 

our capabilities. 

We decided to go for three weeks in the August school holidays and planned 

an overnight stop on the way down, thus arriving in good order fairly early 

on the second day, ready to perform a treatment. 

We were provided with various documents from the Unit, for example the 

ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ άwŜŘȅέ ¢ŜŎƘƴƛŎƛŀƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƎƛƻƴ ƛƴ CǊŀƴŎŜΣ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎ 

for the local hospital in case of an emergency, and we also had our E111 

medical cover forms. 

Clare was now 13 and Robert 11. This would be our first family foreign 

holiday and so all very exciting. 

We would leave on Friday night after work and take the overnight ferry from 

Portsmouth to St Malo. 

Packing the car was quite a challenge, the machine taking up most of the 

boot with the bulky cylinders and fluids behind. 

DƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƻǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

packed to the gunnels and Clare, who was learning the flute, decided it had 

to go with her, and she had it on her knee for the entire journey. 

We dialysed on the Friday afternoon, squeezed the final bits into the 

ƎǊƻŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƛǊƳΩǎ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ tƻǊǘǎƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ {ǘΦ aŀƭƻ ƻǾŜǊƴƛƎƘǘ ŦŜǊǊȅ 

with some trepidation. All day the News was about the strike of ferry 

workers and the effect it was having at the ports at the height of the season. 

Not a very auspicious start, nevertheless, we set off and on approaching the 

ferry terminal hit queues and queues of traffic held up by the strike. To our 

great relief, our carrier, Brittany Ferries, were still operating but the holding 

area had to be seen to be believed. We were soon packed in like sardines, 

row after row, and there was very little movement anywhere on the 
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ǉǳŀȅǎƛŘŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ άōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀ 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘέ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘέΚ  

άbŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘέ ǎŀȅǎ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴ 

άǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƛŎŜ-cream van over 

there with a generator, we can 

ǇƭǳƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άaŀƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ {ǘŜǇƘŜƴΣ L ƘŀǾŜ 

done for you and would do, but 

dialysing on a quayside is not 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

Eventually, and to our huge relief, we started moving. Because of all the 

other cancellations, Brittany Ferries were trying to pack as many vehicles 

onto our ferry as possible. We were so tightly packed that we all had to 

scramble out of the one car door. 

Despite all this it was exciting to be on our first cross channel ferry as a 

family; we settled into our cabin and then went to find something to eat, and 

so began the custom of always having those delicious, great bowls of, oh so 

CǊŜƴŎƘΣ άCǊƛǘŜǎέ ŀǎ ŀ ƴƻŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ CǊŜƴch holiday was really 

ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ  LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ Ǝƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ōǳǘ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ {ǘ aŀƭƻ ǘƘŀǘ 

Saturday morning for the first time is a treasured memory. 

 

 

The Barrage 


