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Introduction

Some years ago, I was the executive director of a facility for physically disabled adults, and it is important that you keep that in mind as you read on.  Most of my residents used wheelchairs, and had come to learn to live independently, thus avoiding the horrors of nursing facilities.

To liven up otherwise woefully boring annual meetings at which most of the Board showed up for the sole purpose of eating an expensive meal (unlike the Board meetings during the rest of the year, when they showed up primarily to eat expensive sandwiches, make a mess, then head for home), I wrote a number of ‘biographies’ of people, all but one of whom I had invented, and delivered to the Annual Meeting.  I humbly present them to you here, in modified form.

Anyone who has ever served under the Board of Directors of a non-profit organization is familiar with the mixture of motives the members have for being members.  Some really want to do Good.  Others join because they were friends with someone who really wants to do Good.  As for the rest, your guess is as Good as mine.  We’re long past the day we can claim these individuals as ‘arrow fodder’ on our income tax, but we can ease our minds by reminding ourselves that their mothers loved them.  It’s in the job description.

There can be an over-abundance of sensitivity on such a Board, which complicates matters.  One man threatened at every meeting for almost two years, that he would quit if such-and-such a thing did, or did not, happen.  We began timing him and placing bets on how far into the meeting we would go before we were subjected to emotional terrorism.  To prevent this odious little troll from being offended (which I would never do), I invented characters so no one’s feelings were hurt.  I was glad to do this because it seems to me modern-day humour depends far too much on being rude, crude, and hurtful—if blood isn’t drawn, or someone made to cry, it isn’t funny.  

One ongoing theme was that I insisted (sort of) that these characters about whom you will read actually existed.  I liked to pretend someone had missed a memo or a meeting, but certainly in the instance of someone like Joe Smith, the Interim Director, this couldn’t be the case.  Joe was far too intelligent to take a job like this.  My Board was never entirely convinced.

You and I know differently, don’t we?
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Relationship with the organisation:  Founder and First President of the Board of Directors.

Llafcadio Chang was an individual I feel cannot go unlauded. He was a Polynesian Orthodox immigrant from Pound Ridge NY. As is frequently the case with great people, Llafcadio had a difficult upbringing. According to his unauthorized autobiography, entitled, ‘My Life as a Quirk’, his mother abandoned him about three weeks before his birth, and the name on his birth certificate was an alias. 

Llafcadio saw the seedy part of life growing up, being raised on a farm. His foster father, at 6’5”, was outstanding in many fields. Always an eager youth, Llafcadio rose early each morning to milk the chickens and cows, among which he was known as ‘Cold Hand Luke’. He quickly discovered that cows without udders are bulls. He demonstrated an admirable talent for endurance running, a knack for lightning fast comparative anatomy, and ultimately, this led to an interest in medicine. He found religion at an early age, and tried unsuccessfully to return it to its owner. Where others carried money in denominations of 5’s, 10’s, and 20’s, Llafcadio carried his in denominations of Lutherans, Methodists and Anglicans.  Many felt this was an un-Orthodox approach.

Llafcadio attended the Aruba Community College of Medicine, and specialized in diseases of the sick. Faithful to his religious upbringing, his surgeries always began with an incision at the fifth Pentecostal space, and all were transubstantial successes.  Tonsillectomies performed in this manner were difficult to explain to the Surgery Review Board.

After completing training, Dr Chang relocated to Philadelphia PA, where he became a physician for the South Eastern Pennsylvania Transit Authority (SEPTA), their version of reliable public transit.  He treated patients who were sick of public transportation in South Eastern Pennsylvania, diagnosing them as Septic.

Llafcadio’s initial exposure to disability came one evening while attending the theatre with his wife. From his seat in coach, he observed a man in a wheelchair sitting on the aisle, in a space with no chair. Dr Chang was incensed at the management’s pettiness over removing the theatre seat of a disabled patron, forcing him to bring his own chair.

Awakening to disability rights as an important social concern, Dr Chang made himself conversant with disability issues, which he checked out of the library and read from cover to cover. He was determined to do something to support disabled people, and conceived the idea of the Agency. His bosses at SEPTA were too occupied with their own efforts to (at that time) develop the Paratransit System, more popularly known as the Parastranded or Paraplegia system.  This is the department that provides ‘public’ transportation for disabled people using vans equipped with lifts, lock-down bars, etc.  All rides must be scheduled.  This system is available in many cities and towns, and many operate on the same standard.  Sometimes they fail to arrive to collect you, but you can count on them to show up where you should have been, to take you home.

Dr Chang’s enthusiasm over improving the quality of life for disabled led him to do a lot of public speaking. His talk, ‘The Moral Imperative of Nurturing Killer Bee Communities’ was given a standing ovation by the Oronoco Society of Quadriplegics. As he often explained to his audiences, Llafcadio was unaccustomed to public speaking. He was much more comfortable talking to himself.

His method of conducting board meetings can only be described as unique. For example, the Executive Director’s report was given as interpretive dance.  Discussions about the Agency’s future were conducted in poetic hexameter.  The Treasurer’s report was given in mime, and the vice president’s report usually involved nudity, but this practice was omitted when the current VP joined the Board.  We insisted.
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