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Dedication.

“Yesterday I was clever, so I wanted to change the world.

Today I am wise, so I am changing myself.”

A quotation from 13th Century poet and Islamic scholar, Rumi.

It is my greatest desire that:

Following my life, I hope to leave much more than I will have taken from it!

My works are dedicated to those affected by the fastest growing chronic disease in the world today.

Long may we prosper!
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Of course, I must not fail to acknowledge the bucketful of memories to assist, provided by both my mother and, ever-loving, other half.

Disclaimer.

These works are not intended as a cure for anything; they are a real-life expose’ about how the problems I have encountered have been dealt with. Produced to engender greater confidence, calm and comfort for any in need of such.

Whilst my stories are real-life, as I remember them, I am not able to guarantee that certain chronological timings, scenery, and names are not a little mixed-up. At my age, assuming I can remember it, memory is more representative of a minefield.

Whatever I say within the confines of my stories is not made with any disrespect intended to anyone, anything, or any place that may be mentioned or indeed, inferred. Allow me to be perfectly clear:

“I am neither a Medical Professional, nor Specialist of any medical sort. 

I am, to put in very simple terms, but a very successful diabetic, who has lived their life to the fullest it could be.”

Being as fit as a fiddle, I feel empowered to say such. Mind you I have no idea how fit a fiddle should be, although researching seems to infer: 

“In good physical condition, healthy and strong.”

Oh heck, that cannot be right, thereby and for the benefit of maintaining this as a true-to-life-story, whereby I may have a chance of retaining but a little dignity:

Charles Atlas, I am not.

Ian Tonge, I am.
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“In the Jungle; just surviving a day is considered a great success.”

A quotation believed to have come from; Broadcaster, writer, and eminent Naturalist: Sir David Attenborough.

Directly connected, of course, all our lives are performed in what represents a stage, often set as “Jungles” of one sort or another; be they concrete, urban and more. Different they may be, hide as they might, they are no less a “Jungle” where the dangers should always be heeded.

Before I start, it makes perfect sense to advise all that may be interested:

My works are produced to:


	Evidence a real-life success story, about managing a chronic condition to reduce, indeed remove, the effects of the expected complications.

	Increase the confidence for any who may require understanding that almost anything can be improved, quite simply in many cases, like mine has.



Have you ever thought about any of the ills that either you, your family, or friends may be affected by? Indeed, chronic medical conditions affect their victims in a myriad of ways, some of which can be awkwardly uncomfortable, if not dangerous in the extreme.

Diabetes, whatever type it may be, is a chronic medical condition of the sort that will impact virtually every aspect of one’s life. You are about to see most of that, and how it has been dealt with, by me, and mine, of course.

Most of the unaffected populous seem to think that diabetes is all about being overweight. In fact, I would be a rich man indeed, if I had been paid but a penny, every time somebody has said to me:

“You don’t look like diabetic.”

I cannot tell anyone the answer to that question, we all look different, but in a lot of quite normal ways. You see, diabetes comes to us, in two distinctly different variants:


	Type 1 diabetes is a chronic autoimmune condition.

	Type 2 diabetes is a chronic metabolic condition.



Whichever type might be involved here; and these are the only two officially recognised categories according to the World Health Organization (WHO), it really should matter not. My management can be incorporated whatever the problem may be, and assist with just understanding, easing, or stopping, issues developing or growing.

However, and it must be noted here that my memoirs, I believe, are to be applied as:

Alternative ways to navigate ways around or defeat problems or conditions; and not just medical, I hasten to add.

I am a diabetic that has lived a near totally normal life, and at least to this point have made it. Having been so successful, I want as many others as possible to believe that; no matter what the issue may be, it does not have to be the end of the world.

From my stories, I hope that most if not all diabetic complications can be avoided by clear, straightforward, and simplistic management systems being applied. Like they have for me and most examples here, which are hoped will help make things clearer, bit by bit. 

If any are concerned that a specific diabetes is not included, all will be explained later. It is not the subject to be briefly, covered as part of the introduction, like everything else considered important. Such requires more devotion being applied, which I shall be doing later in the series.

Herewith, I have the pleasure of introducing to you: 

My memoirs about a most successful, sometimes extra-ordinary in the extreme, journey I have enjoyed as a diabetic for well over six decades, so far. These are memoirs delivered by me, with as much heartfelt passion as I can muster.

Before starting, I would suggest that you bear in mind; this is no sort of ordinary story. Although success has been delivered from amazingly simple and ordinary measures; for reasons beyond my comprehension, normal has little association, or anything to do, with myself.

These memoirs have been produced to prove how simple it has been, for me, to adopt a near-normal life without incurring the problems I was promised were mine to behold. But I will wager that I was never alone, in seeking to successfully enter the more normal world of desires; to do, have, and be included within my life.

Unfortunately, too many will have traversed this diabetic landscape, without adopting the simple measures required for avoidance of oncoming ills. Complications will have then become involved, then to take control, with devastating effects.

As mentioned for the ‘Disclaimer’ part of this production, herewith is the bit made to cover my butt, rear end, namely my bottom:

“I am neither a Medical Professional nor Specialist.”

Therefore, I shall not be discussing, in any depth, medications, drugs, or specialised treatments. Plainly I cannot and equally; I should be able to bore you enough without any of that detail. 

But I will be showing you how I have avoided; my body throwing in any white flag of surrender, as the Series title infers. On occasion, if I could not access a white flag, then a white towel or flannel, would have to suffice for this.

The raison d'être for all my works is to dispel as much negativity as possible. The adoption of a little more care and understanding is virtually all I have required to facilitate my positivity, which is still being fulfilled if a little slower, just now. 

Frightening it has not been, although parts are included that scared the wits out of me. However, from this I am hoping that others should be able to enjoy more fulfilling, rewarding, and comfortable lives, just like I have.

My greatest desire here is to convey enlightenment, together with an improved feeling of comfort and confidence; to any who may be in need, for whatever reason there might be. I believe that from my stories; this can be delivered, in accordance with many varied, needs and requirements.

There are, many books advising about what diabetes is and how one should deal, work, manage, or whatever, with it, to stay as healthy as possible. However, most are produced by Specialists, Scientists, and Doctors, providing lots of why’s and wherefores for one sort or another.

Contributing albeit excellent reference material about medication, health issues and dietary advice; these are but guides. Whilst they may indeed be information full, they simply cannot deliver what I am able to here, which is living life with diabetes.

You see, the thing is, mine are true-to-life stories about a life with diabetes. And it should not surprise you, this is, after all:

“My life with diabetes.” 

Not to be confused with anything like a day-by-day, or diary thing. The aims here being to explain how living with any condition; can be allowed to, or not for that matter, affect the future before you.

My memoirs, stories of fact rather than fiction, are not to be taken as any sort of guide that tell you; to do this, that, or the other, to keep well and healthy. What I am delivering, in the best way I know how, is detail showing how I have lived my life with, indeed despite, diabetes. 

You may also notice that I am providing additional detail in connection about some of those responsible for the provision of certain quotations. Do not be alarmed, this does serve a purpose and some personalities require nothing added; they speak for themselves.

None of this should take anything away from my own stories. Indeed, the purpose of these is to enable a more refined appreciation surrounding their words. 

All of this from a diabetic who has enjoyed what can be considered a real-life in all regards. My works allow me the opportunity to show the completing of some of the ‘ordinary’ things, considered beyond my reach.

I fully appreciate that I neither look, nor act like a diabetic should, but that is just me, which should be seen from what you are about to consume. However, it has been, from as early as I am able to recall, my upmost desire not to be treated any differently than those whose company I was to value, for one reason or another.

The title of the series says it all; with the emphasis on “diabetes does not have me.” It has had to remain a relatively silent partner that I controlled and not the other way around, which will have been a totally different story, if such ever happened. 

Almost whatever problems may be confronted; could be positively affected with the supremely simple action of keeping a watch on what it may, or may not, be doing. In fact, with conditions, problems, illnesses, indeed anything at all; good advice should always be: 

To keep checking and acting, whenever may be required.

Herewith, is an ultra-simplistic approach to the diabetes management incorporated throughout my, so far, quite short life. All of which has been resultant in successfully taming the Demon; to whom, like it or not, I will always remain uncompromisingly answerable.

In order that this may be shown for all it is, and indeed has been, the best way to achieve this in my opinion, is to unfold my life before you. Not exactly lock-stock-and-barrel, but incorporation of the interesting and totally related elements, should define this more profoundly.

This edition is produced to highlight the early days that moulded my future pathway. The importance of seeing the building of an individual, then understanding them as a person, sometimes victim, should become more apparent as you journey on.

Perhaps this was the most relevant part of my life. Acquiring what was to become the title of my series and then to develop ways, both through and navigation around its influences. 

My stories should be used as indicators to enable permeation of the facts available and no more. They are provided to prove how almost anything can be tackled, within reason of course. All I can ask is that you sit back and take it in for; information, enjoyment, plus (if I dare say it) increased interest.

The emphasis of these memoirs is to show you just how I did it and how it may have helped, or not as the case may be. Anything that will have mattered will be included, together with a smattering of amusing, sometimes entertaining, anecdotes.

All I can advise is, you should proceed with care:

You have been warned.

​
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Chapter 1
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​The devouring landscape.
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​What’s coming up?
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“The hardest thing about getting started, is getting started.” 

Funnily enough, a rather appropriate quotation from Guy Kawasaki; marketing specialist, author and irrepressible venture capitalist.

Indeed, we are generationally linked; as one of those responsible for so much from Apple, his words assume a defined credibility here, of course.

For a very long time I had no idea that I had any story to tell, from what I thought had been a relatively ordinary life. Not realising, of course, how wrong that particular assumption could be.

Living the life I have, without interruption from, what were foretold as being forever advancing, totally consuming diabetic complications, was not considered anything out-of-the-ordinary to me. In fact, the only serious interruption being the result of a horrific road traffic accident, which happened in late 1985 and one that should have been the end of my story.

Indeed, but for that catastrophic event, I would have considered my life to be somewhat unremarkable. However, I never had reason to think much about the diabetic milestones which, when adjoined to that, changed the landscape quite amazingly.

In my opinion, not realising that my brand of “normal” would not recognise whatever handicaps I have, was the start of my conundrum. Not meeting others like me, I was blissfully unaware of the fact that this was not “normal” for too many in my position. 

But there we go again, because of the way my diabetes was being managed I cannot say that I ever really considered it to be a “handicap” in any way, shape, or form. I can only think that absence of such terminology will have been an assist for me back then, even now.

It was not until my latest diabetic eye specialist questioned me after performing my annual retinopathy check in 2018, that this came about. Kicks up my backside are a common theme, and this was, very probably; the best kick up my rear end, required at this point.

I had never met this consultant before, nor did he know me. Indeed, the most astonishing thing was that he had not had the chance to fully review my records and was under the misapprehension that, I was a recent diagnosis. 

His initial question was: 

“How long have you been diabetic?” 

Under such circumstances that would have been a perfect start. 

However, after I corrected this assumption, he appeared absolutely dumbfounded how I had traversed my life as a diabetic. For nearing sixty-years at this stage; and my eye-health appeared to be in better-than-excellent condition. 

His manner appeared to have changed in an instant. To be extremely frank here; he seemed more excited than should be the case, during any routine examination.

In fact, he exclaimed that my profile was representative of an extremely well, non-diabetic patient. All of which was considered as amazing, under the circumstances, about which he was now aware. 

He then went to great lengths to convince me, that mine was a story requiring to be known:

“I’ve been examining the eyes of diabetic patients for decades now; but I have never seen a patient who has such longevity with diabetes, yet remaining untouched by any of the associated problems, like you are here. 

Because of the microvascular nature involved, eye complications are generally the first to present.

All the patients I have ever been involved with, have shown deterioration anytime following their 10th to 20th anniversary of diagnosis, some earlier, which I have always presumed to be perfectly normal.

But here I feel I see something of a miracle, nearly six-decades as a diabetic and still having an eye-profile that I consider to be perfect, even for non-diabetic patients.”

Upon further reflection and following me informing him of other aspects, considered of perceived value, he became more animated:

“You are indeed, a rare commodity and cannot keep this to yourself, which would be so wrong. Your history could help so many more, even if it only helps them to feel better and that there is hope!”

His insistence was so powerfully delivered, I found it impossible to ignore and was thinking about it all the way home from my appointment. Driven as usual by my nearest-and-dearest, after having my eyes dilated; I was not allowed to drive myself. 

So, there you go; that was why I got started on what you are about to consume, as Bart’ Simpson often imparted:

“It wasn’t me.” 

However, and this cannot be denied in light of all the evidence to be placed within this detail:

“It must have been.”

At this point in my life, fast approaching middle-age, I am a proud, and somewhat long-term, “sexagenarian” who has lived an ever so full, indeed passionate, successful, and fun life to behold. And those who know me, will confirm that such a tag will have been craved, although it may appropriate perhaps, too many unfulfilled motives. 

During my youth, none of this had been understood and would take time before full realisation could, or would, be born. However, such will provide little, if any, conclusion for my memoirs; as mentioned, it is not that type of book. 

Here I am, still standing in front of diabetes with a staunch resolve; to not let it stop me living life, as I would choose. Indeed, as we move on it may not come as a surprise, especially to those who know me, the risks I undertook; were of a nature which should never have been approached by someone in my condition.

Whether good, bad, or indifferent, it is our responsibility to bestow whatever legacy we can, the best we are able, assuming you care, of course. But and this is something I am sure you will appreciate as you travel further, my “best” was rarely left in any changing room, or on the park. 

Whatever, I may broach; my best was always going to be delivered, even when that may not have been good enough. Simply and because whatever the case, I was, as would we all be, capable of doing that.

Think about this, just for a second:

“Try imagining what it would be like, if your life depended upon taking medication, which affected everything about you. 

Just to make everything a little more awkward; it would do this whether you took it, or not for that matter, only in a different way. 

Then by the simple addition of that medication, more than just a few pathways leading to further disasters of one sort, or another can be offered.”

So, here we have it, diabetes in a nutshell:


	Should I not take my medication then it would be guaranteed that I would suffer the worst of all endings and in the worst of ways possible?

	Should I not keep a check on what my medication may be doing, even more dangers will be added to this ever more complex and chameleon-like environment?



I am not suggesting that anybody should adopt the none-taking-or-management-of-medication; as that would be total madness, both for me doing such and then you, if you were to comply. I am sure you can imagine; this could have extreme and long-reaching consequences.

And this has just struck me; a proverbial bolt out of the blue, so to speak; we have pain killers for most pains, that will stop or relieve the symptoms of pain. There are also medications to relieve the problems one may have with a host of other complaints, to assist with their removal.

However, when it comes to the chronic conditions we may suffer from, the best we can hope for are medications that allow us to live with the problems we endure. Insulin, or Metformin, does not take diabetes away. Methotrexate with infusions, or Enbrel, does not take rheumatoid arthritis away, and so on.

As diabetics, from day of diagnosis and whatever type we may be, reconciling our diets with medication is of critical importance, whatever our lives demand. Our consumption of almost anything, at any time, cannot be accomplished without management requirements being further exposed for application. 

Even the most basic of needs can provide a plethora of risks, which are never a concern for non-diabetics. Putting it in very plain terms, rather than just eating or exercising, as and when may be required; for diabetics, a lot more planning and care must be appropriated. Unless, of course, you want all hell to break loose. 

In fact, virtually everything we did, in my early days, represented a risk of one sort or another, which affected virtually every aspect of how my life would proceed. As I trust you will see; I was consistently having to juggle balls and knives simultaneously, as I still do. 

A lifetime filled with varying degrees of danger, is not one to be trifled with. Doing that with the variance of awful pitfalls being engaged, is never going to end well, in any way one may hope for.

The lives of any who may suffer one of the many chronic conditions we now understand; is not just a simple case of getting up and getting on with it. However, it may be managed, my recommendation is: never to ignore its wants, needs, or any of its requirements. 

To do such would be like engaging in a dance with the Devil himself. Such is also a pastime I would strongly suggest, should not be, in any way, integrated into any otherwise more pleasant lifestyles. 

Throughout my life, so far anyway, thankfully Satan has remained unrequired for my life’s progress. Nor am I related to Faust, although I may have come unnervingly close from time to time.

Whilst this may appear to be an absolutely ridiculous statement to use, especially here and under the circumstances, but it has worked well for me. Here we go:

“I have lived a great life; as a diabetic with a distinctly sweet tooth, and a compelling penchant for fun and frivolity. 

It can be said, that even encompassing such debauchery; I have escaped the introduction of all those complications, I was promised would arrive.”

Indeed, throughout my life I have rarely appeared to represent anything like I may be struggling with diabetes, in fact, the opposite being the actuality. I have always been able to minimise any such consideration; all of which because of the plain-and-simple fact of the matter that:

“I was thriving through my life with diabetes.”

I am hopeful that my works will provide the necessary evidence apropos what I did, how I did it, and when it may have been done. Ending up as the extremely healthy diabetic, presenting themselves for your investigation and consumption.
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​Those darling buds.
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“If you’re in the luckiest one percent of humanity, you owe it to the rest of humanity; to think about the other ninety-nine percent.”

A quotation from American businessman and generous philanthropist: Warren Buffett.

[image: A person holding two baby dolls
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A proud dad with his boys.

It falls upon each and every one of us, to make the most of whatever we are able from our lives; do not leave it to second chances, which may never happen.

Wherever we come from: race, class, culture, or creed, all of us are destined to leave a legacy, of one sort or another. Mine, as you may have gathered was, is, to help as many as I am able, whilst enjoying a fulfilling life.

At the very start of life, as we know it; we are driven to go towards the light, with the world awaiting our arrival outside the warm and cosy confines used for development. With our need for enlightenment engaged, we will tend to travel, as directly as possible and seek our destiny. 

But then at the end of our times, upon this mortal coil:

“Don’t go towards the light” is the most common of directives delivered from any wishing to save, or at least not lose, whoever it may be.

Life is so confusing, whichever way you may look at it, being filled with contradictions and complexities through which understanding is going to be difficult at the best of times. Getting through this without too much fuss, injury, or loss; without any form of disadvantage applied, is good in itself, invoking an improved prospect of a reasonably good ending.

However, life often makes things just a tad more complex, confusing, and contrary; just because it can, and to make things a little more interesting. Diabetes is just one of those chronic additions, which can bring the power of disaster into whatever mix it decrees worthy.

It may, or may not, come as a surprise to you that, it is estimated there are literally millions out there who have no idea they are either diabetic, or pre-diabetic, of one sort or another. Diabetes can creep up in such a way that its victim could have no idea, for whatever reason, what may be happening to them. I would hope that my experiences will be of help regarding that.

Whilst my stories are about the rides I have undertaken; they are easily transposed and are not always destined to have adverse effects upon you. However, none of this is provided as any sort of a guide; other than to help you realise:

“You are the master of your own destiny whereby you can, and should, make the most of everything you can.”

Just like “doing your best” at every opportunity, the very same can be said about “making the most of everything.” No magic wand or spell is required to do either, every single one of us has the ability to achieve our best levels and make the most of everything we ever become involved with, or in.

When you see what I have done, in real life, and how I have lived, especially back then, confusion may appear. As a diabetic, and you would not be wrong in believing this; in those days a more placid and tranquil life was supported as being more appropriate. This however, is most certainly not what you are about to be presented with. 

The thrust of my argument here; through keeping a consistent watch, regarding all associated matters, has assisted me remaining in reasonable condition throughout. I suppose this could be like driving a car or doing anything in point of fact. If you do not keep a watch and look-out, Heaven only knows what you might do, or where you may end up. 

Thank goodness, technology is improving at a fantastic rate now; in fact, we may well have moved further forward by the time this is in front of you. I feel certain that sometime in the not too distant, there could be a discovery that will provide the sorts of differences we all pray for. 

Mind you back then, it was a totally different landscape, social time and entertainment were almost neanderthal in comparison to what you now know which, dare I say it; is taken for granted. There were no mobile phones, indeed phones were a relatively rare thing for households and tended to be available only for business, hospitality, or the wealthy amongst us. 

Can you imagine; a world without Facebook, Google, WhatsApp, or the hundreds of different applications, and games, you are now able to choose from? However, I can say, with a degree of confidence, we had lots of things to do that may seem unimaginable, even alien, when considering what most of you may be used to nowadays. 

We went out to play, and that meant just that, the outside world was a much different area to behold, than it appears today. I believe we had much more sense of our physicality and of those we would spend lots of time with. Actually, seeing whoever it may be, both helped and a degree more secure than what is now a, far too, common approach.

Gosh, there were even some who would have had musical entertainment with a range of instruments, family groups and friends that would often be together for such. Singing with or without an additional piano, flutes, recorders, guitars and the like, being quite normal.

I cannot think how the current landscape may have worked for some of the creative geniuses that arrived from such limited backgrounds. Although I am sure that nothing would have stopped most of these coming through, no matter what; the thought of a world without having enjoyed the likes of John Lennon and others, may be a little less fine.

Television back then was also much more of a limited, if available at all, pastime. Indeed, most households were not in possession of a television set.

Besides that, it was all in ‘black-and-white’ with restricted viewing times and I will not start to describe the size of the screen we were restricted to. Opening from late morning to sometime close to midnight, whence it would close, can you imagine that?

There you have it:

A time with little, if any, television screens to be viewed, nor any computer screens or games machines. What on earth could fill such a void?

With that, possibly because of it, little if any family planning was being practiced; and not long following a world war, there appeared to be something of a population explosion. Owing to the last comment, I believe that there was a defined requirement to increase populations for war-torn communities, especially.

Mum and dad certainly assisted that particular aspect with their, own baby making factory, and provision of five little bundles of joy. Being one of five children, positioned as second eldest, by a mere ten minutes, but I was always going to be the youngest boy. 

​
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From whence I came.
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"You don't have to see the whole staircase, just take the first step."

A quotation from the irrepressible Martin Luther King jr.

Perhaps the best possible way to describe the start of a journey, set to deliver so much that could never have been expected.

For a multitude of reasons Heather has become my closest sibling. This will have been possibly, because of the positioning as the youngest brother and sister respectively. 

But more likely because we share a, somewhat insane, sense of humour and have enjoyed quite a few lively times together. “Lively” here is spelt with a resounding F, which is for “Fun” in case you were wondering.

Mum is still going strong, unfortunately, dad passed a few years ago; I say “unfortunately” but he just went into a shell, not allowing anyone back in. What did not help this situation, at all, was that he appeared to be getting back on-track immediately prior to ‘cutting-ties’. 

That would be dad all over, up, down, and all over the place, most of the time. But he was an amazing father, and grandfather, when love oozed both ways, which was always his most prominent quality; displaying whenever we were together. 

All the grandkids loved him dearly, just like me now; grandad would do almost anything they wanted, within reason and legality, of course. By the way, please excuse my assumption here, I can only hope that they love me. Whatever they feel, my heart remains ever so full for them.

Unfortunately, dad was struggling with his bi-polar at its worst. His self-enforced abstinence from any form of contact made this a hidden depth, none of us were aware of until far too late. 

I so wish I had tried harder, but c’est la vie, it was an extremely harsh lesson learned when too late to do anything about it. I use “c’est la vie,” translation for this being “that’s life,” although not as dispassionately as it sounds here; but I am deeply upset that this could not be fixed. 

However, I had no idea, but this was going to affect me more badly than I ever thought it would, and I know that I was not alone. But I do believe we have a heaven skywards, with the other place down below of course; I know dad will be up there keeping a watch out for us, still smiling.

I am still close to mum, but she is in Florida, and I suppose, it must be true to say I am closer, proximity-wise to my diabetes. I share my life with this type 1 diabetes pal of mine and do not have to get on a plane to be with it. Although it must also be said that I have known mum for longer than my dear friend, and familywise the same can be said of David.

Coming from a relatively large family, I have confidence that all should be able to bear witness to the trials and tribulations of a diabetic youth and, possibly, at least some of my onward life. Mind you my early years were remarkably absent of any diabetes problems; ably assisted by an appropriate management profile denying much of the associated issues, in its wake. 

Being five children, the split went into two distinct groupings: David, Christine and I were always considered the ‘older-ones’, with Elizabeth and Heather taking the ‘younger-ones’ birth. But I was always seen as the younger of the two boys, a classification that neither David, Christine, Elizabeth nor Heather would ever have to bear. 

This, I think, may have been because I was, actually “the younger of the two boys.” Also, something else, which may not have escaped your attention, neither Christine, Elizabeth, nor Heather, are boys. 

Our early childhood days were littered with ‘fallouts’ of one sort or another, not unlike most families I can only suppose. Elizabeth and Heather though, rarely had issues of any sort, they appeared in some sort of heavenly friendship as far as could be seen. However, it would be stretching things somewhat, to refer to this as being any type of angelic positioning. 

I would, because I am not totally perfect (Caron tells me often); have the occasional fall out with David or Christine. I think this is supposed to be a natural progression, being relatively close in age range and all. 

David and Christine were always falling out; and the mayhem created, could be dynamic. Unfortunately, the proverbial fireworks would fill the sky with disruption to any peace; that never seemed to sit well within our house, when they achieved the levels, they could do. 

Whilst most rooms have four corners, most of the time two, sometimes three, of these will have been taken, for one reason or another. Very occasionally, I will have been told to be in one, of course, not being a saint opened this as a possibility.

When slightly older, the two, then three of us would receive a roster of duties, for which to earn our spends. Dad wanted a good grounding to be learnt as soon as possible, a realisation that:

“Money doesn’t grow on trees,” was perhaps the first of many lessons delivered here. 

Because of the ability for us all to be involved, washing pots was to be the order of the day, just one roster: involving washing, drying, and putting the pots away. Providing payment of mere pennies in those days, but those pennies had a real value back then. 

However, David was always attempting to get the upper hand in whatever he was going to be doing. Whilst it was never actually broached, I think it was often expected that I would be his wingman. 

Christine had never made any approach about any of that. Then again neither had David, I suppose it was just expected, which was how it was then.

Gosh, that last statement appears to have an indication that would lead to the thoughts of bullying being performed, which could not be further from the truth. All we ever got involved with was the one-upmanship created, being then performed; by whichever of the two would be most likely to do such. 

That aggravator was usually going to be David as he had enrolled me, but I am not sure if that made much of a difference. However, Christine had no wing person with whom to operate; making her the prime target one can suppose.

Back in the day, one would wash the pots, one would dry them, and the other would be tasked with putting away. Every so often an opportunity presented itself, if David was washing and Christine drying, I would be the “putting away” part of that equation. 

Quite simply, rather than putting the pots away, David would get me to pass the pots back to him so they could just be wet again. This would go on for as long as would be appropriate, especially if we had nothing better to do.

After the first pass, the only additional workload related to the drying of those re-wet pots; all I did was pass them back for David to dip them in the water. Poor Christine would be drying up for an eternity before she picked up on what was happening. Perhaps we just got bored, or mum would find out what was taking so long, bless.

I do believe even ‘Hell’ could freeze over from just one of those looks Christine would then deliver, to say nothing of the very occasional outburst, more like explosion that would then be ignited. Needless to say; on a changed roster, or range of duties, something else could always, and often did, happen. 

Happily, I was never to be served such tomfoolery, I guess my childhood was spent being treated like a poorly young thing, tending to remain untargeted. Either everyone cared too much to do anything against me, or they feared whatever wrath would be served, were they to do so.

This wrath was not served from yours truly but would be delivered, by either mum or dad who were both in charge of most of the early protection duties. Whilst away from their watchful eyes, it was others, and of course David, that assumed such a responsibility.
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It helps to know.
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"It does not matter how slowly you go so long as you do not stop."

Pretty much, common sense delivered by Confuscius.

Understanding all you possibly can, will make any journey far simpler; and maybe even more productive.

Let me be clear on this matter, I was never really a poorly young thing, nor am I a poorly middle-aged thing now, nor did I need any protection. I think it worthy of mention here that “middle-age” covers an increasingly wide-spectrum when you get to my age.

But I was always going to take advantage of any situations that could see me miss, some of the work, or being taunted to the point of distraction; I mean, why not? If they are prepared to peel my grapes, as far as I am concerned; they most certainly can, and I will not stop them.

Just a little more background, which may assist going forward here:

Mum is a fully qualified Nursery Nurse, which came in for some extra use as I was growing. I say is, and she is into her nineties, but mum is truly amazing. 

Driving to become the proud owner of a successful Day-Care in Florida; ‘Nanny Jeans Academy’. A business which is thriving, with many decades of successful operation, where the outlook is also great: mum, Eric, and the girls have done remarkably well out there. 

Dad was a Civil Servant, starting at the Post-Office; and moving up until he retired. He did spend a lot of time running his own side-line as a decorator and gardener; but was never destined to become a millionaire. Dad was always working and playing, having been married three times, is more attributed to his playing, I think. 

I think, all my siblings have done well: 

David is a successful Financial Advisor. 

Christine worked for one Airline for most of her working life. 

Elizabeth and Heather have both succeeded in the USA. 

Me, well I like to think I have also been quite successful, but you are about to see most of this going forward, and you can establish whatever you like from that. 

Times were never short of something going on, we had a busy household, with friends and relatives always around. Mum or dad were always preparing, readying, tidying and, for dad, working or playing, it was non-stop. 

A house often full of children, friends, neighbours, and family; was a great place to be, especially when we could not be outside because of the weather. I am not sure what you may have heard about the weather in Manchester, but indoor-play areas are a defined requirement, whatever your age.

These were also the days before the advent of the wonderful ‘Adventure’ play areas we now have, for a wide variety of children’s interests. We had a minimal presence for local swimming baths and parks, but there was still no shortage of anything to keep us all occupied whilst being out of trouble. 

Of course, we had bikes, but they were just that, bikes not mountain or any of the other quite wonderful variants we now have, to enjoy. Then there will have been the ever-faithful hoops, which were favoured mainly by the girls, marbles and suchlike to occupy both our young minds, together with our bodies.

The parks were also far less full of the variety of all-sorts we now have and with very little administration or safety measures implemented. Everything was a tad more dangerous for all the children, but especially for any with special, or out of the ordinary needs, whatever they may be.

But that never stopped any of us enjoying ourselves to the full, including the acquisition of many cuts, grazes, and bruises. Our own imaginations, together with physical bits, had to work harder back then. In retrospect, this was not any bad thing, although more danger filled.

We played on the streets, near rivers, in woods, and a host of other, now considered, unsuitable areas for children to be in or around for a mass of Health and Safety reasons. Danger was readily available, but whilst was never sought; it often found us and would be dealt with, on more of a personal level, if at all.

Coming home with cuts and bruises were considered as trophies and most parents understood them to be natural play elements, although they would be severely frowned upon today. It was not that nobody cared; but everyone seemed more interested about just getting on with it and being happy.

It is such a shame that childhood years could not last a lifetime, that would be almost perfect for someone like me. I like to think that I have lived my life, so far anyway, in a battle to resist most, if any, of the adult influences becoming dominant; and you do not need to take my word for that.

All of my immediate family will bear witness to their irritations, and I do use that expression correctly, resultant from my incessant desire to remain in the child-like quartile of mental administration. Whilst that may sound to be a rather strange way to describe total madness, but please believe we when I tell you:

“It has got me this far, almost successfully.”

However, even my grandchildren are now referring to me acting in an un-grown-up manner:

“Grandad, sometimes it would be good if you could be the adult.”

Obviously, an expression that will have been drawn from others around them, it is nonetheless quite accurate.

Just to cap off this short introduction to my inherited family, I think the best way is to use a quotation, this time from, in my opinion, one of the masters of satirical literature, George Orwell. The quotation referred to is:

“If you can’t get rid of the family skeleton, you may as well make it dance.” 

With such a large family circle, you can be sure I have my fair share of skeletons to deal with. However, as you may soon discover; most of mine went around in heavy clogs, or boots.

[image: A skeleton holding a flower
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My thanks are extended to Paula Morin, Unsplash for this image, eerily the likeness is most remarkable.
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On your marks, get set, go.
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“Art is a process, not a product.”

A quotation from the author: Maryann Kohl.

Sharing her love of art through creativity rather than copying.

[image: A couple of babies holding a stuffed animal
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Little me, with my twin brother who was always to be found holding the cuddly!

Surprises are exactly that; be they an unexpected, shocking, or astonishing occurrence; they will have diminished, even removed, the readiness which may be required.

With specific regard to the quotation used, it must be said that: I do like to think of myself as a carefully produced piece of art. Whilst this is a very personal opinion, I believe I am delicately crafted to emphasise just how simple things can be, if done consistently and effectively. 

I am afraid I could not give you Caron’s impressions of my last comment, but I do believe some form of “art” or even “artist” was mentioned somewhere. Delicate and Tongey do not inspire the thoughts of being at all, well matched.

But please stop there, just for a moment; I am not suggesting, in any way whatsoever, that you should try to build your own “Tongey.” Oh my gosh, that is far too frightening to contemplate, as even I have to agree that one is ample for this life.

Those were the days before scan availability, when they could only check for a baby’s heartbeat using a normal stethoscope. In the case of any multiple birth, should the baby’s heartbeats be in unison; these types of mistakes could easily happen, unfortunately. 

Before we start here, I think it might be useful to let you all know that neither our parents, nor schools taught us anything about “the birds and the bees.” I cannot be sure if we were the exception to the rule about all of this, none of our friends mentioned any extra lessons from their own parents about this subject matter either. 

That last admittance may assist with what is to follow, and herewith is a lesson learned very early on in the development of the individual before you. However, my previous statements about fighting those adult involved interferences, may also not have helped with any of this either.

Now, of course, we all must appreciate that babies are delivered by those infamous storks. They also tell us some are found under a cauliflower bush, but then you must have been delivered there somehow. 

I must have learnt this at a very early age, but underestimate the power of the wonderful baby delivery service, with a child’s imagination, at your peril. Then again, there must be many types of storks with sizes ranging from two to five-feet-tall, with equally differing wingspans and, one may assume, strength capabilities.

However, have you ever seen pictures of the storks that are ultimately responsible for this remarkable delivery mechanism? None seem to look anything like the largest variety, which does indeed, appear to strike something of an angry pose.

[image: A bird standing on grass
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Thanks are extended to Jurgen_Bierlein for this image.

The Marabou stork is thought to be the largest of currently known storks. Just looking, they seem particularly unhappy, and I cannot be certain that would be a travel partner, I would ever wish to engage.

And there you are, just by using common sense rather than troubling anything to do with sciences or biology, I have been able to deduce that there would be a requirement for multiple storks where multiple births are involved. 

I do not ask for any plaudits for what has just been, delightfully imparted. My knowledge is a shareable commodity, but you can rest assured the “ology” thingy will be explained later.

However, if you just think about it, this may not be the only issue here; it was, very possibly, the first queueing lesson, a frequently practiced pastime, here in the UK. Storks must have understood the concept of a queue, as they will have had to get into some form of a line for this to work.

That could be something that may have altered the configuration of the world and what we feel close or associated with. Just take a moment to think about that:

	You will have one, or more, following and the issues of speed, the difficulties of transit like airspace congestion, storms, and so on could enter into this mix, thereby causing all manner of problems. 


All of that could easily result in families not receiving one or more, whilst others may receive additional to their own from this. This could happen simply because of the lack of checks applied, ability to keep up, or missing a turn could change things by any amount; good or bad. 

Taking stock of your own situation, how many friends are there that you may feel particularly close to, or family you have no similarities with, what a conundrum? Now I come to think of it, perhaps this could be the reason for the dilemma I will be touching upon later.

At this point it might be worthy of note that:

“I am no Darwin either.” But I will assure you that I shall not be including such astonishing facts and knowledge going forward, not many anyway. 

Perhaps you are as mad as I am, it would most certainly help if you were or just interested, which can also be considered upon that spectrum. Then you may wish to delve deeper, suffice to say, from my side that, those birds and bees, must take their share of the responsibility for all that mess.
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