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I watched her get out of her car.  A young mum on a timer.  The pram snapped upright in a 

second. The baby whisked and strapped into the seat. Buggy Bag. Handbag. A soft pink 

toy popped into the baby’s lap.  Car locked, jacket zipped, hair flicked.  Nothing unusually 

really but it was the subtle movement that happened next that transported me back into 

another dimension; another land a thousand miles and million years away from the car 

park in which I was waiting.  It was the baby.  Or rather, the baby’s tiny fingers, silently, 

slowly wrapping around the toy  ... and then they were gone.   And in my mind, so was I. 

 

Image this.  Deepest Africa.  Blistering hot day.  A painted concrete bunker.  Dust and 

leaves on the floor.  An empty desk.  A room full of foreign people staring at me.  No 

common language.  No translator.  Beds lined up with second-hand linen on them.  No 

medication. Me – flipflops, a bag of western toys in my hand and a stunned look on my 

face.  This was not an accidental wander off the tourist track.  This was the hospital that I 

had vowed to return to – to do the only thing I felt I could – and I did. 

 

It is a delicate manoeuvre.  To walk uninvited around a ‘hospital’ in another land handing 

out toys to the children who laid almost motionless on the beds.  The only way to alleviate 

natural suspicion was for me to smile at the clearly long-suffering parents who sat close 

by.  Most greeted my fumbling attempt at compassion with a welcoming smile and the 

children certainly seemed happily distracted from their fragile conditions – at least for a 

while. 
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Date: Tuesday 14th April  

Course:  10 weeks 

Time:      7pm-9pm 

Price:      £93 

to book online 

 

  

 

How to Say No 

 

Date:  Monday 27th April 

Seminar:  7pm-9pm 

Price:        £15 

to book online 
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A sense of great sadness descended upon me as I walked the slowest and longest walk 

ever to the last bed.  There I found a young boy, aged around 6 years old, completely 

crippled, propped up in a chair where he had to be permanently held by his parents.  He 

was surrounded by siblings but he slumped motionlessly staring at the floor - his extreme 

disability clearly preventing him from any form of movement or communication – not only 

with me, a complete stranger, but with his parents and siblings also.  

 

I felt pathetic as I took out the last toy that I had previously raided from my nephews’ 

abundant toy box.  As I passed it to the boy we all realised that he was completely 

incapable of taking it, and so his very loving mother took it from me and held it in the boys 

lap as a gesture of gratitude.  The whole family smiled and nodded at me enthusiastically 

and though no-one spoke, we all knew they were saying thank you.  

 

As a lump formed in my throat I folded my empty plastic bag and made my way silently to 

the exit – head hung in helpless recognition of such a desperately sad scene.  Just then a 

commotion occurred behind me.  People started yelling excitedly in a tongue I didn’t 

understand.  Everyone looked to see what was happening.  As I turned I saw the boy’s 

family leaping, smiling, gesturing for me to return.  I walked back unsure of what was going 

on to cause such an eruption.  The family were clearly thrilled about something as the 

mother beckoned me and pointed eagerly  to the boy’s lap.  We all looked down to see 

three tiny crippled fingers silently, slowly extend and wrap themselves around Ronald 

MacDonald.   Joy abound.  We watched the impossible happen as I felt my heart explode 

into a million pieces.  It was a tiny yet profound reminder - that life can be reborn at any 

moment, Grace enters in when we are least expecting it, and miracles ... well they really do 

happen. 

 

Happy Easter 

Carole 
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