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WITH all our futures being very dependent on the success of COVID-19 vaccines, 
Stafford Lions were proud to be asked to help out a local Chemist to manage the roll-out 
of inoculations. 

 

Starting in January, this national programme is likely to run until August, by which 
time all of the adult population should have received the protection necessary to resume 
a ”new normal” life style. 

 

Having stood outside directing traffic in snow, wind and rain, and 
more recently in sunshine and showers, and having inside welcomed 
countless individuals who were keen, but sometimes anxious, to receive their jabs, 
Stafford Lions have been their guiding hand. 

 

This involvement has been so successful that part of the team are now helping 
managing another vaccine centre in the town. 

 

Less than three months into the programme, Stafford Lions Members and Friends of 
Lions have now logged up over an impressive 1,000 hours of Voluntary Service and 

helped serve, with other 
Volunteers, an astounding 
13,792 Members of the Public. 
      With Lions International 
motto being “We Serve”, 

Stafford Lions have certainly 
delivered and are committed 
to helping with this project 
until everyone locally is 
protected. 
     Our tabards state: ”Serving 
Our Community” and for the 
foreseeable future this is what 
Stafford Lions will be doing at 
the North End Community 
Centre – hopefully for 
thousands more jabs. 
    We are always looking for 
more helping hands so if you 
would like to serve your local 
Community with this initiative 
or any of our many other 
Service Projects please 
contact: 

 

0345 833 5834 or e-mail 
staffordlions@hotmail.co.uk 

You can also visit our website  
www.staffordlions.co.uk and 

See us also on Face Book 

1,000 hours. ‘‘We’ll never stop, 
once we start”  

(Justin Bieber Lyric ) 

STAFFORD 
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“Rundamentalists” Running Club, Partner with  
Macclesfield Lions to raise money for Space4Autism 
IN MARCH, Matthew Rigby and Tom Yates ran for over four hours 
on the Bollin Valley Way from Macclesfield to Manchester. 
Through their efforts, their fundraising partners the Lions will be 

able to send the £3,000 raised on the “Just Giving Platform”, to 
local Charity Space4Autism.  
Space4Autism is based in Macclesfield and supports young 

people and adults who have ASC (Autistic Spectrum Condition).  
The funding will help invaluable work to continue in a safe and 

fun environment including Art Therapy, Teambuilding, Support for 
Carers and Counselling.  
Congratulations to Matt and Tom on their wonderful achievement 

for which they trained very hard.  

 

Easter Bunny and The Macclesfield Lions  
Deliver Easter Eggs to local Schools 
MACCLESFIELD Lions in partnership with Macclesfield Methodist 
Churches have donated and delivered some 1,400 Easter Eggs to 
local Primary Schools. 
Each child will also receive a card recognising the challenges of 

the year and their contribution in staying home from school in order 
to protect more vulnerable groups in the Community.  
The eggs are symbolic of our shared aspiration for new life and a 

brighter future, and there were shrieks of delight as the Easter 
Bunny and Lion John Hughes arrived at each school with the eggs.  
The school staff were very grateful and one Headteacher said 

“how nice to have a delivery that isn’t just PPE”!  
It was heartening to see how schools and our young people are 

trying to get back to their normal way of working. 

EASTER DELIGHT 

MACCLESFIELD 
AND DISTRICT 

WE THINK OUR PRIMARY SCHOOL 
CHILDREN ARE GREAT! 

AS a small token of our appreciation for the 
Children’s Bravery, Care and Kindness during the 
pandemic, the Gawsworth Community Hub gave 
its support to the Macclesfield and District Lions 
Club and Methodist Church’s initiative to give an 
Easter Egg and Card to every child at Gawsworth 
Primary School. 

The gesture is a thank you for all that the 
children have done for others during the past 
year to help keep their Families and their 
Community safe as well as a sign of hope for 
their future. 

Last December, the children made beautiful 
Christmas Cards that were inserted into the Lions 
Christmas Food Parcels delivered to 100 local 
people in Macclesfield and District. 

Due to the support of the children the Hub was 
able to deliver the balance of cards to older 
Gawsworth Residents. 

Lion President Alex Price presented Mr. Michael 
Shaw, Gawsworth Primary School Headteacher 

with a Certificate of Appreciation as a thank you 
for the school’s support. Erin Sherratt Head-Girl 
and Jasper Blackwell Head-Boy are pictured with 
their Easter Eggs and Cards.  

Lion Janet Keates, Gawsworth Community Hub 
Manager wished the Pupils, their Parents and the 
Staff an '“Egg-stra” Special Easter. 

MACCLESFIELD AND DISTRICT 
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THIS year’s Type 2 Diabetes Prevention Week is 

running from Monday, May 10 to Sunday, May 

16.  
 

There are 12.3 million People in the UK at 

increased risk of developing Type 2 Diabetes, but 

for many people there are steps that can be 

taken to reduce the risk,  
 
 

Three in five cases of Type 2 Diabetes can be 

prevented or delayed. 
 

We as Lions can help people in the Community 

to reduce the risk even at this time with 

restrictions in place even though we cannot meet 

face to face. Education is the main way.   

This can be done by publicising on your Social 
Media Sites and Websites to raise public 
awareness about the risk. 

There is a section on Diabetes UK Website  
“Know Your Risk Tool” which will provide a risk 
score.  

It is very quick and easy to use and will offer 
advice if found to be at high risk, there is a 
wealth of information available on the Diabetes 
UK Website or a call to their Helpline can provide 
valuable assistance.  It goes without saying that 
should anyone who is concerned can always 
contact their local health provider.      

 PDG David Morris, District 105 CN  
Diabetes Awareness Officer  

TYPE 2 DIABETES PREVENTION WEEK 

  
 

DON’T 
THEY 
LOOK 
SMART?
STOKE-on-Trent Lions Club 
have provided a Local Junior 
Football Team with a full 
team strip.  

They have also recently  
provided matching Team 
Hoodies to keep them warm 
and cosy during the cold 
snaps. 

STOKE-on-TRENT 
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LANCASTER AND 
MORECAMBE 

IN common with many of our Clubs, Lytham St. Anne’s Lions and Birchwood Lions have organised on
-line Children's Art Competitions.  

Each child that entered received a Certificate and the winners won a gift voucher along with a 
framed winners certificate. 

Photographs show the winning entries. Birchwood winner was Belle aged 6 and the winner from 
Lytham St. Anne’s was Oliver aged 11.  
 

 

 

ON-LINE ART COMPETITION 

                                     BIRCHWOOD’S                                                                               LYTHAM ST. ANNE’S 

 

Lancaster and Morecambe working with ASDA 

ASDA has stepped in to 

help those in need by pro-

viding £650 of Food for 

the Local Food Bank.  

PICTURE shows Lions 

Janine and Ivan Huff re-

ceiving the items from the 

representative of ASDA in 

Lancaster. 
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District Governor Lion Barry Prior 

 WELL, I must admit this month 
has thrown at me some entirely 
new challenges and problems. 

We have lost more Members, 
some to Higher Service and 
some simply to fatigue, this 
being brought on by our present 
restricted World.  

I completely understand how 
some of our Members feel, and I 
can only advise all our Members, 
simply to hang on in there until 
this present environment 
becomes normalised.  

This month I have had to 
prepare some videos for the 
upcoming Multiple District 
Convention, and I have to say 
that their production has caused 
me more problems than I had 
anticipated.  

A Lion recently said to me: 
“You can cope, you are good 
with words”. Well, I do not know 
about that, but there are some 
things I am not particularly good 
at, one of which is recording 
videos.  

I wrote the words for one of 
my videos in a couple of days, 
but it took me a further week 
and 65 attempts to make a 
video of me speaking those 
words, acceptable to me.  

Why? Well, it is to do with self-
image, that is how we see our- 
selves or in this case how I see 
myself.  

I have over the past 11 
months written many stories  
here about other people, but 
recently because of a question 
one Lion asked me, I have never  
realised that I have always 
steered away from questions 
about me.  

In particular about my 
disability and how it affects me, 
both as an adult and also how it 
had affected me as a child.  

Also, while watching the videos 
I have just made, I became 
acutely aware of, and very self-
conscious about, the way my 
disability is clearly visible to 
others. So, I decided in this 
penultimate Newsletter, to tell 
you a little about these topics.  

I cannot tell you everything, 
because that would fill a book, 
or a series of books. These I 
may write one day. But what I 
can do here is give you a brief  

outline of my life and how it has 
been affected by my disability. 

Firstly, what is my disability? 
We l l ,  t echn i ca l l y  i t  i s 
Quadriplegic Spastic Cerebral 
Palsy, which was caused by 
severe bilateral lesions of the 
brain.   

The chances are that these 
lesions were caused by the lack 
of foetal oxygen produced by my 
mother’s illness during her 
pregnancy or when my mum 
gave birth to me.  

This resulted in me being born 
with no, or very few pre-
programmed physical control 
mechanisms. Luckily, my 
autonomic nervous system was 
not nearly so severely damaged, 
otherwise I would not have 
lived. 

What this means is, that I 
have had to learn to do a lot of 
the things that you all take for 
granted, and that you picked up 
without effort during your 
infancy.  

These include obvious things 
such as: walking, controlled 
movements of my hands, 
standing up, but also sitting 
upright and eating.  By eating, I 
do not mean moving my food to 
my mouth, which took many 
years to master, but it means 
learning to swallow the food too.  
These days, most of these 
things I do easily, although not 
without effort.   

It is, for example, extremely 
difficult to explain what is 
involved in me just walking 
across a room.  

I have extra-ordinarily little 
balance, so every movement I 
make, must be carefully worked 
out so that I do not over balance 
and fall. Every movement 
involves also working out what 
will happen if I do fall, and how 
best not to hurt myself if I do.  

In the village of Newburgh, 
where I lived for many years, 
one of the Residents once called 
me the best break dancer in the 

world. This was because I used 
to be able to get up so quickly 
when I did fall over.  

But these days since I have 
grown older, I am more scared 
of falling than I used to be, and 
this is why my walking appears 
to have got worse with age, 
rather than because I have got 
worse physically.   

I tend to use a rollator, 
walking frame, these days 
simply because it reduces the 
likely hood of me falling over, 
just as with lots of older people, 
but I do tend to use mine in 
places most other older people 
would not.  

For example, recently I used it 
on a soft sandy beach, where I 
had to lift it up and I carried it 
like a divining rod with its 
wheels just above the sand, to 
avoid them digging in. This 
caused some rather disbelieving 
looks of the other people on the 
beach watching.    

As a child, there was rarely a 
week went by, without me 
having a bad fall involving cut 
hands and knees. These falls 
resulted in blood-soaked 
trousers and extremely badly 
scuffed toes of shoes.  

When I was a small child, 
cinder paths were used 
everywhere, and I hated them. 
They gave way underfoot and 
caused me to trip. But worse 
still, when I fell on them, they 
would hurt my hands and knees 
so much.  

I would have to spend hours 
picking the bits of cinder out of 
my hands, because the bits of 
cinder had buried themselves 
deep under the skin of my 
palms.  

If they went in my knees, I 
tended to leave these to work 
their way out as the cuts healed. 
I usually managed to fall on my 
hands, and this prevented me 
from hitting my head or face, 
something I only did a few 
times.  

Now, because I find my 
confidence waning when simply 
walking, I think you will appreci- 
ate how hard it is for me to walk 
and  carry  drinks  or food at the                                         
same time.  
     Continued On Next Page  

 



 

 6 

District Governor Lion Barry Prior 

 
Continued From Previous 

Page 

PID Lion Phil Nathan realised 
this some years ago, and as I 
have said before, Lion Phil often 
brings me a coffee because he 
knows how much I struggle with 
this task.   

Standing up is difficult for me 
too, particularly when I must 
stand still, this is because it 
means making correcting 
movements to my body by 
making controlled movements of 
my arms and centre of body 
mass.  

Please remember this must all 
be done by learned behaviour, 
not subconsciously. Even though 
these days I do all this almost 
subconsciously, if there is a 
distraction and I become aware 
of what I am doing, I can snatch 
back conscious control, at which 
point I lose my balance.   

Unlike a lot of people of my 
age with disabilities, that have 
become disabled after illness or 
accident, I have never known 
anything else other than being 
disabled.  

 

Because of this, I carry 
resentments, not against people, 
but against the disability. I have 
spent a good deal of time 
learning to do things that other 
people just do.   

What is worse many people 
never realised just how hard I 
find it to do things they do not 
have any trouble doing. Take 
writing for example, this is one 
of the most difficult tasks I ever 
must carry out.  

Not only do I have to 
concentrate on what I am 
writing, but I must control the 
movements of my hand and its 
fingers that hold the pen, all this 
before I can deal with the 
calligraphy itself. These are the 
lower-level functions most 
people deal with without thinking 
of them at all.  

My life has been very 
segmented with people in one 
segment not really knowing very 
much about any of the previous 
ones. So, people who see me 
today do not really know what  

went on in previous segments. 
Let me explain. I would divide 
up my life as follows: Ages 0-

4.5: 4.5-7.5: 7.5-11: 11-15: 15-
29: 29-67: 67-.  

Age from 0-4.5: I was in a 
vegetative state, not having any 
ability to communicate, not 
having any controlled 
movements, I have no memories 
of this period, I was in the most 
extreme state produced by 
Quadriplegic Spastic Cerebral 
Palsy. 

Age about 5: I had an accident 
(too complex to go into here, 
another story) which triggered 
my consciousness.  

Age from 5 to 7.5: I learned to 
talk better, started school, being 
carried in and out of the 
classroom by my sisters, 
because I could not walk at all. 
They were transferred to my 
school to help look after me. 

(This school was the only 
ordinary school that would 
accept me, and was in travelling 
distance. Yes, you guessed yet 
another story). 

 

Age from 7.5-11: The kids at 
the school spent breaks teaching 
me how to walk, by lining up the 
school desks which formed a 
path for me to walk down.  

Over the years I slowly learned 
to walk across the room, and I 
eventually learned to walk well 
enough to play in the school 
yard, on the school playing fields 
and my own homes garden. I 
learned to write slowly and in a 
very squiggly way, in fact very 
slowly and not often legibly. 

Age from 11-15: Attended 
Secondary School after failing 
my 11-plus. This was of course 
because I could hardly write. 
Here I had a very rough time, 
because of a Science teacher 
who made my life a living hell 
during the last three years I was 
there.  

He did not seem to realise that 
I could not write neatly because 
of my disability rather than 
laziness. He nearly put me off 
science for life, despite my love 
of the subject and my natural 

ability in it.  I will tell you about 
this a bit later.  

To be fair though, I do not 
believe they had been made 
aware of the fight that I had 
been involved in to overcome 
my disability, or the efforts I had 
made to obtain the limited 
physical abilities I had at that 
point. 

 

Age 15: Now I split my life  
into two worlds, people in either 
world unaware of my other 
world’s existence. In the daytime 
I was placed in the lowest class 
of my secondary modern school 
for my final year of Hell.  

 

While unknown to the teachers 
at that school, I attended night 
school classes, where I took on a 
different persona, that of an 
academic. At night school I 
mixed with the kids from the 
Grammar School, who attended 
the same classes. 

 

My father, who was completely 
unaware I was even attending 
night school, got the shock of his 
life when one day a neighbour, 
that my father did not know, but 
had been teaching me maths at 
night school, called to see him. 
He came to ask my father if I 
had applied for a college course 
to attend once I left school.  

 

This he explained was because 
I was the top maths and science 
student in his class. When he 
left, I had to explain to my 
Family that I had not been going 
out with my Friends twice a 
week for almost a year.   

But I had been doing a night 
school course in engineering. 
(Later in my life I often marked 
the Engineering homework of 
the university undergraduates in 
Engineering, and often smiled to 
think of that earliest course I 
attended in secret). 

Age from 15-29: During this 
period, I began to lead a much 
more normal life, which to 
document would take many 
books and from which period 
some of the stories I have told 
you over the last 11 months 
have been extracted. I left 
school  and agewent on to obtain O- 
Levels, A-Levels, Undergraduate 
Degrees, Post Graduate Degrees  

 

      Continued On Next Page 
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a n d  o t h e r  P o s t  G r a d   
Qualifications.  

I got married and did many 
other things. The people I now 
met at each stage were often 
completely unaware of my 
earlier lives. They assumed that 
I had a minor disability and I let 
them think. 

Age from 29-67: I went on to 
work in many different positions 
and jobs, rarely did people know 
about my previous life, in fact in 
some ways I kept this from 
them, it was easier than to try 
to explain this complex tangled 
web.  

Again, some of the stories I 
have used in these Newsletters 
come from these times. In these 
years I did not really feel 
disabled, I got used to the 
occasional fall and not being 
able to dance properly.  

Age after 67-: I am now more 
aware of the risks of falling and 
hurting myself, and with 
advancing years I have become 
very much more cautious of 
walking on certain types of 
surface, as well as walking 
across open spaces.  

I dare say that my mind is also 
slightly slower than it used to 
be, and this makes it more 
difficult for me to do all the 
necessary computations to 
cover up my lack of natural 
dexterity. This shows both in 
walking and in particular writing.  

I must stress its more an 
awareness problem than an 
actual one. I do not believe I am 
less fit than I used to be, but I 
am just much more aware at 
the age of 73, of the dangers 
that a fall could produce.  

I have also begun to realise 
that I am now going to have to 
spend much more time working 
at keeping my physical skills up 
to scratch than I have done 
previously.  

You see to go back to my first 
point, making the videos has 
made me aware that my 
disability is showing up more 
than I thought it did, and this I 
really did not like. This is 
because I have for many years 
even begun to forget about it all 

together.  
Seeing myself drew attention 

to my flaws and once again 
made me more determined than 
ever to get as much of my 
physical fitness back as I 
possibly can. But it made me 
want to open up to you all and 
explain these flaws in a way that 
I have never done before.  

I said earlier that I would tell 
you about my hellish School 
years, which they were. Not 
because of the other kids, but 
because of one particular 
teacher.  

His name does not matter, and 
he almost certainly died many 
years ago, so there would be 
little point in naming him now. 
So just let me begin by saying 
my first year of secondary 
school was ok, and I had no 
more issues in that year than 
would be expected.  

My second year however was 
quite different.  You see I had to 
do Science with the proper 
science teacher, who had the 
reputation of being a real bully.  
I loved science at this point and 
was really looking forward to 
studying it with a qualified 
science teacher.  

So, when the first lesson 
came, we all queued up outside 
the lab in the corridor, we were 
in single file as he had ordered 
us to be, his cane in hand. We 
all then walked in silence into 
the lab. He immediately gave 
out a hard backed writing book, 
with a hard blue and white 
speckled cover. This book 
became a thing of my 
nightmares. 

He then gave out to the whole 
class a dip pen. You know the 
type, like a quill pen without the 
feather. You had to dip it into an 
ink well to write a few words. 

The problem was I could 
hardly use a normal fountain 
pen never mind one of those.  
Most of the other teachers let 

me use my own pen, but not 
this guy. I had tried to explain 
to him I just could not use a pen 
like that, but he just said I 
would have to learn.  

This first lesson consisted of us 
copying out three pages of 
writing off the chalk board. 
These pages began with these 
words, I remember them now 
because they became ingrained 
into my subconscious, “My name 
is John Smith, I realise that my 
writing is not very good, but I 
will try to improve it”. This went 
on without one word on science 
in the whole three or so pages.  

I tried to do what I was asked, 
but what went on the page was 
almost illegible as writing at all. 
At the end of the lesson, he 
collected the books in and 
stacked them in the corner of 
the room. I thought nothing 
more about it till the following 
week.  

When he started the lesson by 
giving out those books again, I 
saw my neighbour’s book with a 
big red line through the writing 
from the previous week and it 
said written in bright red ink 
across it “Do Again”.  

His work was neat, mine was a 
mess, so it was no surprise that 
I got the same comment on 
mine. I think only two people 
from the whole class were 
permitted to carry on to do an 
exercise on science from the 
textbooks they were given.   

I tried again to copy the 
required text, with the same 
result. Week after week this 
went on, until I was the only 
one still trying to copy that text 
to the required standard. 

I had no chance of ever 
reaching his standard of 
handwriting and after several 
months I positively hated going 
into that lesson. I would sit in 
my desk hopefully at the start of 
each lesson only to be given 
back my book with that red 
mark across last week’s work. 

Then one day my neighbouring 
classmate, when the teacher 
was not looking, grabbed my 
book and proceeded to write the 
first line. He then quickly passed 
the book to the next person who 

Continued On Next Page  
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wrote the next line. This went on 
until my book arrived back at 
my desk completed.  

The teacher collected the 
books in and the next week I 
was given the textbook to do my 
first exercise. The write up of 
this work however was again 
repeatedly rejected, until once 
again my classmates copied my 
work into the book for me. 

After almost a year of this, I 
simply gave up, and did not 
hand in my book to be marked, 
and he never even realised I had 
not done so. I used to feel 
physically sick the day before 
every science lesson for the next 
two and half years.  

This same teacher taught me 
science for the last three years 
at that school. I would often be 
ill to avoid going in on those 
days. 

In those years I spent hours 
trying out different pens, cray-
ons, pencils, or any other writing 
implement available that could 
possibly allow me to improve my 
writing. I also spent hours writ-
ing my alphabet, repeatedly I 
would write it, day after day, 
month after month for well over 

a year.  
By the time I had finished I 

could write reasonably well us-
ing a fine felt tipped pen. 

It was the November of my 
final school year when I finally 
got caught, I was dragged off to 
the headmaster for, according to 
the science teacher, not doing 
any work for nearly two years. 

In fact, I had been doing a lot 
of science experiments and gen-
eral science in my own make-
shift lab at the bottom of my 
garden, but none of the teachers 
knew that. I got the cane, after I 
told the headmaster that I would 
do all the two year’s work by the 
start of the next week. Of 
course, he did not believe that I 
would, but I did it. 

It was in the February follow-
ing this incident that I was again 
called to the headmaster’s 
study. This was following the 
head receiving a letter from the 
education authority asking why 
he had not informed them that 
one of his pupils had passed the 
college entrance exam. This was 
an exam he did not know I had 
even taken.  That was a difficult 
conversation for both me and 
the head. 

Some months later I was 

asked, by the head of the edu-
cation authority, to present that 
headmaster with his leaving pre-
sent in front of the whole school 
and all the town’s dignitaries. I 
guess they were telling him 
something. 

I went back to see this science 
teacher, after I obtained my first 
science degree. At that meeting, 
I pointed out to him that science 
is not about how well you can 
form letters. He retired from 
teaching that year, after which 
he went back to working in a 
lab, something he was probably 
better qualified for. 

So, when you see my videos, 
please remember the 64 videos 
that did not pass muster, be-
cause in them, I kept seeing a 
little kid who could not walk or 
speak properly, rather than the 
District Governor you have 
known throughout this year. 

Please take special care all of 
you, because we are now near-
ing the end of an extremely bad 
time, and I want you all to make 
sure you are around to enjoy, 
what I hope will be, a wonderful 
second half of this year 2021. 

Yours in Lionism and  
Friendship.  
District Governor Lion Barry 
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EASTER CHICK APPEAL 
 

EVERY year, Francis House Children’s Hospice, in Didsbury, South Manchester, run an “Easter Chick” 
Appeal, where many Volunteers knit woolly chicks, to take Creme Eggs. They then rely upon         
donations of  the crème eggs, to pair with the knitted chicks. Funds are then raised by selling these, 
in local schools and retailers. 

 

Littleborough Lions responded to this appeal by allocating £100 to purchase crème eggs from our  
local Coop. through the Coop’s generosity, we were able to purchase 200 of the crème eggs and 
then, at the checkout, we received a further £20 discount, on the purchase. 

 
 

Without breaking any Covid-19 regulations, we were able to deliver these eggs, plus a cheque for 
the residual £20, to Francis house, in time for Easter. 

 
 

Although things have been challenging, this Easter, 
given the current situation, lots of Individuals,  Local 
Schools and essential retailers took part in the sale of the 
chicks. It is hoped that Francis House will have raised over 
£25,000, when all monies have been collected in. 

 

With all the disruption and uncertainty, these funds 
mean more than ever before, to Francis House.  

 
 

Thankfully, they have managed to continue supporting 
Families throughout the pandemic by providing emergency 
respite stays, homecare visits and telephone  support. 

 

Lion Harry Hawksworth, Littleborough and District  


