
Three score years and ten and still bouncing. 

By Catherine Short.  

Last weekend, we travelled down to London to visit my Dad, to celebrate his seventieth birthday. He is a very fit gentleman, full of fun, with a great sense of humour. Typical of him, he decided to have a bouncy castle for the occasion. 

For one of Dad’s presents, we had great fun customising a Zimmer Frame. It had bicycle lights, brakes, and a number of other accessories including a urinal and toilet roll with holder. My son and daughter decorated it with tassels and coloured tape. My Dad nearly laughed his socks off when he peeled off the wrapping paper. 

Much later, whilst I was happily bouncing, my sister’s boyfriend thought it would be great fun to push me over. Well, I fell heavily, turning my ankle, and collapsed in agonising pain. I couldn’t take any painkillers as I had a few glasses of wine.  I suffered all night and lay awake waiting for the morning to come. At five thirty am I decided I needed to go to the toilet. I couldn’t take my weight on my injured foot, so I crawled through the house, in pitch dark, crying, trying to find my way. 

My husband took me to the nearest local hospital where I was X rayed. I was very relieved to be told that I had just badly sprained my ankle. The hospital very kindly loaned me some crutches. When we returned to my Dad’s house, I was guided to the couch and given a stool. My Dad was very concerned and as I recalled the tale of my difficulty in getting to the toilet, my Dad smiled and with a twinkle in his eye he said

     “Oh Cath…you should have said. You could have borrowed my Zimmer Frame!”
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