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a couple of years ago I wrote a novel about community: the lack of 
community in our modern lives, our craving for it and the strange places we 
find it. This was a theme close to my heart. I had just spent a year alone 
in Spain writing the previous novel, in a place where I had neither friends 
nor family. 

Spanish culture celebrates community year round with local traditions, rituals 
and customs, with festivals and celebrations; wonderful if you are part of it, 
a bitter and lonely experience if you are not. Many’s the time I found myself 
on the outside looking in, my nose pressed up against the glass. 

And so when I returned to Scotland I wanted to examine what made a community – especially from 
the point of view of those who are on the margins. I wrote a story about a group of young disabled 
people, ‘blue group’. This was very loosely based on my own experience as a drama worker in an adult 
learning centre years earlier. The characters were entirely fiction creations and the novel became, ‘Only 
Strange People go to Church.’ 

Much to my surprise, the book was well received, especially with those who worked in the field of 
mental disability. So much so, that the following year I was offered an arts commission to write about 
disabled people leaving their families to go into care. In ‘This Side of Heaven’ I created characters 
who were an amalgam of all the parents and carers I’d met and I let these four fictional voices tell 
the stories of the real people. 

One thing leads to another, the fiction of ‘Only Strange People go to Church’ led to the fact and fiction 
(faction?) of ‘This Side of Heaven’. Soon enough Share Scotland were asking me to help them put 
together their own story in celebration of their 25 years of serving their community.  

This time my role would be journalistic, there could be no made up characters, no cute back-stories, 
no satisfyingly happy endings. I would simply be a chronicler, a gatherer of unmediated testimony 
and experience, a facilitator for the voices whether they be layperson or professional. But I hope you 
will agree that this is a story worth the telling: the simple unadorned truth of ordinary people dealing 
with extraordinary challenges in their lives. 
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when I was growing up my school was 
about a mile from my house and every day, rain 
or shine, I would walk to and from school with a 
crowd of pals from our street. We did the usual 
kids stuff: play chases, boast about our dads, 
shove disgusting things in each other’s hoods. 

As we left our scheme we would pass a bakery, 
a textile factory, two pubs and a church. On the 
last deserted stretch before we reached school we 
had to pass a Home. No one liked this part of the 
journey. If, by admiring the cakes in the bakery 
window too long, you fell behind and found 
yourself alone outside the Home, you had to run 
fast to catch up.  

The tall, thin, miserable, grey building was 
spooky: high windows you couldn’t see in, peeling 
paintwork, a rickety wheelchair neglected in the 
driech porch. And what was worse, much worse, 
was when, on the very rare occasion, there was 
activity at the Home. 

Sometimes we would pass while people got in or 
out of a specially adapted grey bus. Some of these 
people walked funny, or spoke funny, or both, and 
not in a good way. In my limited experience there 
were two responses I could make to this: I could 
join the rowdy kids jeering and pulling faces at 

the ‘spastics’ or ‘loonies,’ or I could huddle with 
the well-brought-up kids, exchange knowing 
glances and whisper, “Aw, the poor souls, living 
in a Home.”

I make no excuses, we were ignorant and cruel. 
Perhaps part of the reason for our lack of 
understanding or empathy was that the word Home 
seemed to be spelled with a capital letter. Me and 
my pals lived in ordinary houses in a community 
where neighbours, friends and family frequently 
popped in. 

Unlike the Home, our house was customised, 
personalised, filled with the stuff of the people 
who lived there, or as Mum would call it, ‘you kids’ 
junk’: my brother’s abandoned bagpipes after he 
(thankfully) gave up lessons, my sister’s majorette 
pompoms and baton, my broken glow-in-the-dark 
Frankenstein monster. It was a mess but it was 
our home. 

I was never in my life inside a Home. I would 
have had to be dragged inside kicking and 
screaming. With all our childish exaggeration and 
imagination running riot, who knew what went on 
in these places? And so many years later, it turns 
out that some of the Homes - but by no means 
all Homes - really were as bad as they looked 

from the outside. Horror stories emerge in the 
newspapers, court cases involving the systematic 
abuse of vulnerable people that went on in some 
institutions for years. 

Things have improved since then, thank God. 
Now most disabled people live amongst us in the 
community, their cars are parked alongside ours. 
Now we pass them every day on the street, at the 
shops, about their business the same as the rest 
of us. Their house looks like ours; there are similar 
curtains in both our windows, similar flowers in 
our gardens. We know them as neighbours, and 
we can see now that people with a disability 
are not to be feared or pitied, that, except for 
their disability, they have all the same things we 

Home with a capital ‘H’ 

have. Now that we have a better understanding 
perhaps we can begin to celebrate disabled men 
and women taking their place in our community, 
we can celebrate their right to live in their own 
home, spelled, of course, in lower case letters.  

This book is full of stories about Share, the 
successes and frustrations experienced by Service 
Users, parents, staff, management and Committee. 
Many people involved with Share take on more 
than one role and many responsibilities. Dr Brian 
Venters who is a parent, a volunteer, Chairman 
of the Management Committee and, most 
importantly, a co-founder of the organisation, has 
been around a long time and is best qualified to 
offer the following foreword and short history. 

1

David
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Foreword 2

t he world has changed significantly since 
Share’s inception; politically, economically, 
technically and socially, yet some things never 
change.  In the early days when speaking to our 
elected representatives we would often describe 
those we cared for as national assets, since their 
care would create long-term employment. As 
the years have passed this viewpoint has been 
justified. If we wish to claim we are a civilised 
society then we must continue to care for, cherish 
and encourage all in our society to reach their 
full potential, and in so doing demonstrate 
our humanity. It is often humbling to see the 
perseverance, courage and humour that those we 
care for show in their daily lives, in spite of the 
huge obstacles they face. They are an asset to 
our nation by not only providing employment, but 
more importantly by demonstrating the qualities 
that human beings possess in abundance even in 
overcoming the most severe disability.

Share Scotland has always been a forward-looking 
organisation. It is challenging therefore, when 
we are confronted with a fluid political situation 
and constant financial constraints, to review our 
progress over the past twenty five years, the 
difficulties we overcame along the way, and to 
remember our beginnings. In doing so however, 

we hope to demonstrate emphatically that when 
given the chance, individuals with significant and 
complex needs can be supported to lead an active 
and fulfilling life, contribute enormously to their 
community and those they come into contact 
with, and make their own decisions about the 
things that are important to them.

Share Scotland has been and will continue to be 
committed to offering support to those who want 
and need it.  We will provide a service that develops 
alongside individuals to not only meet their 
current needs, but also offer them an environment 
in which they can experience new opportunities, 
meet new people, face new challenges, realise 
ambitions and grow as individuals. 

In reviewing the past twenty five years we should 
perhaps take heart from the progress that has 
been achieved, against what seemed at times 
overwhelming odds, by a group of individual 
families motivated by the love of their child. In 
light of competing political priorities it is perhaps 
comforting for many families to know that Share 
and the spirit of the original founding members 
will remain committed for the next twenty five 
years and beyond, to help safeguard the most 
vulnerable members of our society.

Dr. Brian Venters

Judy’s speedboat thrill-ride at Castle Semple10



in 1984 a group of parents who had become 
increasingly concerned about the future facing 
their children, all of whom had complex needs, 
decided to join forces and help each other to 
tackle the issue. Their children at that time 
attended Stanmore House, a residential school 

in Lanark for children with special needs, run by 
Capability Scotland. They had been told that once 
their child’s education came to an end the only 
likely equivalent residential option available to 
the families would be in large institutions such 
as Gogarburn Hospital in the east of Scotland and 

Lennox Castle in the west.  Since their children had 
always lived in the community they believed that 
long-term institutional care was an unacceptable 
option.

The education their children experienced and the 
significant progress they made at Stanmore House 
convinced the parents that life-long stimulation 
was essential to the development of children 
and adults with profound learning disabilities, 
and that such stimulation could not be offered 
by institutional care. The parents decided to take 
the matter into their own hands, the suggested 
acronym of Stanmore House Association for Re-
housing Ex pupils as a name was agreed and Share 
Housing Association (now Share Scotland) was 
born. Brian takes up the story: ‘We met in a variety 
of venues; members’ houses, church halls, union 
offices and cafés, until we established our first 
office at 1 Bowmont Gardens in Glasgow.  Funding 
came mainly from grants by The Tudor Trust, the 
John Paul Getty Trust and the Mental Health 
Foundation, coupled with our own fundraising 
efforts. This gave us a base and allowed us to 
employ a development officer to translate our 
initial ideas into reality.

All the Committee members were either in 
employment or carers or both and Committee 
meetings were held in the evenings, although 
on many occasions we had to juggle work and 
care commitments during the day to meet with 
Council officials and elected representatives, and 
to convince them that the radical proposition 
offered by  Share was a viable one.

History of Share Scotland3

Andy

Mark on holiday in Tenerife

Glasgow ‘Race for Life’ in aid of Cancer Research

Pauline
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Share Scotland’s proposal was to provide either 
new or modified housing to meet the needs of our 
young people, staffed with trained, committed 
individuals. We would need approximately four 
staff working in shifts for every resident because 
of the severity of their disabilities and their need 
for twenty-four hour care.

We had proposed to The Housing Corporation 
(later to become Scottish Homes) that we should 
form a housing association, since it was obvious 
to us that single, specially designed houses would 
never be given priority in a housing association’s 
development program. We were also aware that the 
funding for special needs housing, which included 
the homeless, those with learning disabilities, 
even single adults, had been significantly under 
-spent for many years. 

When it became clear that 
Scottish Homes did not 
favour the formation of 
small, specialist housing 
associations, we decided 
to concentrate all our 
energies on becoming a care 
organisation, working in partnership 
with established housing providers. Although 
the remit changed, the original name of the 
organisation didn’t. It wasn’t until the turn of 
the millennium that the organisation changed its 
name from Share Housing Association to Share 
Scotland.
From the start we made a conscious decision to 
enlist the support of councillors and members of 
parliament to help us. In 1988 we were eventually 
able to persuade The Housing Corporation to 

Ally with his karaoke machine

Sara with David McCluskey Pearl

Grant

15



sanction two pilot projects each for five people in 
Edinburgh and Glasgow. We lobbied councillors, 
especially those on the Social Work Committee, 
to secure funding for staff. Working with Ark 
Housing Association in the east and Southside 
Housing Association in the west our first house 
was built in 1991 in Edinburgh and our second 
a few months later in Glasgow. Each provided 
a home to five individuals, some of whom were 
moving from the parental home, others from the 
large mental handicap hospitals.’

The seeds planted at that initial meeting back in 
1984 had now taken root and were bearing the 
fruit that would see a ground-breaking shift from 
a traditional, outmoded form of residential care 
in Scotland.

Another five person house opened in Edinburgh 
a few months later, and just when it seemed 
that Share had found a winning formula, a 
period of consolidation and reflection followed. 
Share recognised that whilst the five person 
houses offered a positive alternative to the large 

institutions, for some it was merely a stepping 
stone on the natural progression to fuller 
independence.

Share has always been clear in ensuring that each 
service receives the right amount of on-going 
support and input, and so is careful to control 
development. As a result the quality of staffing 
and support provided by Share remains extremely 
high, a claim endorsed by the sector’s ‘watchdog’, 
The Care Commission, who recently awarded Share 
exceptional ratings in all areas and across all of 
its services.

Share’s Board of Management is equally committed 
to its workforce, never forgetting that it is their 
own family members who are being supported. 
In recognition of its positive work practices and 
extensive training programmes Share has held the 
Investor in People award since 2001. In a sector 
where the recruitment and retention of capable and 
dedicated staff can be difficult, it is a testament 
to the organisation’s commitment to know that 
many members of Share’s staff have remained for 
more than ten years; some more than twenty. 

Development has been deliberate and steady. 
There are now over 150 team members employed 
throughout the organisation to provide support. 
Share operates across Glasgow, Lothian and 
West Dunbartonshire, providing support to many 
families in these areas. As well as the two founding 
members, who are still closely involved with the 
organisation a quarter of a century later, other 
members of Share’s Management Committee who 
have joined since have either a child or relative 
being cared for by Share Scotland today. 

Yvonne Watt Gary McCorkindale  

Elaine Bogle Karen Duncan

Raymond McLaughlin

Mandy Norwood

Neil Rafferty
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Raymond practices his newly learned cooking skills



Who wants a job like this?4

it was Tom Gorrie, the current Finance Director, 
other founder member and dad of Carol Anne, who 
spotted Lynne’s potential. Lynne had applied for 
the Senior Support Worker position but silver-
tongued Tom persuaded her to apply for the post of 
Share’s Service Manager. On accepting she quickly 
discovered that, while she worked in a cupboard 

with no natural light, she would be left to her 
own devices. She was handed fifty applications 
from potential staff members and fifty potential 
Service Users to whittle down to just five. She had 
two weeks to decorate and appoint staff to the 
new house. 

‘The initial Share houses were in areas of high 
unemployment,’ Tom Gorrie explains. ‘We were 
apprehensive that our first house in Edinburgh 
was in a deprived area, but we accepted that land 
there was available relatively cheaply and hoped 
that the high unemployment in the area would 
ensure a supply of local support staff.  

The opportunity, after seven years of 
determined planning, to support our children 
and other profoundly disabled young adults in 
a house designed by ourselves was exhilarating. 
Nonetheless, we were acutely aware that our 
choice of the support team would be fundamental 
to making it work.

We may not have known how to run a care home, 
but we were smart enough to spot early on those 
who could. The initial management team that 
contributed greatly to our fledgling organisation 
included Dr Winnie Keegan, Andy Smith, Lynne 
Dignon and subsequently Annwyn Noble.’

Jean Venters breaking the ground for the 
very first Share house in Edinburgh in 1990

Mandy painting at her ‘Artform’ class
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Talk to anyone on the Board of Management: Dr 
Brian Venters, Roy Anderson, Lorraine MacKenzie, 
Douglas Kerr, Eileen Gorrie, Robert Bogle, Robin 
Mackenzie or Karen Wishart and they won’t be 
able to resist telling you how great, and how 
important, Share staff are. Kenny Stein, Share’s 
Regional Co-ordinator in Edinburgh explains why 
the composition of the Management Committee 
and its philosophy is important:

‘Seven years ago I left a similar but larger 
organisation in East Lothian to work for Share 
Scotland. One of the main things that attracted 
me to Share, other than their commitment to 
supporting each person in a very individual way, 
was the number of family members who formed 
the core of the Management Committee.

I felt motivated by the direct involvement of 
parents who wanted the highest standard of care 
for their children. It was also clear that they 
were best placed to cut through the red tape that 

constantly impedes professionals like ourselves, 
and go directly to the source of the problem.’

But why does Share put so much stock in staff? 
Surely it’s the residents who are important, not 
the staff? Sarah, current Service Manager at Ibrox, 
and Lynne, now Regional Co-ordinator, tell me 
that at Share, ‘Residents come first with staff a 
close second. Share breeds a culture of confidence 
in staff.’  

‘We do not provide a ‘needs-led’ service,’ says 
Lynne, ‘Needs are met discreetly but it’s what 
people want in their lives that is so much more 
important.’ Share wants the disabled people 
they work with: their Service Users, to make the 
most of their homes and their lives. In order to 
do that Service Users need constant, consistent 
help they can trust. But not only trust. Naturally 
they want and need people around them whose 
company they enjoy. Service Users have breakfast, 
lunch and dinner with their care staff; they are 
quite literally sharing their lives with them. And 
conversely Support Workers are sharing their lives 
with Service Users. These politically correct titles 
of Service User and Support Worker can make us 
forget that both these groups are people, with 
their own personalities and idiosyncrasies, foibles 
and frailties. With Share, being a Support Worker 
has to be a vocation, not just a job. But who 
would want the job? 

Glamorous it ain’t. Cleaning house and supporting 
Service Users to attend to personal care is a 
big part of the job. As Julie, House Manager in 
Liberton, Edinburgh, with responsibility for Susan 

and Shirley’s service puts it, ‘Support Workers 
need an understanding that you are not here to 
feel sorry for people, but to help them with their 
day to day lives.’ 

Joe Whyte, Share’s Chief Executive Officer and 
Managing Director, tells me when they are recruiting 
staff that they are wary of applicants who simply 

claim to be very ‘caring,‘ by which they mean full 
of sympathy and pity. Although Joe has a long 
and fancy job title he, like many of the people 
involved with Share, has a straightforward way of 
putting things. ‘Caring’ he says, ‘doesn’t get the 
dinner cooked.’ Tom Gorrie nods his agreement, 
‘We look for practical people; good managers.’

David and Ruth on holiday in Portugal

Erika and Karen
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t he twin daughters of Chairman Dr Brian 
Venters, Susan and Shirley, have a lovely new flat 
in Edinburgh where I visited them. Shirley was 
busy so Susan showed me round the flat, taking 
me into her bedroom. I noticed Susan’s jewellery 
box was bulging with all kinds of bling. Spotting 
my interest Susan asked Julie, her House Manager, 
Support Worker and friend for the last eight years, 
to help her choose a bracelet to wear. Susan is 
picky about her jewels and Julie patiently sifted 
through the entire box: checking with Susan, 
unfastening, trying on, fastening, taking off 
again, going through this process several times 
until Julie was sure that Susan was happy with 
her selection.  

The three of us had been poised over the jewellery 
box for quite some time when it occurred to me: if 
this was how long it took to put on jewellery, how 
long did it take to get dressed in the morning? 
When I mentioned this later to Julie she smiled 
and said, ‘Just like the parents of disabled people, 
Support Workers need a sense of humour and 

Service User or political correctness that not one 
of the Support Workers mentioned the obvious 
fact that dealing with these conditions has to be, 
at times, boring and frustrating.

Share’s general view, voiced by Lynne and Sarah, is 
that ‘political correctness can be tokenistic but it 
is well-intentioned.’ When pressed, this particular 
care team are quick to point out that screaming 
is a symptom; an attempt to communicate and 
beyond the person or anyone’s control. They do 
acknowledge between themselves how exhausting 
it can be to cope with, and support each other 
through it.  

Generally Support Workers and Service Users rub 
along very well, but when tempers are short it is 
the Service User who has the prerogative. Alice, 
the mum of Service User Alex who lives in the 
Ibrox house, tells me, ‘I feel sorry for the Support 
Workers because if Alex’s in a bad mood he’ll just 
shout at people.’ 

Care Workers were once considered cheap, 
unskilled labour, and there were few opportunities 
for career progression, but Share knows the value 
of their staff and career progression is something 
they look to address. Senior staff are skilled in 
spotting potential and look to promote internally 
wherever possible.

Whenever I ask, Support Workers always tell me 
how varied their working life is. Most people have 
jobs where they pretty much do the same thing 
every day, but as a Support Worker, no two days 
are ever the same. Tony, who is a Depute Service 
Manager at the house in Liberton tells me, ‘When 

5 “I’m able to bring my 
personality to work”

I worked in an office nothing happened. If I met 
friends for a drink after work I had nothing to tell 
them. My work in the office was too tedious to 
bore them with. Now at Share I talk about how 
varied and interesting my work is, and my friends 
are jealous of the fun I have.’

Tony goes on to tell me that he spent 20 years as 
‘the office monitor’ because he couldn’t sit still at 
his desk and was constantly strolling the corridors 
to relieve the boredom. ‘Everything I got into 

Garry

Mandy ‘Racing for Life’ 

Alex

patience, you need to do things at their pace.’ 

At least one Service User has the condition of 
echolalia, which means that he frequently repeats 
words and phrases over and over again. Another 
has a condition which makes him scream loudly, 
sometimes for hours at a time. I take my hat 
off to parents and Support Workers dealing with 
these kinds of problems: I admit this would do my 
head in. I wondered if it was out of loyalty to the 
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trouble for in the office: talking, singing, telling 
jokes, are a positive benefit for Service Users. With 
Share I’m able to bring my personality to work.’ 

Share does seem to attract staff from all kinds of 
backgrounds, and the management team always 
has an eye open for members of staff with a skill 
or a hobby they can share with Service Users. 
Within the ranks there are plasterers, chefs, 
dancers, artists, gardeners, fishermen, even an 
ex-newspaper editor.

Giving support and helping someone enjoy life 

the best of their ability. Nothing gives me greater 
pleasure than watching this and it is a deep regret 
that Share did not exist when my uncle was alive, 
it would have saved my Gran a lot of sorrow.’

Louise, Service Manager in Alexandria, understands 
how important it is to receive professional support 
when you need it. She wrote to tell me of the 
support she and her family received from nursing 
staff, ‘My dad was very ill in hospital and Julie 
(the nurse) supported my family at one of our 
lowest and most stressful times. Twenty years on 
Julie will have seen many, many people in the 
same situation, but me and my family will always 
remember her.’

Louise goes on to detail how she feels about her 
job, ‘A university tutor once told me that there 
simply can be no better or more fulfilling job 
than when  you are by someone’s side, supporting 
them to live their life. He explained that there 
could be no more privileged position than to be 
there through the highs and lows, the laughs and 
sadness, the fun and happiness that everyday life 
brings.’ 

Louise offers this example: ‘I have held a lady’s 
hand whilst she laid flowers at a garden of 
remembrance for her mum. This lady, when I first 
met her, was often upset about her mum who had 
passed away, but she seemed to have no avenue 
for her grief. We supported her to find her way... 
she found ‘her tree’ with beautiful snowdrops and 
daffodils around it, which she now recognises 
as ‘her mum’s tree’, a place she can visit, leave 
flowers and where she can talk to her mum.’ 

is often quoted by staff as the biggest reward 
of their job. One of Share’s support staff Jillian, 
wrote offering perhaps one reason why good 
care staff are so empathetic: ‘I have some sad 
memories of my uncle living in an institution. I 
was very sad for the whole family and it deeply 
affected me. It’s because of this that I have such 
admiration for Share and what they have achieved 
in 25 years. I watch my colleagues working hard 
to make sure that Service Users have a great life, 
lovely clothes, a beautiful house and holidays. 
They really enjoy their life and the community to 

Margaret and Elaine

Gary

Allan
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No doubt this was a memorable landmark occasion 
in both Louise’s and the lady’s life, but some 
moments are much simpler. As Louise recalls, ‘I 
have sat supping warm tea and eating macaroni 
cheese with another lady, one who had profound 
and complex learning and physical disabilities. We 
were sat on the banks of Loch Lomond looking over 
the water as all her senses took in the moment, 
listening to the ducks close by and feeling the 
breeze on our faces.’

Moments such as these, I’m constantly told by 
staff, are pure gold. Julie agrees: ‘It sometimes 
doesn’t feel like a job – a music class, a good 
laugh, a nice cup of tea, you can have a lovely 
day.’ 

Another reason Support Workers often cite for 
enjoying their job is the sheer pleasure they get 
from their relationships with Service Users. Lynne 
explains: ‘I have long been aware of how amazingly 
resilient many of the people we support are when 
faced with a health adversity. Grace and Alex are 
cases in point. People who have complex learning 
disabilities will often have an unadulterated core 
personality and strength of character, devoid of 
traits such as cynicism and vanity, which puts 
our often petty day to day problems into stark 
perspective.’

Andy, who works with Jim in Haldane, Alexandria, 
was once Gardening Supervisor in charge of parks 
and cemeteries, in fact, ‘every bit of green in 
Dumbarton.’ Andy jumped at the chance to work 
with Share and he echoes Lynne’s sentiments: 
‘From the outset, working in this field was a real 

eye opener; apart from 
having to deal with 
the more challenging 
aspects of the job, I 
gained an insight into a 
side of people with learning 
difficulties that most people never see. 
The warmth, trust and affection which are given 
on a daily basis is outstanding.’ 

In every Share house I visit I sense respect and a 
genuine affection between Support Workers and 
Service Users. ‘There is something about Share 
which restores my faith in human nature,’ says 
one Support Worker. ‘We all need to feel that 
we’re valued and respected.’

We all need the human touch, and John, a Service 
User in Edinburgh, is what you might describe as 
‘a cuddle cat’ with people he likes and trusts.       
I think of friends of mine, the same age as John. 
Due to difficulties in their relationships, whether 
married or divorced, some people are starved of 
that human touch, the simple hand holding and 
cuddling, that John revels in and I realise, at 
least in this respect, how lucky John is.  

Robert is one of the team who works with Jim, and 
it’s clear the two men get on well. ‘I feel valued 
by Jim,’ says Robert. This is Robert’s first job in 
care. Prior to this he was made redundant from 
IBM in Greenock after working there 17 years. 
When Robert takes a holiday and Jim knows he 
won’t see him for a week or so, Jim tells Robert, 
‘I’ll miss you.’ In all of the 17 years Robert worked 
at IBM no one said that to him. 

John John as a small boy growing up 
in Finland
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21 year old Nicola, the youngest and newest Share 
Service User, went with Geri and Gillian to Carlisle 
to see Fame in the theatre. Geri booked Nicola 
and Gillian into her sister’s hotel and drove them 
down. They got a free room, mates’ rates in the 
bar and restaurant, picked up from the show and 
fussed over by the family. It wasn’t work, there 
was no pay involved. This was just a group of 
friends on a girls’ weekend.

Within Share this seems fairly commonplace. Tom 
and Eileen Gorrie’s daughter, Carol Anne, who 
was a Service User in the Ibrox house, adored 
children, especially her Support Worker Debbie’s 
wee girl, Sophie. When it was Sophie’s birthday, 
arrangements were made so that Carol Anne could 
come to visit Debbie and Sophie in their home.  

Share began as a family affair and has stayed that 
way. Tom and Eileen Gorrie and Dr Brian Venters 
and his wife Jean, have been on the management 
committee from the get-go; 25 years of loyal 
service. Even Tom and Eileen’s other daughter, 

Samantha, his friend Ken Durie and Ken’s daughter 
Wendy have been on the committee.  

Many of the staff have been around so long they 
seem like family. Here, with apologies to anyone 
who has been missed out, are just some of the 
longest serving members of staff. Around Glasgow 
there is: Lynne Dignon, 18 years, Sarah McGhee, 
17 years, Jacqueline McKenzie and Allan Andrews, 
both 17 years.  Debbie McMurray, 16 years,  Rita 
Barr, 16 years and Patricia Byrne, 15 years. In 
Alexandria there is Louise Muir, 12 years, and in 
Edinburgh Dorothy Curry, 18 years, Anna Lumsden, 
15 years, and Sarah Beattie, 15 years.

It’s not just support staff who stick around. In 
Share’s Head Office, Irene Russell the Finance 
Manager, has been with Share for 21 years and 
Lyn Todd, who handles personnel, 18 years. 
Of those who leave, many return. Iain used to 
work for Share as a Service Manager in Glasgow 
and is so keen to come back that he considered 
relocating from Lenzie to South Queensferry. Says 
Sarah, ‘Our house should have a revolving door; 
staff keep coming back.’ 

Share also takes on CSVs (Community Service 
Volunteers) from all over the world including 
Korea, Japan, Germany, Bolivia, Peru, Russia, 
Denmark and even the UK. Most of the volunteers 
have been very conscientious; they have loved 
the job, learned lots and gone home to embark on 
careers. Some have even got visas to come back 
and work for Share, and many still keep in touch 
with the people they supported.

Nicola and Noreen

Kirsty
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throughout Share there are also many 
employees with ten years service or more. 
Dougie Reid is an example of how staff can move 
up through the ranks. Dougie began as a relief 
worker and, gaining the relevant experience and 
qualifications, worked his way up to full-time 
Support Worker, Service Manager and eventually 
attained his current position of Regional Co-
ordinator.

As Joe Whyte explains, ‘Some people don’t want 
to become managers, but those that do can get 
on quite quickly if they have the ability and the 
background. It also depends on vacancies but we 
do try and cultivate people to then go and manage 
new services. 

Share offers training and funds 
staff to gain Scottish Vocational 
Qualifications. Managers train 
through Registered Managers 
Awards and SVQs in management. 
Staff often already have degrees 
in other disciplines such as social 

work, nursing or psychology. 

Some started out in another field, but were 
irresistibly drawn to care work, others knew from 
the start what they wanted to do, but what they 
have in common is the vocation; they seem to 
be natural, instinctive Support Workers. Like Julie 
who cares for Shirley and Susan in Edinburgh. 

Even as a child Julie was supporting other children. 
From primary 7 she was a volunteer buddy to kids 
in the Autistic Children Unit at her school. By age 
14 she was volunteering at Gogarburn Hospital. 
This year Shirley was due to go on holiday, but 
at the last minute, because of staff illness, it 
looked like it was going to have to be cancelled. 
That is until, with one day’s notice, Julie stepped 
in. ‘I didn’t want her to miss her holiday.’ That’s 
dedication, but Julie doesn’t see it that way. She 
says her job makes her appreciate her own life. 
‘If I’m upset because my car has broken down or 
I’ve fallen out with a friend, coming to work puts 
everything into perspective.’ 

Share houses tend to be fun places to live and 
work. At Ibrox, for example, even watching 
TV can be a noisy, raucous affair when they sit 

“Some marriages don’t last 
that long”

Pearl

Tommy
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down as a group to watch such house favourites 
as X Factor, Britain’s Got Talent and of course 
their weekly dose of soaps. Staff are not above 
playing practical jokes on each other, with the 
full approval and involvement of Service Users. 
Sarah tells me of one new Support Worker who 
was instructed, while working night shift, to 
wear specially adapted glasses with small fitted 
head lamps to cut down on electricity costs. Staff 
and Service Users alike had a good giggle at the 
gullible goggle wearer! 

Like many parents of a disabled child, Brian 
Venters was only a young man of 26, and his wife 

Jean 24 when, as Brian puts 
it, ‘their world was turned 
upside down.’ Brian was a 
production engineer in the 
clothing industry when their 
twin daughters, Susan and 
Shirley, were born. ‘My brother 
was a doctor and spotted that 
the girls weren’t developing quite 
as they should, and from that we got a referral 
to the Sick Kids’ Hospital. There we were given 
the devastating news of the girls’ disability and I 
was told face to face by the doctor, “My advice is 
to put them in a home and start again.” I think 
that kind of insensitivity was indefensible from 
any professional person. I felt, bugger that, I can 
do better than that. It was then that I decided to 
study medicine.

My qualifications, highers, were at that time 
ungraded. If I wanted to be accepted to study 
medicine I was going to have to get my science 
highers upgraded. I went to night-school five 
nights a week. Meanwhile I worked a full-time day 
job to support the family.

I wasn’t accepted into medicine at the university 
but I was advised that, if I was offered a place in 
dentistry, I could transfer to medicine after the 
first year if my grades were good. When I went for 
an interview with Professor Boyce, the Dean of 
the Faculty, he told me that, as I was an engineer 
I would be good with my hands and would enjoy 
dentistry. I explained to him that my intention 
was to work hard in my first year and gain 
sufficiently high grades to allow me to transfer to 

the faculty of medicine. He responded by saying, 
“Well Mr Venters, thank you for being honest with 
me; welcome to the faculty of dentistry.”  After a 
year I transferred as planned. I was now a medical 
student with two disabled twin daughters who 
were only three and a half years old.’

Brian qualified in medicine and went on to become 
a General Practitioner. Did it make a difference?

Twenty years later Brian and Jean had returned 
from holiday to learn that Susan had experienced 
a choking fit five days before and had been taken 
to the Accident and Emergency unit, where she’d 
been diagnosed as suffering from a chest infection 
and given antibiotics.

When they visited the next day, ‘a Good Friday’, 
Brian, having worked in a respiratory unit after 
qualifying, had noticed an abnormality on Susan’s 
neck and immediately phoned a colleague who 
saw her that day. By midnight Susan had gone 
from an Ear, Nose and Throat unit to a Thoracic 
surgery theatre to the last available bed in an 
intensive care ward. Three hospitals in the space 
of ten hours.

She was diagnosed as suffering from a mediastinal 
lymphoma and treated with radiotherapy and 
chemotherapy. Thanks to a dedicated team of 
doctors and nurses and her own wonderful spirit 
Susan made a great recovery.

‘Had I not noticed the tell-tale sign’ said Brian ‘I 
shudder to think what might have happened.’ 

It was when the girls were at Stanmore House 
school, which they first attended at the age of 17, 

that Brian began to worry about their future. They 
were by this time 19 and would leave Stanmore at 
age 20. ‘While they were at Stanmore, which was 
a residential school Monday to Friday, Jean and I 
began to realise what a normal life was and we 
liked it. Up to that point, life at home had been 
so hectic I used to go to work for a rest. We had 
been made aware that after Stanmore there was 
nothing on offer for the girls except Gogarburn 
Hospital.  There was no way we were going to let 
them go into an institution; after all they had 
spent all their life until then in the community. 
I wrote to all the parents at Stanmore House and 
Tom and Eileen Gorrie were parents who came to 
that first meeting. It was from there that Share 
was born.’  

Susan

Tommy at deer park in Fife

Louise enjoys her regular horse-riding
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Susan and Shirley at home



But it was not until seven years later, when 
Susan and Shirley were 26, that Share was able 
to provide accommodation for them. 18 years 
on, they have recently moved from a house they 
shared with three other Service Users to their own 
flat. ‘Despite their epilepsy and cerebral palsy,’ 
says Julie, ‘they are healthy women with a loving 
family, a full life with good holidays and a happy 
well run home.’ 

Although they live together and have always been 
close, the twins have quite distinct personalities. 
Susan likes a bit of time and space to herself, 
she likes time after dinner to play music. She is 
interested in making art and she is more confident 
than Shirley, perhaps because she has better 
mobility. Shirley is quieter, but one thing they 
completely agree on is that, says Julie, ‘they are 
both daddy’s girls, they ask for Dad every day.’

In the early days, even before the Ibrox house 
opened, Julia Johnston, Yvonne’s grandmother, 
went and had a look. She was discovered by staff 
keeking in the window. Julia liked what she saw 
and Yvonne was the first to move in, getting her 
pick of the bedrooms. Yvonne has lived there 
17 years with four other residents. Julia makes 
the observation, ‘Some marriages don’t last that 
long’. In that time Julia has seen Yvonne blossom 
to become a more mature, more assertive, more 
confident young woman. 

For many Service Users, life before Share had been 
pretty tough. Alex’s mum Alice tells me, ‘Before he 
went to Share, Alex was in some dreadful places.’ 
As a young man he was in the care of nuns. Once, 
when visiting Alex, Alice was horrified to discover 
him with his shoes on the wrong feet. ‘The nuns 
said he must learn to put on his own shoes – 

that’s why his feet are so bad now.’ Alice 
goes on to tell me that Alex didn’t have a 
happy time at Lennox Castle Hospital so 
that now he hates anyone to touch him. 
‘He fights and struggles when anyone tries 
to help him with his clothes.’ There were 
times when Alice visited him he was ‘black 
and blue’ and there was nothing Alice 
could do about it. ‘You couldn’t fight the 
system’ she says sadly. ‘The neglect was 
shocking.’ Once he was taken into hospital 
to have an operation on his toe. It was 
only then that the doctors discovered 
Alex was in tremendous pain with a much 
greater injury – he actually had a broken 
leg. 

Yvonne visits Naples during a cruise

Alex with David McCluskey
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Yvonne’s grandmother Julia remembers the lack of 
respect for disability and some of the ugly names 
people were called such as ‘mongols’.

For Thomas, a Service User in Edinburgh, life 
became much harder after his mum and dad died 
and he went into an institution in Larbert. 

When he at first came to Share, Thomas was so 
institutionalised that he would refuse to leave the 
house, not even to take some air on the patio. 

Many of the institutions, for example Gogarburn 
Hospital in Edinburgh and Lennox Castle outside 

Glasgow, were, as Joe Whyte describes them, ’like 
Romania.’ Kenny Stein takes up Thomas’s story: 
‘Thomas had lived at home for many years with 
his parents, but on their death he was moved 
into a Social Work service that failed to meet 
his needs and his behaviour became difficult. By 
the time he was transferred to Larbert Hospital 
for assessment his skill level was vastly reduced 
and he had been ‘labelled’ as having challenging 
behaviour. We were approached when Thomas had 
been in Larbert Hospital for almost two years and 
had been rejected by other providers.   

I am always concerned about any change that 
takes place in a service. At all levels in this 
organisation we have a responsibility to the 
people we support to ensure that the harmony of 
their service is maintained.  When we introduce a 
new person into a service, to share with others, 
we are bringing people together that could be 
living with each other for the next twenty five 
years or longer.  There is a responsibility on all of 
us to get this as right as possible, to ensure the 
comfort and safety of the individuals we support.  

On paper Thomas appeared to be a risk, so we 
arranged to visit him at Larbert Hospital to make 
our own assessment, and thank goodness we did. 
The impression we had from his medical history 
notes were that Thomas would be difficult and 
challenging, perhaps more challenging than 
we at Share had the resources to deal with. On 
meeting Thomas we were amazed to find him an 
easygoing, actually quite charming young man. 
In conversation with staff we discovered that 
information in his personal notes did not refer 
specifically to Thomas, but were merely standard 
procedures for dealing with difficult patients. We 
were shocked at how easily Thomas’s reputation 
was tarnished, how he could be so misrepresented 
for the rest of his life and, most importantly, how 
he might so easily not been offered a chance to 
live with Share’.   

Life before Share was often pretty intolerable for 
parents too. For Nicola’s mum and dad, John and 
Elaine, the pressure caused the family to implode. 
As Nicola grew up they had little support. Nicola 
didn’t sleep and they were both permanently 

exhausted. ‘Twenty years of 
our lives passed by in a blur,’ 
says Elaine. ‘Nicola went into 
the difficult teenage years, 
she ruled the roost and, apart 
from everything else, she grew 
too heavy for me to lift.’ John 
Ross, their son, also suffered. 
Elaine explains: ‘We were always telling 
him, ‘Wait a wee minute son, while we deal with 
Nicola.’ Resentment had also been simmering 
between the couple for years ever since John had 
stated publicly that he would put Nicola’s needs 
above all else, including his relationship with 
Elaine. Stress levels were through the roof until, 
as John puts it, ‘The kettle popped and Elaine 
walked.’ Luckily they were able to sort things out, 
come back together, and now Nicola is happily 
settled with Share, living independently of her 
mum and dad, and living life to the full.  

Jacqueline

Gary

Thomas
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I can’t see by Share

there is much to celebrate in the 25 years 
that Share has been around, especially the life 
of another young woman, Carol Anne Gorrie, who 
died in 1997. As dad Tom tells me, Carol Ann’s 
birth was messy. Mum Eileen was unconscious, 
but Tom saw the foetal heart rate flat line. He 
didn’t tell Eileen his suspicions, but he ‘saw the 
light go out in Carol Ann’s eyes’. 

‘I was allowed into the room with Eileen, who 
seemed uncomfortable but patiently accepting the 
progress of her contractions,’ says Tom. ‘This was 
14 June and Scotland was playing Zaire in their 
first game of the 1974 World Cup. Although I was 
‘gowned up’ I was able to move between Eileen’s 
room and the television in the general ward to 
watch snatches of the game. I saw the end of the 
match and, like most of Scotland’s supporters, felt 
certain that our lack of goals when we had the 
opportunity to score more (we won 2-0) would 
prove costly in the end.’

But Tom’s and Eileen’s world was about to change 
forever. ‘As Scotland had won their first game, 

I was in a fairly buoyant mood, so I was trying 
to be light hearted,’ Tom continues. ‘I hoped to 
keep Eileen’s spirits up while I tried to understand 
the readings coming from the equipment.  I was 
familiar with computer read-outs and I asked the 
doctor if it was normal that, during a contraction, 
the baby’s heartbeat was increasing to more than 
200 beats per minute. He replied that he did not 
know if it was normal or not.’ 

‘However, by 1am the young doctor was looking 
increasingly concerned and was regarding the 
monitors with some alarm. His alarm did not 
transmit to me until the signals began flashing 
lights and the pen stuck on the graph paper.        
I thought it was an equipment malfunction, but 
when I looked at the doctor I realised that there 
was a much more serious problem, our child was 
under stress.

Seconds later the alarm which was monitoring the 
baby’s heartbeat went off (Eeeuh, Eeeuh, Eeeuh). 
Medical staff rushed into the room and I was 
asked to leave. Sometime after 3am I watched our 

7 “I can’t see by Share”

child being wheeled out on a trolley and I knew 
that something had gone disastrously wrong. She 
was a beautiful baby, but she lay on her side and 
her eyes seemed vacant, and I felt the stirring of 
fear and helplessness that was to stay with me for 
many years after. 

Carol Anne cried constantly for the first eleven 
weeks. We later learned that her brain was hurting. 
It would be a number of years before we were sure 
that Carol Anne had suffered severe brain damage 

and later still when we realised the effect on her 
motor functions. It was also years before the drugs 
prescribed for her eased the severe spasms and 
pain that she endured. The endless discussions 
with the doctors, physiotherapists, occupational 
therapists and social workers became part of 
our family life, and Carol Anne’s sister Samantha 
(older by three years) probably grew up thinking 
that was normal. 

Carol Anne
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and nearly left her in the car park. Always shrewd, 
Carol Anne had a wicked sense of humour. Her 
sister Samantha tells me, ‘She would snigger when 
I got into trouble from Mum and Dad.’ 

Carol Anne came to Share and was one of the first 
residents in the Midlock Street house where she 
blossomed into a lively young woman with her 
own sense of style. Apart from a new home, as Tom 
says, ‘Share offered Carol Anne the opportunity to 
take risks, to socialise in a wider circle beyond 
the family. She liked the men,’ he says smiling, 
‘She had a crush on Allan Moir, her friend Steven 
from Stanmore and even her ski instructor. Carol 
Anne liked to live dangerously. She went ski-ing 
at Bearsden dry ski slope. It’s hard work, not just 
to get a disabled person ski-ing, but also all the 
logistics. Staff at Share go above and beyond.’

Tom tells me Carol Anne only ever cried about 
twice a year, but when she did she had the whole 
house in tears. It was as if she was saying, ‘I take 
all this, I try to be nice but I’m in constant pain.’ 
She had an incredible stoicism; she was often 
uncomfortable but she never complained. 

Carol Anne had always had a scoliosis-corrective 
wheelchair to improve her posture, but it was very 
uncomfortable for her to sit in. Lynne explains, 
‘The physiotherapist only viewed things from 
her own professional perspective, and she felt 
that rather than Carol Anne sitting in a moulded 
chair, which basically fitted into her scoliosis, 
she would ‘prescribe’ a corrective/preventative 
chair. Carol Anne hated this, as it was clearly 
very uncomfortable. As soon as she saw us 

It was certainly normal for Samantha to devise 
methods to allow her sister to join her in games 
of hospital or tea parties as she simply laid Carol 
Anne on her back on a small carpet and then 
dragged the carpet from room to room with Carol 
Anne lying on it.  

Carol Anne’s confidence blossomed at Stanmore 
House, a residential school in Lanark, which she 
attended on weekdays. This was demonstrated by 
her evident pleasure when we attended open days 
and her teachers praised the work she had done, 

the painting, the swimming and her laughter when 
the teachers would tell us of the work she simply 
avoided. That was a very special period in our 
lives when we could see the significant progress 
that Carol Anne was making coupled with the help 
we were now receiving on weekdays with Carol 
Anne’s care.’

Known affectionately as ‘the wee yin’, Carol Anne 
loved music and clothes but she was reserved. 
She was so quiet that, instead of taking her to 
nursery, Tom took her with him to work one day 

approaching with the knee block, her mood began 
to change. We persevered as we had been ‘told’ to 
by the ‘professional’. However, after around nine 
months of this (and I still feel guilty for being so 
conformist as to accept it without question), it 
hit home, and I made a decision to disregard the 
physiotherapist, taking Carol Anne to a clinic in 
Dundee and having a moulded chair made for her.  
The thought was that surely day to day comfort 
was more important than a corrective contraption 
that would cause day to day misery, and was not 
guaranteed to help. This heralded the beginning 
of a new regime; look holistically at an individual, 
and diplomatically challenge the professionals 
from specific disciplines with specific remits 
whenever necessary.’

Lynne says then there was a lack of understanding 
from professionals: doctors, dieticians, physio-
therapists etc, as she puts it, ‘There were a lot of 
little Hitler types who didn’t see people as more 
than a sum of their disabilities. In those early 
days I had to send a lot of angry letters. I did this 
in the sure knowledge that if Carol Anne could 
challenge them herself, she would have done so, 
in no uncertain terms!’  

When Carol Anne died the grief was felt by her 
immediate family Tom, Eileen and Samantha, but 
also her wider family at Share, which is there 
for Service Users and their families through the 
good times and the bad. Julia Johnston, Yvonne’s 
grandmother, puts it eloquently and simply: ‘When 
Yvonne’s mum and my other daughter died, they 
went to huge lengths to support Yvonne and me. 
I can’t see by Share.’ 

Carol Anne ‘living dangerously’ on the ski slopes
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of course it’s only natural that parents 
are nervous when their beloved and often very 
vulnerable children are given over to the care 
of strangers. Douglas Kerr, an ex-policeman and 
member of the Management Committee, who does 
so much work behind the scenes campaigning for 
Share, at one time, perhaps because of his police 
training, had concerns about his daughter Shona 
moving out of the family home. Nicola’s mum and 
dad John and Elaine worried about sexual abuse. 
Tom Gorrie has developed a trust based on years 
of experience and born of necessity. ‘If you are 
not able to look after your child yourself then you 
must be prepared to support the staff who do,’ he 
says. Alex’s mum Alice agrees, ‘I used to think I 
could do this job but I know now I couldn’t. I have 
nothing but admiration for the staff. There are a 
lot of places where you are restricted to visiting 
at visiting times only, but here I can walk in any 
time I like. At first, I did that, drop in at odd 
times to try to catch them out, but I never did. 

In 17 years I think I’ve had two disagreements 
with staff. Now I come and go as I please, I don’t 
worry about Alexander. I’ll come in and make a 
pot of soup. Some of the Service Users think I’m a 
member of staff; Judy even kisses and cuddles me 
and tries to boss me about!’

Management and staff at Share take huge pride in 
the lengths they go to help provide an interesting 
and meaningful life for the Service Users. Joe tells 
me how angry it makes him when he sees disabled 
people being neglected and under-stimulated, ‘I’ve 
seen people out in the street chatting on their 
mobile phones while the person they are supposed 
to be caring for is parked in their wheelchair, 
turned against a wall and handed a biscuit. That 
would never be acceptable at Share.’ 

Sarah, current manager at Ibrox, remembers 
campaigning for a changing platform in the 
toilets in Braehead Shopping Centre. Says Sarah, 
‘We already suspected that Braehead wouldn’t 
have good enough facilities so we got in at the 
‘hard hat’ stage, before the Centre was even built, 
and applied for funds. Sarah was successful, 
and perhaps underrates her own achievement.               
A toilet and changing facility for disabled people 
at Braehead is a tremendous step forward, not 
just for Share and others but for public attitudes 
towards disability. 

In the past disabled people were rarely seen in 
public, they were hidden away like something 
shameful. Now, because of these kinds of facilities, 
all disabled people can use shopping centres 
along with everyone else. Now when children see 

Part of our community8

Sandra

Judy
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disability it isn’t weird or scary, but commonplace 
and unremarkable. Children - and the rest of us 
- accept that disabled people are part of our 
community. 

There is no doubt that Share has had some amazing 
successes, but these pale into insignificance 
when compared against the achievements of their 
Service Users. Jim is a perfect example. Although 
he was not in an institution, life at home with 
his mum was pretty difficult for both of them. His 
mum was becoming increasingly ill with dementia, 
no longer able to give the loving care she had 
once given Jim. His mobility was poor and his legs 
were so covered in sores that, had the situation 
continued, there was the possibility that his legs 
would become so badly infected he could lose 
them. No doctor could tell Share staff how long 
Jim had been on his medication or why he had 
even been prescribed such potent tranquilisers in 
the first place. Share finally got a doctor to agree 
that Jim might not need to be so heavily sedated. 
He came off them and is now a different man, a 
much brighter and happier man. Jim is a valuable 
and valued member of his community. He knows 
his neighbours, knows about their families, and 
asks after them. He keeps his house immaculate, 
hoovers every day and will occasionally host a 
dinner party for a friend. 

Despite the problems with his legs over the years, 
with care and support Jim’s legs are now in good 
shape, he no longer needs a walking stick and he 
has become an enthusiastic charity walker. 

Jim proudly displays the fish mosaic he made at his ‘Artform’ class
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When Thomas, a Service User in Edinburgh, 
first came to Share he was so institutionalised 
he wouldn’t leave the flat. But, little by little, 
Thomas’s confidence, health and happiness has 
soared. Now he not only enjoys outings but he 
moves comfortably between the flats of fellow 
Service Users, who are his friends and neighbours 
next door. 

Share’s oldest Service User, a ninety two year 
old, very independent minded lady called Grace 
is another success story. Grace recently had a 
stroke and went into hospital. She was eventually 
brought home but it was found to be unworkable 
and staff were having to get up several times 
during the night to see to her needs. This led to 
an emergency admission to a nursing home. Grace 
was very unhappy and wanted to go home. She 
may be ninety two, but Share and Grace’s social 

worker refused to give up on Grace. Lynne and her 
staff immediately began to adapt Grace’s home to 
suit her circumstances. Says Lynne, ‘We did a risk 
assessment and Grace has come home for good. 
It’s early days but so far it’s been going really 
well, thanks largely to the tenacity and dedication 
of her team.’ 

In 25 years there are bound to be unexpected 
things that happen and Sarah is a mine of 
hilarious anecdotes. She tells me, ‘I had to report 
to the Health and Safety Executive that a member 
of staff was off due to a stabbing. He had actually 
stabbed himself whilst he was preparing a baked 
potato.’

But Sarah is not too proud to tell a story against 
herself: ‘One day I phoned the fire company as 
I was convinced that the fire alarm panel was 
talking to me. It was actually an old talking 
communication aid that was lying in a cupboard 
and the battery was going flat. I don’t know to 
this day why it started saying the odd word. The 
fire company receptionist actually asked me if I 
had been drinking. I only mention this as I know 
other members of staff will tell you and exaggerate 
the story. It’s something I’ll never live down, the 
staff won’t let me.’ 

It’s not just the staff who do daft things. Judy, 
one of the Service Users at the Ibrox house, was 
in Asda when she decided to be mischievous. She 
pulled a woman’s pony tail. Unfortunately it was a 
member of staff who was cashing up at the time. 
The woman thought she was being robbed and 
started screaming! 

And neither is the mayhem restricted to Ibrox. 
Margaret, mum of Sara, who lives in Alexandria, 
tells me, ‘Glasgow University, where I work, was 
very concerned when they received a telephone 
call from Sara. ‘I want my mum!’ she wailed 
urgently down the phone. Police arrived at Sara’s 
house thinking staff were holding her prisoner!’ 

In the early days Annwyn Noble, who used to 
be Share’s Area Co-ordinator in Edinburgh, was 
doing an assessment of a young man. Annwyn 
was warned by the young man’s mother that he 
often went to give you a hug then, when at the 
right distance, would head-butt you. He also went 
to kiss you and then bit you instead. He needed 
careful handling his mum said. Annwyn then in 
a matter of fact way stated that his mother’s 
approach did however seem a little inappropriate 
- namely to engage with him with a continental 
quilt tied round her middle and a bucket with 
eyeholes on her head!

Yes there have been plenty of laughs but inevitably, 
in a 25 year period, there is also going to be some 
sadness. Everyone in the Ibrox house still feels 
the absence of Carol Anne and more recently, the 
death of staff member Jim Flanagan. Yvonne’s 
mum and auntie have also recently died and 
Sarah reminds me how sad they feel, not just for 
Yvonne and her grandmother Julia, but how much 
all these friends are remembered and missed each 
time the Christmas Family Night comes around. 
Others sadly missed and fondly remembered in the 
organisation are Simpson Primrose, Arthur Toop 
and Rita Upton.

Where disability is involved a certain amount of 

sadness is inevitable, and it is a foregone conclusion 
that there will be frustration. Frustration amongst 
Service Users not able to walk or talk, or read or 
do what they want to do when they want to do 
it. After years of trying, Mary still can’t read. Mary 
recently needed an operation that now requires her 
to be fed a liquid diet through a tube connected 
directly to her stomach. With her new peg-feeding 
system she can only taste a few teaspoons of tea 
per day. She misses eating and enjoying food but, 
like every other Service User I’ve had the privilege 
to meet, Mary rarely complains. 

Parents feel the frustrations perhaps as keenly as 
their children. John, Nicola’s dad, says ruefully, 
‘I would have loved to have walked my daughter 
up the aisle.’ But there are worse things in life, 
he bravely concedes. ‘There are other young girls 
who are heroin addicts and it makes me so angry. 
They have a life and opportunities that they are 
throwing away, opportunities my girl will never 
have.’ 

Grace enjoys a cup of tea with Jacqueline on her 90th birthday

Mary raises money for Sick Kids from the sale of her CD
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in caring for a disabled child there seems to be 
three phases in parents’ lives: the early years when 
they receive little or no help, then, if they are 
lucky, when their child enters a house supported 
by someone like Share and their role changes to 
one of partnering with that organisation. The third 
phase might be, as in the case of Jim’s mum and 
other Service Users’ parents, when they become 
too old, frail, or ill to take part in their child’s 
care. What will happen to their children when 
they are gone is a constant concern for parents. 

Sara’s mum Margaret told me, ‘They said they 
had found an amazing place for Sara. I was a bit 
unsure, I had just moved into this house all on 
the one level so that she could move back home 
to be with me, but on the other hand I’m not 
getting any younger and maybe it would be better 
for Sara.’

Margaret explains, ‘Much as I would try, I could 
never give Sara everything that she has at Share. 
I work full-time and before she moved down to 
Share I was running about, dropping her at my 

mother’s and rushing back to work. At night time 
and certainly by the weekend, I’d be exhausted.’ 

Young children experience what is known as 
‘separation anxiety,’ but they eventually outgrow 
it. In the case of disabled children it is the parents 
who seem most often to suffer, and it takes much 
longer for them to grow out of it. Says John, 
‘Elaine and I were worried that strangers wouldn’t 
be able to look after Nicola properly; give her all 
the comforts of home she had with us. It was my 
brother who made me realise that by not letting 
her go we were being selfish; we were holding her 
back. We weren’t giving her the chance to find 
independence, to grow and mature.’ 

‘It took a while for us to get used to the idea of 
Nicola living at Share, but we’ve finally got our 
heads round it. Now we don’t plan for anything. 
We’ve had years of a really rigorous routine, now 
we like to keep it flexible. We need to re-build 
our lives. You forget how to socialise. Now we go 
out to the pictures or just jump in the car and go 
down to Largs for a fish supper.’

Separation anxiety9

Nicola
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Nicola is also now staking out her own 
independence. In the past when she would see a 
plane overhead, Nicola would point to the plane 
and then point to her mum and dad, signifying 
that she was looking forward to going on holiday 
with them. Now when she sees a plane she points 
to Jamie or some of the others at Share. Like any 
young woman, she’d rather go on holiday with 
people her own age than with her parents. 

Jim, although no teenager, also loves the 
independence of living in his own flat, and he’ll 
often tell folk, ‘I love my wee hoose!’ 

Alice says, ‘Sometimes I phone to come and visit 

Alexander but he’s out somewhere. He has a busy 
social life.’ 

One of the hardest things of being a parent is to 
equip the person you love dearest in the world 
to be independent of you. Eventually you let go, 
accepting that they have their own life and you 
will not know every facet of them the way you 
once did. Sometimes staff know the residents 
better than their own friends and relations do. 
Alice explains, ‘The staff used to tell me that Alex 
would always turn his music up really loud and 
they’d have to go in and turn it down again, at 
which point Alex would just wait until they’d left 
and then turn it up again. I didn’t believe it, I 
didn’t think Alex was able to think like that. I 
thought staff were just telling me that to make me 
feel better, but one day I was here and it’s actually, 
true, he does turn the music up himself!’  

Neil

Jim at his 
‘Artform’ class

Alex
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10 “My limit is the sky!”

at the Ibrox house’s Christmas party Yvonne 
had her grandmother and seven aunties as her 
own guests, but she is a social butterfly and 
flitted from table to table until one auntie got 
annoyed and was heard to comment, ‘We’ve come 
all this way to see you and you go and sit with 
other people!’ 

Like everyone else, Service Users like to express 
their own personality and at Share this is always 
encouraged. Tom and Eileen Gorrie bought Carol 
Anne some nice new clothes and were a little 
bemused when Carol Anne, encouraged by Lynne 
and other staff, preferred to wear more funky gear: 
black lipstick and purple Doc Marten boots.

Lynne says of Allan, who lives in Ibrox, ‘One of 
my most valued experiences has been to see the 
true personality of Allan emerge and develop into 
the complex character he is now, and to witness 
his individuality flourish. Over the years I have 
watched his self expression and image change – 
from his decision to grow his hair into a ponytail 
and cultivate a goatee beard, to having his head 
shaved and his ear pierced. These things were 

not discouraged simply because they may have 
drawn more attention to his disability. He has 
‘settled down’ a bit now and, like most people, 
he has decided to enter middle-age gracefully. He 
now prefers suits and ties and is a distinguished 
spectacle wearer. His transition has been a 
pleasure to behold.’ 

Julia tells a story of when Yvonne went to the 
theatre with her Support Worker Murdo, and 
afterwards wanted to go to Lauder’s pub, ‘She 
loves noisy pubs’ says Julia. Later, when Murdo 
hailed a taxi to take them home, Yvonne was not 
ready to go home yet and made her feelings clear. 
She clung for dear life to the taxi door and refused 
point blank to get in. She could not be shifted, 
so much so that the taxi driver began to suspect 
that Murdo was abducting Yvonne against her 
will. When they finally arrived at the Ibrox house 
the taxi driver insisted on checking that Yvonne 
actually lived there. Poor Murdo was mortified. 

Of course there will always be hopes and dreams 
yet to be fulfilled. Alice says, ‘It’s my dream to 
bring Alexander to my wee holiday home in Spain 
and Sarah is looking into it.’ At the moment no 
one deserves a holiday more than Alex. Twice 
recently he has been at death’s door and both 
times he has confounded everyone by making a 
miraculous recovery. The epilepsy professor at the 
Southern General once declared that Alex should 
not live in the community as his epilepsy was far 
too severe and unpredictable. After all that he 
has been through in his life, his tenacity is truly 
inspiring. 

David

Yvonne

AlexAllan
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Allan ‘entering middle-age 
gracefully’



All of Share’s Service Users have achieved 
remarkable things. Among them there are artists, 
dancers, songwriters, fund-raisers, fun runners, 
boating enthusiasts, skiers, fishermen and horse 
riders to name but a few of their many talents. 

Mary McCormick is a published author who has 
written and inspired poems, songs and stories. 
The following is an excerpt from a recorded 
song, words by Sheila Tansy from an idea by Mary 
McCormick. 

My name is Mary McCormick

and I have a story to tell

Although I have Cerebral Palsy

my life is managed quite well

I live in Portobello

All my carers and I

My life is very busy

And my limit is the sky!

Mary at home

Jim catches his first mackerel 
off Helensburgh pier

Jim is a keen artist, his house is filled with 
examples of his highly meticulous artwork, but 
he is an even keener fly fisherman. His biggest 
catch to date is a 4lb rainbow trout. Last year Jim 
decided to raise money for CHAS and a lot of his 
friends who are also supported by Share joined in 
and helped. Between them they raised over £500. 
This year Jim has decided to do another sponsored 
walk to raise funds for Yorkhill Hospital. Not bad 
for a man who nearly lost his legs! 

Sara is a regular performer with Indepen-dance, 
who has been paid for her work, which makes 
her a professional. Mum Margaret tells me, ‘Sara’s 
performed quite a few times at the RSAMD, and 
also the Clyde Auditorium, the Tron Theatre, 
the Mitchell Theatre and the Hammersmith Lyric 
Theatre in London. As Louise, Sara’s Service 
Manager and friend, rightly says, ‘What a CV!’

Louise goes on to explain, ‘Movement for much 
of Sara’s life had been a hindrance, where her 
tremors could get the better of her in a world 
that seemed to value more the fit and healthy and 

62



continue the smooth running of the organisation. 
This book is a testament to the sterling work 
they have done. Service Users, parents and staff 
hope and trust that they will continue to manage 
Share so well for the next 25 years and beyond. 
And so the last word must go to the Management 
Committee. The following closing statement is an 
assertion of their hopes for the future of Share.

The next 25 years
The work that Share has done with families over 
the years has proved invaluable to many who would 
otherwise feel isolated and unable to cope alone. 
Share was established by families for families; not 
only those requiring actual physical support but 
also those close to them who may need practical 
and emotional support. This relationship is not 
without its difficulties, but Share embraces this 
challenge in supporting families to continue to 
play an active role in the on-going support of 
their family member. 

In times of ever increasing dependency on state 
intervention, it is vitally important that families, 
such as those who make up Share, that want to 
play a leading role in the on-going care of their 
own child are supported to do so. It isn’t so long 
ago that some families who had a child with a 
disability were advised by professionals to “put 
them in a Home and start again”. Where Share has 
any say in the matter, such circumstances shall 
never be allowed to happen. 

Share Management Committee
July 2009

‘normal’. Here, they didn’t matter. Her body and 
ability to move in her own way was a positive. 
She could explore her body movements, where it 
became a powerful way to express herself.

Sometimes Sara’s memory could let her down and 
her support team were unsure that she would be 
able to follow dance routines and in turn, perform 
on stage to an audience. The dance teachers 
meant business. Classes were not for fooling about 
or making mistakes. If you expect people to pay 
for tickets to be entertained then they deserve 
quality! However this was an appealing attitude: 
don’t treat folk as poor wee souls, treat them 
equally and have high expectations of them. Sara 
has gone from strength to strength. She absolutely 
thrives on the energy of her dance group. She has 
truly found her niche in the arts.’

Like Sara, Share has also gone from strength to 
strength, but what does the future hold for the 
organisation? For the last 25 years Share has 
flourished due to the goodwill and expertise of 
the founding members and staff who set up and 

Marie and Sara swimming with Natasha, 
the dolphin, at Discovery Cove, Florida

Sara rehearsing with her dance 
group ‘Indepen-dance’
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