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Biography

A Pos-ability Ambassador for disabled people, Barbara Stewart
believes that anything in life is possible, and that regardless of what
your disability may be, we all have abilities. Barbara works tirelessly
to challenge society’s perception of disability, specializing in social
engagement, interaction and disability awareness, using performance
poetry as her tool of choice. Despite her own medical conditions and
some life adversaries, Barbara believes-and is a living testimony-that
anything is possible with the right mind-frame, support network
and positive outlook. Having volunteered in the voluntary sector
for many years, Barbara spreads her upbeat demeanor and cando attitude wherever she goes. This book presents a selection of
Barbara’s poetry. These poems will take you on her personal journey
through chapters in Barbara’s life as a disabled woman. Her words
are sometimes challenging, thought provoking, humorous, upsetting,
inspirational and empowering.
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1 thanks
to
dad
Thank you dad for bringing us up to be so strong, in my eyes you could never do any wrong.
You were a single dad of five, bringing us up all alone of course there were times when you
had a big moan.
You taught us how to cook soup, chicken and rice peas which I passed onto my daughters
which they now cook with ease.
Remember our weekly rotors and the chores we had to do.
And the way we all use to argue, no one wanted to clean the loo, or clean up the dog’s poo.
All year long in a tin you would save, half crowns and sixpences in December to us you gave,
To buy a present for each other that’s for my three sisters and eldest brother.
Pam’s very first wages that she had waited for for ages.
Dad sat us all around the kitchen table and to us all he shared, while explaining the
importance of sharing to show we really cared.
We use to go on outings all along the coast,
We would get up at five in the morning to get on the early coach.
While the adults were drinking and dancing in the hall, we would rush off to the fair
spending our money on the coconut stalls.
Dad use to work at Ford Motors in Dagenham.
On the night shifts me, Elaine and Sam would sneak out to parties, but not Pam.
I hated sport and use to bunk off from school, until dad received a letter, he shouted
“are you taking me for a dam fool?”
One day Roy and dad were like Cassius Clay in a ring.
When you are young it can be a scary thing to see.
But what they could not see is that they are alike, that’s why that day they nearly got
into a fight.
As an adult when I became ill , you treated me just the same and explained to me that I
was in no way to blame.
Due to you dad I managed my condition so well, no one knew the future none of us could tell.
Once on the phone speaking from JA you said how proud you were of me.
It made me feel so happy I was smiling though you could not see.
You also said to me, I thought that you would have been dead a long time ago.
You were such a sicky, sicky girl who could ever have known.
You never let your condition get you down and it’s always been a pleasure to have
you around.
But it has always been MY pleasure to have you as a dad.
Without you who knows what future I could have had.
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2 Banged Up

(11 ½ months)

It was the hot summer of 77 that the doctors diagnosed me with RA.
I was young my daughter was three months old, it was a major shock I have to say.
Eleven and a half months I spent in that hospital bed, they told me that it would be for just two weeks.
I’m glad I insisted my baby stayed with me, they said she should go into temporary care, but I
was terrified you see.
That because of my disability, they would take her away , and I would lose her permanently.
Nurses dedication, lots of medications, injections, and daily body inspections,
Picking up many other infections.
Consultants rounds..... stating what they found.
Doctors talking about you as though you were not there, with their medical jargon, could I
understand? They did not care.
Twice I was overdosed on too much medication, after the first time you kind of get an inclination.
Frustrated, bored, stressed and struck on bed rest, watching elderly people bent up and limping,
when would I start looking like that? that was my thinking.
Finally let out for the weekends to visit family and friends.
Stayed at my mum’s overnight, at 1 a.m we got a noisy fright.
Banging loudly on mum’s door, to our shock it was the law.
I asked what the hell was going on? One policeman said “it’s for you we’ve come”.
Is this some kind of sick joke? At this time of the morning us you woke?
Have I committed some type of crime? That the hospital sent for me, you to find?
My mum was quiet and did not have much to say, but I wanted to cuss them in my own way.
As mum was there I showed her respect, even though they were the rudest policeman that
I had ever met.
I slammed the door in their face , after telling them it was a dam disgrace.
I learnt a lot doing ‘time’ in my hospital bed. I saw and soaked up lots of things in my head.
Some things good and some things very bad, it was a mixed and emotional journey that I had.
Everything good or bad that has happened to me, as made my life richer and stronger you see.
When we left hospital after being ‘inside’ all that time, I was feeling anxious and scared, I did
not know what I would find.
Such a relief to be out and free, no more dodgy painful hospital tests being done on me.
Now times have changed they want their hospital beds your out after an op, before you get
a chance to feel your legs.
Doctors and nurses working long hours without enough rest, how on earth can they be
expected to give us their best?
Government cuts on crucial services, where will it all end? I know in my mind this is not
a short trend.
The hospital food what a lot of waste, there was no Jamie Oliver to advice about taste.
So this is part of my story of my ‘time’ inside.
If it should ever happen to you, look, listen, ask
questions and be wise.
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3 pain
killers

Some people say when they get ill I’ll just pop to the doctors and get me some pills.
But beware the drugs they call pain killers, cause in my experience they have only
made me iller.
What a strange name pain killers, let’s think about how drugs are making you iller.
Let’s think about the tablets and what they do, not just to me but to all other
people too.
They take away the pain but with what do we gain?
Nausea, constipation, dry mouth and strange sensations, muscle cramp and
headaches, body shakes and memory loss , l tell the doctors they don’t give a toss.
“Mrs Stewart do not worry, we’ll have you fixed don’t be in such a hurry.
We have new drugs, new miracle cures, come on take a chance don’t be such a bore”
When we are ill we have no choice, so we take the pain killers that they endorse
All that I am really trying to say, is to always ask about drugs that may come
your way.
Remember it’s your body, your body alone, it’s there permanently, it’s not on loan.
Try and do daily exercise, check with the doc first as your blood pressure may rise.
Eat carefully cut out the junk food, don’t you realise that they can also alter your mood.
Don’t let disability rule your life, look at it positively don’t always think of strife.
Life is how you make it I always say, so don’t let others negative attitudes get
in your way.
I hope you all have listened and taken heed.
I have only been trying to educate you about some disable people’s needs.
Alternative medicines why not give it a try.
The most that can happen to you is you could DIE!! :-)
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4 eXercise
my way

I use to be able to wave my hands up in the air, and shake
them about like I just couldn’t care.
But alas now my arms are so dam stiff, as much as I try
they will not lift.
At least I can still shake my hips, nod my head and dance
with a little dip.
Sometimes at a party I will dance all night long , especially
if its reggae beats and hip hop songs.
The next day I suffer and have a lot of pain, but you know
what, life is short so l would do it all again.
I look at it as exercise to keep my joints moving and as long
as I’m living I intend to keep grooving.
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5 UnaBle

We have all heard of that word disabled.
Does it mean that we are unable to do the things
that you do? And why is that?
Now check this out as this is a fact, we are the same
as you, red blood running through and through.
We laugh, we cry and one day we will die just like
you too.
Be thankful for life come what may.
Try not to worry about what ignorant folks say.
We need to teach and educate, the people who only
seem to feel hate.
They know no better, so it is up to us to kick up
an almighty fuss.
We must let all society know , that was all in the
past, now we must let go.
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6 aBility

I’m here to talk about disability.
It could happen to you, you, or you , it happened to me.
People get so scared of that word disabled, I guess it’s because they don’t want to
be labelled.
Just because my arms and my hands are bent, it does not mean that I don’t have
any sense.
Yes my neck it’s always stiff and yes I do get a bit miffed, and sometimes when I
am walking like really crooked, people can be so oh dam wicked.
You see me? I just smile, because every once in a while , l think about how my
life could have been.
And I think about all of the things that I have seen, and know that even though
I’m ill, I am lucky still.
You see I embrace my disability , l t’s there for all the world to see.
It’s how you feel about yourself.
I have good family, friends and wealth, the wealth is life, life’s good to me.
I know I have ability.
Some people really believe, that a person who is disabled must be thick, simple,
certainly not stable.
Never judge a book by the cover, especially when you don’t even know one another.
If you become disabled today how do you think you would cope? Would you give
up on any hope?
Dare I say it....would you even look for a rope?
It’s time for us to think about the issues that surround disabled people every day.
It’s time for us to listen to what disabled people have to say, so that one day in
the future we will all be treated the same.
Never be ashamed of who you are, life is how you make it you still can go far.
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7 the same

It makes no difference if your white or black, or any other colour as a
matter of fact.
It makes no difference about race or religion , how you live your life,
that’s your decision.
Different gender, so what? That’s not an excuse for a person to be shot.
Young or old should not make a difference.
We all still have brains so stop your ageism.
It is our responsibility, to stop the hate and the crime because someone
has a disability.
I mean, what happened to good old human nature and humanity?
Let’s spread the word about hate crimes.
And change the views on some people’s mind , because times have
changed, there is support out there.
Hate crime sites to relieve your fears, someone there will listen to you,
take all your details and help you through.
They will advice you on the best thing to do.
So please, don’t be afraid to report a hate crime.
Let go of that burden on your shoulder, so you may find piece of mind.
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8 medical
assessment

Oh sorry, don’t I look disabled? How am I supposed to look?
Check it out on that government list of yours in your special
little book.
Can I walk? Yes, sometimes and sometimes no, is that such
a crime?
All I need is some support and benefits to help me though
rough times.
Questions, questions, questions are doing my head in.
Keep this up much longer and the forms are going into the
bloody bin.
But on second thoughts no, you might just like that.
So I’ve changed my mind if you would be so kind and give me
back my forms.
Sometimes a form can give us a lot of stress as it seems for all
kinds of reasons disabled people are always put to the test.
But don’t you give up you claim what’s yours.
Don’t be ashamed you are not to blame for their unfeeling ways,
it’s just the way that they have been trained.
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9 shopping

Can I leave my trolley here please? I asked with a smile.
Just need to get some shopping done, it won’t take a while.
“No chance not here” security smiled with a glare.
So I explained about my disability, hoping that he would
see and just let me be, to get on with my shopping.
He almost whispered “l will not take responsibility,” then
louder, “so feel free to leave to leave the trolley over there.”
But to be honest, I had the impression that he really did
not care.

18

10 that
word

My dad always said that she was bad news.
I use to think, he can’t tell me what to do.
You see she was a lot older than me and my dad he
was much wiser than me you see.
One day we went out raving, I had a good time.
She said let’s go and visit an old friend of mine.
I had never been to that house before, but I was ready,
why not rave some more.
My friend mentioned to them about my disability.
I felt a bit annoyed as now I knew that they could see, and
maybe they would treat me differently.
As I came out of the toilet a hand grabbed me from behind and
roughly pushed me to the floor, there was turmoil in my mind.
I felt a hand round my neck squeezing very tight.
I tried to scream and fight and kick with all of my might,
but my joints were very weak.
I was praying that my friend for me that she would seek,
I could hear her in the background laughing through the music,
Oh please can someone help me, this man is being abusive.
It starts with and R and ends with a E.
You see that day, that word happened to me.
I call this a hate crime because of my disability.
That low life took liberties with me.
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11 wear and tear

For almost 30yrs now,
My joints have been a pain…
Due to arthritis, that’s the pains name,
I’ve learnt to live with him,
And his unpredictable way,
At times l get peeded off,
That much l have to say,
One Sunday, l was chilling,
Then out of the blue,
A different pain surged through my hand,
I was not sure of what to do,
Four of my fingertips turned white,
I’m black so that was a hell of a fright

,

It felt like my blood was rushing…,
but with nowhere to go,
I could not understand the pain and numbness…
It’s actually more frightening when you don’t know,
I went and saw my GP, who did not have much to say,
Except, “it is something you will have to live with, come what may”,
But l was not satisfied, and l wanted to know why,
My condition so rapidly changed,
Out of frustration, l cried,
Then one day, as l pulled my iron gate,
Through the searing pain, l realized my fate,
It’s funny that l feel better, now that l know…
That it is the wear and tear…that caused my pain so,
30yrs, l have been pulling that heavy gate,
That’s a mighty long time, to have been pulling.
All of that weight!!
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12 my other
half

My other half called Arthur, that’s his affectionate name.
His real name is arthritis and he causes me lots of pain.
Stiffness in the morning when the day is dawning.
Bottles hard to open, tins hard to close, pots and pans can’t handle,
no one really knows.
My other half called Arthur, some days he’s kinder to me.
My pain eases off for a bit this makes me feel a bit better you see.
Until I realise that he’s drawing me into a false sense of security,
then he’s back with vengeance but I’m not having that.
So I eat well and exercise it helps that’s a fact.
My other half called Arthur he’s very loyal to me.
He visits morning, noon and night it’s a running battle and a
daily fight.
But now I’m use to him, during my pain I continue to grin.
With the disability that I have got he could have been much worse,
truly I still have a lot.
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13 hip op

At first it started with a nagging pain and then it got even worse,
it was driving me insane.
It went round my tum and then around my bum, so I went to
see the doctor, and the doctor he said “you need a new hip”.
I said “are you having a laugh, are you taking the mick”?
What exactly are you trying to say, that I’ve had so much nookie
that’s my hip’s worn away?
He looked at me and gave me a smile, of course not Miss Stewart.
Do you think I would lie? It’s just a part of your condition.
We will get you to the hospital at the next admission.
I was scared to go on the operation table, but my hip now it’s
fixed, and now I walk much more stable.
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14 hair fear

I woke up that morning feeling extra stiff it was my mate Arthur arthritis that is.
Getting my wig on is never easy, some may think it’s easy peasy.
But for me it’s a flipping nightmare to fix it on right so people don’t stare.
That morning my joints were really bad I was feeling frustrated angry and mad.
I leaned and I bent in all kinds of positions trying to get the hair clips in was a
major mission.
I finally managed but only two clips.
I thought, I would be in a taxi, so I should be alright not foreseeing the terrible fright.
As I got out of the taxi and walked up the road, I realised how windy it had become.
Then from the corner of my eye I did spy what looked like a flying cat.
Then I felt coldness on my head as my stomach dropped like lead.
The flying cat was not a cat, but was in fact my wig.
I’ve never viewed it like that before up in the sky it looked quite big.
A guy was walking across the grass, my wig was on the floor now rolling very fast.
Like tumbleweed in the western films I had seen.
For a second I was memorised while the guy he looked quite traumatised.
I shouted loudly “stop that wig” and he ran and he did as I hoped he would.
But the way he stopped it with his foot. I found myself giving him a dirty look.
He gave it a shake and gave it back to me and I thanked him profusely as I was
grateful you see.
So the moral of my story in case a wig you wear, is to clip it all over to avoid this
embarrassing scare.
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15 that
aUtUmn
day

It was a lovely bright autumn day, nothing out of the ordinary I have to say.
I brought a new jacket and was posing in the mirror, then in a instant I felt
that my life had turned to terror.
l felt a strange feeling inside my head.
I did not know what was happening, but I was still filled with dread.
I could not see out of my right eye, what was happening to me?
Was all that I could cry.
I found out later that I had another stroke, It was scary it was frightening
it was certainly no joke.
But with guidance, support and education, not forgetting various medications.
Things started looking up for me, my sight came back once again I could see.
I knew I was lucky, but many are not.
Please try and accept your condition whatever your lot.
Try and stay positive as much as you can, it really will help with your
future plans.
Eat well and exercise to help yourself.
It works, I’m telling you, it will improve your health.
I hope by telling you my story it will help in some way.
I’m sorry if I Frightened you, with what I had to say.
To all those stroke survivors surviving out there.
Remember in reality there are people who do care.
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16 talk to the
children

Talk to the children so they will see, that it is important to have diversity.
Wouldn’t it be boring if we all looked the same? or imagine it if we all
had the same name?
Thought the same thoughts and talked the same talk?
And walked the same walk? What a dull and boring world it would be.
It’s good we are not alike in many ways, it makes life more exciting,
listening to what others have to say.
When we talk to our children about disability,
It opens up their mind with positive thoughts and not negativity.
If a child saw a person with no arms, they may well ask the question why?
But they would not be alarmed.
Sometimes it’s adults who can be so unkind,
projecting their ignorant thoughts onto young people’s minds.
It is up to us to teach the coming generation,
That we are all the same so let’s stamp out this discrimination.
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17 aBility...
to learn

So what if you have a learning disability,
I know that you still have abilities.
You do things differently and in your own way,
So don’t worry about what some people may say.
Always have faith in yourself, stay positive, believe me,
This will promote your good health.
Whatever you do, this is your life,
Strive to better yourself and make your life,
Twice as nice.
Don’t sit at home bored and alone,
Get out and about, pick up the phone.
There are opportunities out there waiting for you,
Maybe training, volunteering or jobs that you can do.
Don’t ever be afraid to ask for extra support,
There are people who will listen when you talk.
I wrote this poem especially for you today,
As I wanted to empower you in my own way.
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18 my shape

The shape of my hands are different you see.
I love them, they are mine some may not agree.
It’s great that my shape is different in ways.
Some gawp and laugh I’m passed caring what people say.
There’s a word called normal, but what really does it mean?
That images like mine should not really be seen?
Just because my hands are bent it does not mean that l don’t
have any sense,
Do not judge me by the shape of my hands.
Judge me by the person, who you meet, who you find.
In medical terms my finger shapes are known as swan’s necks.
Swans are beautiful so what the heck.
So for anybody out there, who has a body that’s unique,
Be proud you don’t look the same,
As most people that you will meet.
Love and embrace your image!
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19 goV g.B.?

Great Britain use to be a proud name, now when I hear it I feel full of shame.
What is the government doing to us all? only the rich are thriving, the rest of
us are just about surviving.
Welfare reforms, so called affordable homes and bedroom tax, disable people
are suffering that’s a well known fact.
Breaking up families, being forced to move home, cast out of London,
abandoned all alone.
Medical assessments, cruel, criminal and dangerous , causing some to end
their lives because they just can’t handle it.
Zero contract hours, how can that possibly be right ? when every month your
worrying if you will have to put up a fight?
Energy supply bills are much too high? even though energy may cost less for
them to buy.
Universities and tuition fees, what nine grand a year?
It’s every parent or guardians continuous fear, where is the support for the
kids of the future?
Who will be there to help them along?
Politicians with their promises until you vote for them, then find out that it
was all just a con.
Unpaid taxes by big corporations and firms, Gov G.B. don’t care when will
they learn?
Money goes to money, that’s what they say, but it seems if you don’t have any
even less will be coming your way.
Cutting police services, ambulance, fire brigade and army too, if we have a
major disaster what the hell will we do?
Abolish human rights? What on earth is going on? Democracy and free
speech without it, more will certainly go wrong.
Forward on helpful information that you know, knowledge is power and can
help soften some blows.
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20 sUch a
treat

Thank you all for another year of easing
some of my pains.
I keep telling people that I meet “go to the osteopath,
they work from your head to your feet”.
With their harmonics and manipulations, it feels
such a treat,
The receptionist too, who are always smiling, doing
hard work not like shown on TV,
No nails a filing,
I wish you and your families all the best,
And hope that over the holidays that,
You all get a good rest.

for the london school of osteopathy
202B, camBridge heath road. Bethnal green, e2 9lJ
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20 grew Up
QUick
I’ve come here to tell you a little tale
It’s about my daughter
Her name is Cydelle
Some know her as ‘ Comfort’
That’s her stage name
I’m proud when l see her
Heading for fame
As a child, Cyds had to grow up very quick
Because her mother, that’s me
Was, oh so sick
From the age of nine
Cyds use to go to the shops
In those days
You did not have to worry so much
Cyds, use to clean, dust and cook
Meanwhile studying her books
Unselfish,kind and caring
Conscientious, always sharing
That’s why I’ve come to ‘Word 4 Word’ today
To ‘big’ Cyds up, and heap on praise
There’s something that I’d like to say
“I love you Cyds, and thanks so much...
For coping, and dealing with all that stuff”
All those times in the school holidays...
Both of my girls would be at the hospital bedside...staying
When they should have been, out with their friends...playing
I know that it was not easy for you
To have still been a child
But act like a mother too
There’s plenty more that l would like to say
But, I would be here forever
So I’ll be on my way.
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TURNING DISABILITY
ON IT'S HEAD

