
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A detailed history of the first ever PHAB Camp  

...and a snapshot of the stories that followed...  
 

ACTION PACKED HOLDAYS THAT EMBRACE EVERY ABILITY 
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Above: Junior Camp 2016 – holding a banner and cheering for Simon Wadsworth 
 

(See page 74 for Junior Camp’s 25th Anniversary picture!)  
 

Below: Venture Camp 2016 – who made the banner – all covered in paint!  
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 Preface by Simon Wadsworth  
Founder of Birmingham PHAB Camps in 1967  
50 years ago PHAB was an idea whose time had come. Since then it has helped to bring 
about some important changes in attitudes while giving much pleasure and fun to a lot of 
people. And it continues to go from strength to strength. 
 
PHAB has its own message: 50 years ago people that were ‘different’ were hidden away from ‘normal’ society. My 
first exposure to a different approach was in 1965 as a 17-year old counselor at the Hidden Valley Camp, which gave 
disabled and non-disabled 8 – 12 year old children a holiday at a beautiful facility in Poughkeepsie, New York . There 
it was apparent that initial barriers of disability and other differences were broken down by solid friendships that 
rapidly developed at the camp, and a mutually supportive and caring attitude prevailed. 
 
Being young, dumb, and idealistic, it made perfect sense to me to start PHAB in Birmingham, and to try to make this 
concept a cornerstone of our lives. At an early stage Jane Markham (now Jane Henson) of the Birmingham Young 
Volunteers Trust took up the cause and provided the drive and support to pull together our first camp in 1967. This 
was not an easy project even in those simpler times, but fortunately there were some wonderful adults that were 
incredibly supportive. These were from all walks of life – educators, social workers, business people, the Cadbury 
family, community volunteers, doctors and nurses. And we were joined by a great group of young people with a zest 
to help others and to improve the society that we all live in. 
 
50 years on we have all seen that Birmingham PHAB Camps has been right on target: the continued success is 
entirely because of the terrific volunteers who have been so dedicated.  Remarkably all are volunteers – there are no 
paid staff – and I can’t think of a any other example of such an organisation being sustained by unpaid staff alone. 
 
Now, aged 70, living in the USA for 46 years and far removed from Birmingham, it is has given me so much pleasure 
to be reacquainted with Birmingham PHAB Camps, and to know that all the effort was worthwhile. It was a simple 
idea whose time was right, and the idea was turned by many very special volunteers into a huge winner for lots of 
young people. All of those that made this possible are the heroes. Those that I know are Jane Markham, Tony Gray, 
Tony Rate, Maxine Ross-Wallis, and Andrew Miles, but over the 50 years there have been hundreds of others, many 
of whom come to light in the following pages. 
 

Simon Wadsworth – Memphis, Tennessee, 25th August 2017 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Simon Wadsworth on the first Camp at Lord Mayor Treloar in 1967 with (from left to right): Paul Murphy, Tommy Phillips,  

Lorraine Minchin, Leonard Palmer, Susan McEvoy (chair at front), (person behind Susan not known), William Shipley, Geoffrey Shipley, 

Stephen Nicholls, Trevor Shipley, Keith Boswell, Thomas Richardson, Terry Smith and Peter Ryan 



5 

 

 

 Introduction 

Birmingham PHAB Camps is a unique voluntary organisation that provides large-scale 
adventure holidays for disadvantaged young people from Birmingham. The yearly holiday 
programme comprises of up to eight holidays a year, four of which focus on integration,  
while the other four focus on young  people with specific cognitive needs and responses. 
The integrated holidays are distinct from other such schemes in that they comprise of an 
equal number of disabled and non-disabled young people going away together without any 
family members or home-carers present.  The equal ratio of abilities creates a much deeper 
understanding between the young people and a far more embedded sense of equality.  
 
The charity helps over 120 young people and families from Birmingham each year. It caters for every disability, 
including terminally ill children, and works with schools in under-achieving areas of the city to identify non-disabled 
children most in need of a break and an opportunity to see their world from another perspective. The shift in their 
outlook and demeanour, as a result of the holidays, is breathtaking.  
 
No-one gets paid to run the organisation. It is an entirely voluntary endeavour. Accordingly, there are few overheads, 
and all funds raised go into running the holidays. 
 
Against all odds, this model has endured for fifty years because of the dedication of countless volunteers who have 
worked hard to continuously deliver holidays year-in-year-out to young people who need them and who clearly get 
so much from them.  
 
This book is split into two sections, a comprehensive history of the charity, followed by a scrapbook of memories 
kindly provided  by volunteers, children and friends of PHAB dating back from 1967 to present day. Take time to read 
them to marvel at the number of lives Birmingham PHAB Camps has changed, the uncanny shared experiences 
across fifty years, and the number of children and volunteers for whom their whole lives and careers have been 
inspired by what they experienced on the camps!   
 
This is a Birmingham success story worth exploring, with the hope that the charity prospers for another 50 years.  
 

 

Volunteers, Committee Members, and Participants from 1978 all the way through to present day  
Annual Sponsored Wheel and Walk  

2017  
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Left: The 1960’s Hidden Valley brochure that Simon used to demonstrate 

his idea to potential stakeholders 

Chapter 1 – beginnings… 
 

What happens if disabled children become part of an integrated world of children… not 
disabled and able-bodied children… but just children? 

 

Fresh Air Fund’s Hidden Valley Camp New York Brochure 1965 
 
Our story begins in the swinging 60s. For some, this will seem like a mythical age of flower power that took place an 
impossibly long time ago, whilst for others it probably still seems like yesterday. It was certainly a different time in 
many ways. We had not yet landed on the Moon. There were no mobile phones, no internet, no emails, not even 
faxes. Gas fires were in abundance and televisions had only three channels and were largely all black and white. 
Attitudes were different for better or for worse and opportunities for disabled and non-disabled children to make 
friends were all but non-existent. 
 
1967 saw the release of the Beatles album Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band, Concorde unveiled and the 
decriminalisation of homosexuality. The BBC had just replaced the actor playing Doctor Who for the first time, and 
Charlie Chaplin was in the UK to release his last ever film. 
 
It also saw the start of Birmingham PHAB Camps, which provided the first holiday of its kind in the UK¹, designed to 
provide a joint experience for disabled and non-disabled children together. It was conceived by a seventeen year old 
Cambridge University student from Birmingham named Simon Wadsworth two years prior.  
 
Simon left school in the summer of 1965 and went to America to experience being a Camp Counsellor at one of their 
infamous summer camps. Fortune would have it that the Camp that he was placed with was no ordinary camp. It was 
unique in that it recognised that disabled children spend much of their lives on the outside looking in, knowing no 
social horizon beyond the classroom, playing no part in the rough and tumble world of their peers. 
 
The Camp was the Fresh Air Fund’s Hidden Valley Camp in the state of New York. Its motto was: “where summer 
belongs to all children”; and it still exists to this day to provide summer camps for disabled and non-disabled children 
to play together. Its brochure at the time stated: 
 
“Some camps accept a few handicapped children in a program designed for able-bodied; others accept a few able-
bodied in a program designed for handicapped. The Herald Tribune Fresh Air Fund’s Hidden Valley is the pioneer in 
integrated camping for equal numbers of handicapped and non-handicapped children… in a program designed for all 
children.” 
 
The brochure also stated: “hopefully the Hidden Valley will influence the planning of camping everywhere… so that 

summer can belong to all children”. Simon clearly took this to 
heart because when he returned to the UK, to embark upon 
an Economics degree at Cambridge, he set to work on 
pioneering just such a venture for children in the UK.  
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

One of the first things Simon set out to do was identify a 
suitable destination and site for the camp he envisioned. He 
felt that adapted colleges for disabled people would make 
good sites, which he reasoned would be largely unused over 
the summer holidays.  
 

He soon hit upon the Lord Mayor Treloar College in Alton, 
Hampshire.  As early as December 1965, Simon had visited 
and met with Mr Heywood, the Warden of the College, and 
gained agreement in principle to hold a camp there.  

¹ The National Association of Youth Clubs were running short breaks called Treasure Trove Courses, shortly thereafter named PHAB Residential Courses, 
but for an older teenage/young adult age group, and not of this size and duration.  
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Greatly heartened by this immediate success, Simon went about looking for sponsorship with the intention of 
running the camp in summer 1966. However, despite meeting with key individuals of the day for advice, such as Sir 
Eric Clayson, Chairman of the Birmingham Post and Mail Group, Simon immediately hit a brick wall. On the 1st 
February 1966 he wrote to Mr Heywood to say “I have spent the last few months doing my best to find a sponsor for 
the scheme, and been totally unsuccessful.” Disheartened, Simon conceded that he had run out of time, and the 
scheme would have to be “shelved for this year at least”.   
 
Not to be discouraged for long, Simon then decided to write to Larry Mickolic, Director of the Fresh Air Fund, for 
advice and support. Referring to his time at their camp, Simon asked whether he could have some literature about 
the Hidden Valley, in order to share his vision to potential sponsors. Larry quickly wrote back saying that, “everyone 
at the Fresh Air Fund is inspired by your enthusiasm and proposed project.” He provided a copy of the Hidden Valley 
brochure and sympathised with the difficulties Simon was facing stating that, “every new program is always faced 
with pit-falls – but a bit of perseverance and ingenuity are two ingredients that ease the way”. He went on to give 
some sound advice, which proved to be incredibly true in light of the unique organisation that Birmingham PHAB 
Camps was to become. “No doubt your plans will begin to formulate – in relation to the specific conditions, 
environment, physical facilities, available leadership and money on hand. It will eventually have its own particular 
character. It would be foolhardy to attempt to duplicate the Hidden Valley program but it can be used as a source for 
ideas and the trick will be to adapt them.” 
 
Through a string of referrals, from Mr Paul Cadbury to what was then the Midlands Spastics Association, Simon was 
advised to approach the Birmingham Young Volunteers Trust (BYV), whereby, on the 30th March 1966, he met Jane 
Markham, the person who would give him all the help he required and more besides! BYV was an organisation 
grown by Lawrence Bailey, a Midlands schoolmaster, who convened a Council of twelve secondary schools, which 
were soon producing 500 young volunteers between them. In his book Youth to the Rescue², he explains, “one pupil 
from St Martins School (Malvern Hall) proved such a dynamic personality and outstanding organiser that she was 
offered the post of full-time Organising Officer of BYV. This offer was made while she was still at school, and she 
began work only a month after leaving in September 1965”. That Jane and Simon were both less than twenty years 
old when they met, makes what they went on to do together all the more remarkable.  

 

Early correspondence from Mr Heywood at Lord Mayor Treloar  

² Youth to the Rescue by Lawrence C Bailey. Published by ARTHUR JAMES LIMITED 1967  

 
 

Simon Wadsworth on the first PHAB camp at 
Lord Mayor Treloar 1967 

 

 

Jane Markham on a BYV Adventure Camp (at Windmill House in Alvechurch) 1967                                                 
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It would seem that these two teenagers hit it off immediately. Simon’s vision played directly into the remit Jane was 
responsible for, to develop day trips and residential opportunities outside of Birmingham for disadvantaged children. 
BYV’s original purpose was to act as a matching service of volunteers to regional causes, referred to as a “clearing 
house”.  
 
Jane, however, wanted BYV to also initiate projects of its own. As such, by March 1966 she was already in the 
process of setting up Adventure Camps, an initiative for inner city children to enjoy short breaks just outside of the 
city, initially as day outings and later as residential opportunities³. She was acutely aware, however, of the need to 
do more for the large number of disabled children in Birmingham, and Simon’s idea of an integrated Camp appealed 
to her greatly.  
 
Immediately after their first meeting, Jane wrote to Simon saying, “I was very glad to have the opportunity of 
meeting you this morning and hearing all about your scheme… I shall certainly do all that I can to help you in every 
way”; and help she did. Until now, Simon had been looking for financial sponsors, but – in Jane – BYV were providing 
much more than that. Jane became the lead organiser of the Camp. With help from the BYV assistant Angela Hipkins, 
and an occasional typist called Sally, she provided all the administration required – setting up a bank account (with 
Lloyds Bank), volunteer recruitment and training, contact with schools and various youth services for child referrals, 
site visits, activity schedules, and the many other logistics that go into running a PHAB camp. Given the work 
involved, it is clear that Simon could never have done all this on his own as a full-time student based in Cambridge; 
but in partnering with BYV the perfect balance was struck. Simon was the quiet force of nature, never giving up on 
the vision, and constantly looking for ways to make it work, and fund-raising hard to do so. Jane was the one with 
the aptitude and backing of BYV to focus on the detail. Together they became a great team, rarely out of touch for 
more than a few weeks at a time for the next two years. 
 
Whilst they had full confidence they would succeed, both Simon and Jane had 
the humility to seek advice and support wherever possible. Together they 
formed a small executive advisory group, which met for the first time on the 
18th April 1966. It took place at the BYV office on Spring Road, just off the 
Bristol Road near the city centre (pictured right). The office space was 
provided to BYV by the Birmingham Association of Youth Clubs that still exists 
to this day. BYV’s administrative support to PHAB was to last until the early 
1970’s, during which time number 25 Spring Road was effectively 
Birmingham PHAB Camps’ administrative headquarters.     

 

The advisory group consisted of Dr Pasi, a disability specialist of Indian origin, whom Jane and Simon praise highly in 
their correspondence, Dr Isabelle Cant from the Birmingham Children’s Hospital, and Faith Maddox who had 

prominence in the provision of youth clubs in the 
region. Simon, in particular, was impressed by Faith’s 
apparent commitment to the cause and thereafter she 
was listed as joint-organiser alongside Simon and Jane. 
The scarcity and length between their correspondences 
suggests this was largely in name only, but Faith did 
attend the first camp as a volunteer, along with her 
fourteen-year-old brother Cliff, who took part as a 
participant and features prominently in a story yet to 
come!⁵˙¹ One thing of note about Faith is that it would 
appear the name “PHAB Camp” was her suggestion, 
based on the acronym that had been most recently 
coined by the National Association of Youth Clubs of 
which she was a member. Simon credits her with as  
much in his first letter to her immediately after the first 
meeting.  
 

 

 

PHAB Camps office space 1966 — 1972 

25 Spring Road (taken late 70s) home to the Birmingham Association of Youth Clubs and BYV 

 

 

Cliff Maddox, Anne Price (volunteer), Faith Maddox (joint organiser), 
Susan Jordan, Michael McCann, Lorraine Minchin and Peter Barnett. 
(Day out at Beaulieu Motor Museum first PHAB Camp 1967)  

³ The Adventure Camps were an immense success, continuing to run until 2011 before sadly folding, a stark reminder of how vulnerable small  
organisations like Birmingham PHAB Camps are, and that they must never be taken for granted.     
⁵˙¹ See page 37. 
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The basic format of the first camp was thrashed out in that first meeting and deviated little thereafter. Moreover, 
both Simon and Jane continued to reach out to those whom they could learn from to ensure the camp’s success. 
Simon contacted Leonard Robinson, who had pioneered the Boy Scouts Agoonoree camp for disabled and non-
disabled scouts twenty years prior in 1947, and quickly paid up to attend their 1966 summer camp as an observer. 
Sadly, he was not able to go due to a slipped disc, which continued to cause him a huge amount of pain for the rest 
of the year. In a letter to Jane in May 1966, having been bedbound for a week, he stated, “I am encased from waist 
to neck in plaster as a result of my slipped disc, and I have to keep the damned thing on for two months – until July!” 
Nevertheless, he accepted an invitation from Leonard to join him at his house for dinner later that year, where 
Leonard shared examples of their medical forms and camp information.  
  
Jane meanwhile, pursued contact with Miss Mary Robinson, Training Officer, for the National Association of Youth 
Clubs (NAYC). Part of Mary’s remit at NAYC included the running of Treasure Trove Courses, a concept developed ten 
years prior, to begin integrating disabled and non-disabled teenagers and young adults, aged 15 – 25, through clubs 
and short breaks. This went on to grow and develop over time to become Phab England⁴. In fact, it is worthy of note 
that Jane and Simon had both independently contacted Mary in 1965 prior to meeting each other, which 
demonstrates just how in tune they were and how fortuitous that they met, as it is unlikely that either could have 
achieved this alone. Having both visited one of Miss Robinson’s Treasure Trove Courses at Avon Tyrrell in summer 
1966, Jane wrote to her again in January 1967. She told her that she and Simon had “just had a meeting together 
with Faith” and that she felt “very inadequate and inexperienced to be doing this”, and asked therefore if they could 
meet to run through their plans. It would seem that both Jane and Simon had to persevere through bouts of ill health 
during this time, because Jane then underwent a short spell in hospital, but met up with Mary at the NAYC 
headquarters on Devonshire Street London come February. PHAB still has Jane’s notes of Mary’s suggestions at the 
meeting, which included invaluable insights on how to structure the camp, some still in evidence on the camps to 
this day, and others more in keeping with the time such as square dancing!  
 
With all the support and encouragement in place, things were finally underway. Until this time, all official 
correspondence went out under the BYV brand, but Simon was determined PHAB Camps should have its own distinct 
identity, and the organisation started corresponding under its own letterhead from January 1967. Funding was still 
an issue. Most of this fell to Simon, who also drew up the budget, to secure. It must have been fairly soul destroying 
at first, as the records show the large number of organisations Simon contacted and how few were able to help. At 
one stage, it looked hopeful that Patrick Motors might support. However, they seemed confused by the integration 
aspect, and wondered if it would be better to make the camp purely for disabled young people. Simon replied, 
stating that it was the integration aspect that was so important, and that otherwise, “I would not be bothering to 
start it”. Eventually however, largely through the help of various Cadbury family donations, some financial support 
from the City of Birmingham Department of Education, a contribution from Simon’s parents, and other small 
donations, the a total of £879.11 was secured to fund the camp. Accounting for inflation, this equates to £14,642.90 
in today's money; a phenomenal amount to have raised. It was agreed, right from the outset, that this should be 
subsidised by participant and volunteer contributions, which then averaged around £2.10 and £5 respectively. 
Speaking in 2017, David Yapp, a ten-year-old boy on the 1968 Junior Camp, recalls the figure, saying that, “it was the 
best £2 my parents ever spent on me ‒ sending me to the camp ‒ and something I will never forget for the rest of my 
life.” 
 

Simon had always intended to put the camp together and attend as a 
volunteer, but not to lead it, so a suitable leader needed to be found. 
This was achieved by Jane who wrote to Simon early in 1967 to say that 
she had found someone ideal – a mature student, in his mid-thirties, 
doing his second year of Social Studies at the University of Birmingham. 
He appealed to Jane in particular because he had had previous 
experience of looking after children with cerebral palsy in a residential 
setting, as what was then termed a “house-father”, which she felt, 
rightly as it turned out, gave him the prerequisite skills to lead a 
voluntary team giving personal care for the first time. Recollecting Doug 
many years later, Tony Gray who volunteered on the camp said, “He’d 
had a varied career actually. He was half-Australian I think but he did 
not have an accent, and his first profession was as an actor. But the 
irregular wages, and the fact that he was married with a child, made 
him look for other work and he became a British Airways steward, prior 
to the social work which led him to us”.  

⁴ The spelling of Phab is not capitalised for Phab England, and the two organisations are separate.  

 

 

 

Doug Stewart, leader of the first PHAB Camp,  

with the children in the Dining Hall  1967 

Lord Mayor Treloar 1967 
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With Doug secured, Jane went about organising a full training weekend for all the volunteers, which Mary Robinson 
had stressed was a necessary measure. Birmingham PHAB Camps’ first ever “Training Day” took place over the 
weekend of the 13th May 1967 at Windmill House in Alvechurch. It consisted of:  
 
 1. A talk by Miss Fairhead – Assistant Director of the British Red Cross Society on the practicalities of running a 
 residential holiday for children. 
 2. A session from Mr Ivor Mitchell – Head Teacher of Wilson Stuart School – on different types of disabilities 
 including Cerebral Palsy, Muscular Dystrophy, Haemophilia, Spina Bifida, and Thalidomide. 
 3. A talk from The Lady Jean Mackenzie on how to facilitate integration.  
 
Jane had worked particularly hard to get the latter speaker, as she was a Vice Chairman on the Council of the 
National Association of Youth Clubs at the time, and had experience of working on the Treasure Trove courses with 
Mary Robinson. Tony Gray, who attended the Training Weekend, remembers with some amusement how she was 
not introduced merely as Lady Jean Mackenzie but THE Lady Jean Mackenzie! 
 
The key messages delivered on the day still resonate. Miss Fairhead explained the importance of visiting families 
beforehand to find out the children’s needs and interests. Mr Mitchell stressed that it was important to expand the 
children’s horizons and make them realise what they are capable of doing and how all children, “must be treated as 
intelligent beings”. The Lady Jean Mackenzie followed this up by stating that volunteers “must not have pity, but 
accept each other as fellow people with individual personal abilities”. Speaking years later in 2017, at the age of 89, 
Lady Jean said, "I don't fully remember the day, but I know I would have said 'you must be patient and you must 
encourage children to do things for themselves by themselves rather than always do things for them, because that is 
what parents always did. For parents it was so much quicker to do everything for a child than to wait for them to do 
it, but if you did wait you would see such a change in the child by the end of the holiday'. 
 
The training weekend was clearly a success, not only in preparing the volunteers, but also in providing further 
guidance to the leaders of the best structure to pursue. Jane subsequently wrote to “The Lady” to say, “How can I 
begin to thank you for all that you have done for us this weekend? I do not know where to start. All I can say is that 
without you, it would not have been possible and we should not have been able to get down to all the details that we 
did. The more I think about the weekend the more I realise how valuable it has been and how much we have all 
learnt. I personally feel very much happier about the whole situation, and I think that Simon and Faith realise more of 
what is involved in the whole running of the camp”.  
 
Tony Gray said of the training that it was the first time he met Simon. “He was just this really nice guy, softly spoken, 
who’d got this really good idea. He was interested in whatever you had to contribute, and listened to whatever you 
had to say. He was intelligent and really quite self-effacing, which came across later on the camp as well. He and the 
others helped make us all feel very excited that day, making it already feel like a terrific team, which transcended our 
different ages and made no matter of them. That felt amazing to me as a volunteer straight out of school not yet 
started at university!” 
 
Carol Smith, one the other volunteers said, “Simon was a charismatic personality who impressed me greatly and 
influenced the way I thought about people less fortunate than myself – one of the nicest people I have ever met”. 
                    
 

 

 

 

Early letterheads: The BYV letterhead which was used initially, and then the original PHAB Camp letterhead that Simon had produced early 1967  
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One area that had not been considered was the laundry. 
An agreement was therefore reached to put up a 
clothesline in the boiler room of the college as a make-do 
drying room, and arrangements were made soon 
thereafter with a local laundry near the camp, to come 
and collect all the sheets at the end of the camp, with the 
promise of a “quick return service of draw sheets for bed-
wetters” if required!  
 
Work took place in earnest in the months that followed to 
get everything in place. It cannot be underestimated the 
time it would have taken to send the hundreds of letters 
that Jane and Simon did between them, many of which 
PHAB still has on file, to handle all logistics, book the 
activities and communicate with everyone involved.  
 

Absent was the ease of email; almost everything was done by post back and forth, with the waiting game in 
between. 
 
Final negotiations with the Lord Mayor Treloar College went well. Unlike today, the College had not opened its doors 
to a group over the summer, and they seemed eager to support in any way they could. In April 1967 the Warden of 
the College wrote to Simon to say that “the Head Cook (Mr Buckland) says that several of his staff would be quite 
willing to stay here for the period July 31st ‒ August 13th, and I gather they will not be unduly fussy about the amount 
of extra pay which they might get. May I suggest therefore, he would be quite content with, say, £7 a week, and the 
others something like £5 a week.” This was an amazing result for the camp as it removed all responsibility of the 
catering for the fortnight. Similarly, the College came to the rescue with transport, making their mini-bus, with 
hydraulic lift, and Commer van available to them along with their drivers, whilst charging only for petrol. It was also 
agreed that PHAB could have use of their indoor swimming pool from 11.15am – 12.30pm and 4pm – 6pm 
throughout the camp. It is clear the College could not have been more accommodating. Nevertheless, it is a sign of 
the times that the one area of contention for them was provision for incontinent children. As the camp drew closer 
they raised this on numerous occasions in their correspondence, stating they had “a specific area for 'incontinents' to 
sleep” and seeking assurance that they would not use the pool. Simon wrote back giving complete assurance, whilst 
our photos tell another story once they were on the camp! 
 
On the 25th July, just a matter of days before the camp, catastrophe struck. The assigned nurse, a Miss Elkes referred 
by Burton-on-Trent Hospital, had to pull out of the camp due to illness. There was no back up in place and Jane and 
Simon were at a loss. Simon recalls telling his parents that he felt he was going to have cancel the camp and let 
everyone down. In fact, it was Simon's mother who came to the rescue, identifying a retired nurse named Sister 
Hilda Tither who was willing to take on the role. Tony Gray recalls Miss Tither’s live-in companion later saying how 
she came home to find Miss Tither and Simon on their knees in the front room going through all the medical forms 
quite possibly on the eve of the camp. Agreeing to take on such a responsibility at such short notice on a brand new 
and experimental venture, was quite something. Miss Tither had indeed saved the day, and she was to continue 
volunteering on the camps right through to 1970, after which she turned 70 herself, which she felt was her time to 
stop. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The stage was now set. Transport was booked to take 40 children to Alton. An advance party was arranged, and 
leadership was handed over to Doug Stewart. The first ever Birmingham PHAB Camp was about to begin! 

 

Miss Tither, the first nurse, and Doug Stewart, the first 

leader (photo taken a year later on Senior Camp 1968) 

 

Laundry matters  

 

Tommy Phillips (centre); Lorraine Minchin (right) 

went on Camp in 1967 (photo taken Senior 1968) 
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 Chapter 2 – the first camp… 
 

...if someone was to give you a gift in life of something… that is the most wonderful gift to 
give to a child – friends. For a child to have friends… People they can relate to. 
 

Liz McCann 2017 (child on the first ever camp 1967) 

 
The first ever Birmingham PHAB Camp took place over twelve days from Monday 31st July to Friday 11th August 1967. 
There were 40 children and around twenty volunteers. The camp was primarily designed for the 8 – 12 year old age 
group, effectively what Junior Camp is today, but some older children were referred and accepted also. It should be 
noted that, although Simon, Jane and Faith had taken inspiration from both the Treasure Trove Camps (which were 
to spawn Phab England) and the Agoonaree Scout camp, neither of these catered for any children younger than 
fifteen, so this is categorically the first time anything like this had been done in the UK to integrate this age group in 
equal numbers. 
 
In the lead up to the camp, Simon and Jane had received advice from the various parties they were speaking to, not 
to over-stretch themselves in terms of the disabilities they were to cater for the first time round. Simon's early 
correspondence indicates that he heeded this point, but by the time of the camp itself there had clearly been a 
change of heart, given the range of disabilities catered for on the camp, and the level of personal care required as a 
result. Whether this was just in response to the overwhelming needs of those being referred, or whether it can be 
put down to Doug Stewart's experience and belief in the project, or whether Simon had always intended that the 
camp should have no boundaries, and had simply been paying lip-service to his "superiors", is not clear... 
Nevertheless, it seems quite possible that having recruited Doug as leader, their confidence grew. Tony Gray 
remembers of Doug that he was a pragmatic type, highly experienced in the personal care of disabled young people, 
who had the strength to confront other adults seeking to place limitations on them. 
 
Correspondence shows that Doug was visiting the BYV offices in the months leading up to the camp and it is quite 
likely that Jane Markham consulted closer with him than Simon on the make-up of children on Camp, and the range 
that could be catered for.  
 
Testament, then, to the pioneering example set by Birmingham PHAB's first camp, and in the face of caution from 
others, the make-up of young children was as follows: 
 
Twenty-five children were classified as disabled, and these were drawn mainly from the following schools in 
Birmingham : 
 
 Fifteen physically disabled children from: Victoria School, Wilson Stuart School and Brays School.  
 Six children subject to some form of illness, autistic spectrum disorder or fragile constitution from The Pines 

School, Shenstone Road School, and Uffculme School. 
 A family of four brothers, the Shipleys, attended the camp, three of whom were deaf and without speech. 

They were referred by the Birmingham Family Service Unit, and continued to come on the camps up to the 
early 1970's. 

 There was also a profoundly physically disabled girl, Susan Jordan, who was in residence at Stoke Mandeville 
Hospital, referred through the City of Birmingham Children’s Department and considered to be in real need of 
the social interaction that camp could offer.  

 
The types of disability included: Muscular Dystrophy (3), Spina bifida (2), Congenital heart (1), Spastic paraplegia (5), 
Severe kidney malfunction (1), Chondrodysphasia (1), deaf and mute (3), Hydrochephalus (1),  Haemophilia (1). There 
were also two further children with emotional instability, and one who had suffered as a result of an accident. Some 
children suffered from myope or asthma in addition to the above and two were doubly incontinent. Nocturnal 
enuresis was common with three children. 
 
Fifteen children were classified as non-disabled, and all but two were recommended by Mr Gene Pack of the 
Birmingham Parks Department, described by Tony Gray as “a charismatic youth leader and sociologist who ran an  
Adventure Playground in Sparkbrook and was greeted by much excitement by all the children the day he visited the  
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camp”. Gene Pack obviously did a huge amount for youth in the area, and is still well remembered to this day by the 
three McCann children who came on the first camp. Certainly, he was well versed in the needs of youth in under 
achieving areas of Birmingham, and there could have been no one better to identify non-disabled young people who 
would benefit from the camp. Gene was to join PHAB's committee later that year but unfortunately left the area 
shortly afterwards. He was a great help to PHAB in that time, and a terrific champion for young people. He is known 
for contributing to Professor John Rex's ground-breaking study, 'Race, Community, and Conflict: A Study of 
Sparkbrook' which examined the possible role of the housing shortages in Birmingham in the rise of 'racial' conflict.  
 
The other two children were referred by the N.S.P.C.C. The majority of these children came from large families in the 
Balsall Heath and Sparkbrook area of Birmingham. None of the children would have had a holiday if it were not for 
PHAB. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lorraine Minchin, Peter Ryan, and Tommy Phillips enjoying the first PHAB Camp in 1967 

Peter had MD, and Tommy had Haemophilia  

All three children were to come again.  Lorraine came right through into 1970  
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Writing in the first camp report, Simon stated, "The main plan of the camp was to integrate the physically 
handicapped with the able bodied, and achieve total acceptance of everyone into a consolidated group." There was 
clearly some effort made to ensure that the learning age of the young people was largely consistent, so that no 
matter what the physical disability or communication difficulty, a bond could be formed, expanding the horizons and 
perceptions of both peer groups. 
 
Come the week of the Camp, an advance party of volunteers, recruited at the Training Weekend, went up to the 
Camp first to get the site ready. The other volunteers and the children all met at the Hall of Memory on Broad Street, 
ready to depart by coach at 10.30am. Simon had arranged for the coach to stop off at around 12.30pm at the 
Watney Lyon Motel near Oxford, asking initially whether the children would be able to bring packed lunches and 
purchase drinks. As luck would have it, in an act of incredible generosity, the assistant manager wrote back to say 
they would be "prepared to provide a light meal and squashes free of charge for (all forty) children". Jane then asked, 
in the politest way possible, whether they might extend their kind offer to include their return journeys as well, 
which they did! Subsequent correspondence between them indicates that the stop-offs were an immense success, 
both in terms of the food provided and the care and attention of the motel staff. This is a good example of the 
kindness that many were to show towards the first PHAB camp, and indeed, the resourcefulness of Simon and Jane, 
and the level of detail which went into each aspect of their planning.  
 
An extract from Simon Wadsworth's post-camp report, written in 1967, aptly chronicles that first camp. 
 
"It was intended to see how successful the camp was in achieving its objectives, and how they could be better 
achieved in future, since the camp was designed basically as an experiment. 
 
A basic programme for the ten days of the actual camp was worked out. There were two full days out, one at 
Christchurch on a boating trip, and another day at the Beaulieu Montagu Motor Museum. The remaining eight days 
followed a fairly regularised programme. However, the programme was designed to be flexible enough to be altered 
if ideas for improvement emerged while at the camp, and indeed the details were deliberately not worked out until 
we had actually assembled most of the key volunteers at the camp. 
 
The daily schedule was organised so that breakfast was at 8.30am (volunteers rising at 7.15am, children at 7.30am) 
for an hour and a half. After breakfast, the children were divided up into three groups for art, music or drama. At the 
beginning of the holiday they had decided which group they would like to go in for and, within reason, they remained 
in these groups so that something could be produced by each group at the end of the holiday on the open-day that 
was planned. After a break at 11am the children either went swimming, took part in archery, or played table tennis or 
billiards, etc. Lunch was at 1pm and after a rest period of forty minutes, different activities took place. On several 
days, tea outings for parties of twelve children to ladies living locally were arranged. Those were a great success, and 
were much enjoyed by everyone. We also arranged a shopping trip to Alton, pony riding, a trip for all the children to 
the local fete at Bentley, a treasure hunt, and other such activities. Tea was at 4pm and after that, except for those 
who were out on other activities, more games, swimming, etc., were organised. Supper was at 6.30pm with varying 
activities organised afterwards (e.g. barbecues, parties, football, magician entertainment, etc). There was 
considerable free time for children to play amongst themselves, as this was felt to be most important. Bedtime was at 
8.30pm approximately, with lights out at 9.15pm. 
 
The camp was without doubt a success, and this was due to a number of favourable circumstances. One reason was 
the fact that we had a friendly group of well-adjusted children but also a crucial factor was the adaptability and 
initiative of the volunteer staff. Another factor was the Lord Mayor Treloar College, which was almost ideal in 
situation and layout. 
 
The main object of the camp, which was to integrate all the children, was successfully achieved apart from a few 
exceptions. Two of the deaf children, although apparently enjoying themselves thoroughly, did not mix well with the 
other children. On the other hand another child, who was also deaf, was one of our most successful protégés, making 
many friends, and making a great deal of progress in communication. One girl was taken home after a week, since 
her parents insisted on ringing her up every evening at least once, and often twice, with the consequence that she 
was homesick, and unsettled the other children, and consumed an unfair proportion of the staff’s time. Our spina 
bifida boy was rather a difficult case, and did not mix well with the other children. On the other hand all these 
children benefited enormously from the holiday. 
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Our outstanding successes amongst the disabled children were the two brothers who had muscular dystrophy (Philip 
and Terry Smith), and the little girl with spina bifida (Susan McEvoy). One boy with asthma arrived apparently hating 
the rest of the world, and left far more mature, and yet full of fun and goodwill, far more happy, and with many 
friends. However, every volunteer would quote different cases as being the most outstanding. All the less disabled 
children benefited enormously from being with physically more able children. All the more severely disabled children 
benefited by finding many able bodied friends, and by finding out how successful they could be in different activities, 
and learning to accept where their disabilities affected them in other activities in a philosophical way. 

 
The able bodied children were kind and considerate in dealing with the disabled children, and learnt to accept them 
and their restrictions without question. They learnt a certain amount of unselfishness, how to live with others, and 
became far more independent and mature away from home. There is no doubt that they all enjoyed themselves 
tremendously. 

 
Everyone, including the staff, felt that the camp was an outstanding success, making it an unforgettable experience. 
None of the volunteers at the camp have any doubt at all that every single child benefited in some way, and that all 
the objectives of the camp were achieved. None of them have any doubts also about the value of this work and the 
fact that it must continue, and that this is necessarily only a beginning.” 

 
Reading the above report now, there's both a profound resonance with the present as well as echoes of a different 
time when you read of "tea outings" to "ladies living locally". In fact, these excursions took a lot of organising, with 
Simon and Jane writing to a number of quite wealthy ladies in the area and suggesting that the children have a 
chance to come and visit their homes.  There were about six different houses visited in total. Liz McCann, one of the 
children remembers visiting Mrs Jean Shaw's house (Westwood) in Alresford, "they’d laid on a huge spread – ooh it 
was lovely to see – and there were all these freshly made cakes – probably baked by each of the different ladies – and 
we were invited to try them all. I remember that was really great – I can see us all smiling and laughing and they were 
saying to me 'which cake do you prefer?' – I think maybe they had a competition amongst themselves for who’d 
baked the best cake!" 

 

The stories to come later on in “the scrapbook of memories” from former children and volunteers will pay testament 
to what an incredible experience that first camp was. 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Far left: Trevor Shipley (speaking brother of the Shipleys); Leonard Palmer, Stephen Nichols, Bob Smith (volunteer); Anthony 
Murphy, Paul Murphy, and William Shipley. Girl in chair is Susan McEvoy  
(Lorraine Minchin, Peter Ryan, and Tommy Phillips just visible in the background)  
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 Chapter 3 – handing over... 

 

We all came back from that first camp in 1967 thinking this is something very very 
wonderful, and we have been privileged to take part in it. It needs to continue. 
  

Tony Gray 2017 (Volunteer 1967 ‒ 1997, 2017) 

 

In a letter written just days after the camp on the 18th August 1967, Jane Markham wrote to Simon to thank him for 
the "beautiful flowers" he had sent her and her assistant Angela Hipkins, and went on to say "I can't tell you how 
thrilled I am with the way that everything seemed to go, particularly with the way the children integrated very well 
from the beginning. ...I do hope you feel as gratified as we do in the way everything has gone and may I sincerely say 
congratulations to you on organising, as you did, the whole of the planning of the camp down there. I am sure that 
you could not have done it without the help of Doug and the others, but this is your Brain Child and you should feel 
very gratified to have seen such a successful camp". 
 
Simon's and Jane's letters to each other, once so formal back in early 1966, had become much more that of 
comrades by now, and in the following months the letters between them flew back and forth once more as they set 
forth on plans for 1968. 

 
 
In later months Simon's typewriter would seem to give up the ghost, as he reverted to ever more illegible scrawl, 
leading Jane to write...  

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
In the months that followed the two of them worked extremely hard to get the word out about the camp's success 
to put it in a good place to continue. The camp got good coverage in the Birmingham Evening Mail and, in one of her 
letters to Simon, Jane mentions looking forward to seeing "the film" of the camp, although sadly this now seems 
consigned to history. Jane set to work forming a Committee, writing to over twenty people working in services for 
young people throughout Birmingham, whilst Simon sent out copies of the report to potential new funders.  
 
Come 1968, PHAB's future already seemed assured thanks to their hard work. The Committee comprised an 

impressive group of experts from the region willing to help shape the 
future of the camps. The Chair was Ivor Mitchell, the Headmaster of 
Wilson Stuart, one of Birmingham’s most prominent specialist education 
schools. Having Ivor chair and champion PHAB in its second year of 
operation, gave the organisation credibility, reach and standing right from 
the outset, beyond that which could have been hoped for.  

 

Simon Wadsworth writing to Jane Markham 8th October 1967  

 

Jane Markham writing to Simon Wadsworth 6th March 1968 

 

Ivor Mitchell (2015), first Chair of PHAB Camps 1967-68  (Head of Wilson Stuart, 1960s-70s) 
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Ivor had seen what the first camp had achieved for the disabled children at his school, and was willing to vouch for 
the validity of their experience, and the unique integration aspect of the project, to Birmingham Children's Services 
and other head-teachers throughout the region. This really put Birmingham PHAB Camps on the map. Although 
stepping down as Chair relatively soon after the second set of camps were successfully completed, Ivor remained on 
the Committee for a number of years more, continuing to demonstrate to others his confidence in the organisation. 
In 1988 Ivor was awarded an OBE for his services to sport for disabled people, and his obituary in The Guardian 
(08.02.2016) states "he is remembered for his extraordinary energy, compassion, conviction and terrier-like tenacity". 
 
It says a lot for the three pioneers of the charity  ̶  Simon Wadsworth the Founder, Jane Markham the Organiser, and 
Doug Stuart the Camp Leader  ̶  that none of them considered themselves in charge; neither did they feel they owned 
it beyond making the first camp a success. To that end, both Simon and Jane stepped back in 1968, whilst Doug 
agreed to lead the first of the next two camps that summer, paving the way for others to step up and lead thereafter. 
This, more than anything, is most likely what has kept the charity going as long as it has, because it made clear from 
the outset that the charity is its own entity, belonging to those willing to take it forward and lead it for however long 
or short. As a result, beyond what it took Simon to get people to believe in it, Birmingham PHAB Camps has never 
been reliant on one person, or bound to the strict precepts of a Founder not willing to let others take the reins to see 
it rise or fall. 
 
In a letter to Mr Paul Cadbury, October 1967, when writing to thank him for his donation, Simon explained "I am 
relinquishing my role as organiser, since I begin my final year at Cambridge tomorrow"; a stark reminder that Simon 
did all this around studying for an Economics degree miles away from Birmingham. 

 
Simon remained on the Committee until late 1969, and continued to source 
and bring in funds during this period, as well writing down the aims of the 
charity as he saw them at PHAB's request, when work began on the first 
promotional booklet at the end of 1968. In this he stated:  
"The main aim is to integrate ... It seems to me that a special role of PHAB 
Camp should be to take children from specialist schools who are held back 
there and throw them (reasonably gently) into a society of wider children and 
thereby encourage them to extend themselves. ...The able-bodied children 
benefit just as much from being away from home and enjoying a 'camp' 
environment and joint experiences with the other children. They also learn to 
have sympathy and knowledge of others' difficulties, and to accept and live 
with each of the children who they might otherwise grow up not to tolerate in 
society when they become adults.  ...Last but not least... many of the 
advantages the able bodied children get apply to the volunteers as well, given 
the experience of taking responsibility and doing constructive and useful 
work."   
 

 

It is astounding how these words mirror the exact aims of the charity today, particularly given that Simon then 
moved permanently to America in 1971, losing touch with the charity thereafter. Simon built a life, career and family 
out there with his wife Jill and did not hear again from Birmingham PHAB Camps until 2016, when the current 
committee managed to track him down having found all his letters at the back of a volunteer's shed! Naturally being 
surprised at being contacted all these years later, Simon wrote back to say "congratulations on taking PHAB to the 
next level, and maintaining it for all these years. I always felt that PHAB can be part of a great solution to help all kids 
to lead a full life. 50 years ago this was an unusual approach." At this point Simon's mother was still alive and took 
much pleasure in hearing that PHAB had been in touch, reminding Simon of her role in securing PHAB's first nurse at 
the last minute. Speaking of his experience of setting up a charity whilst studying Economics, Simon explained, "I felt 
capable of a career in business but also had aspirations in the not-for-profit sector as a direct result of what I'd 
experienced with PHAB, and I well remember discussing which to go into with my father. Well business won out (for 
better or for worse!) and led me to take a graduate degree in the US, where I have remained ever since." 
  
On re-engaging with the charity all these years later, Simon has expressed much surprise and pledged support for its 
current work. "I'm just glad that it keeps doing good and I am truly in awe of what the volunteers do now". 
 
 

 

 

Aims of PHAB summarised and hand  

written by Simon in October 1968 
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Jane Markham also stepped away during this period. Her work, in organising the UK's first integrated holiday for 
children, had not gone unnoticed and she had been approached by Mary Robinson to take on her work developing 
the 'national Phab concept' being pioneered by the National Association of Youth Clubs, which had so far only 
focused on integration experiences for young adults in terms of their residential courses. On the 6th March 1968 Jane 
wrote to Simon to say "I have finally decided to take the job with Mary Robinson, and shall therefore become 
Assistant Training Officer for NAYC with responsibility for the development of 'Phab'!". This makes for a fascinating 
footnote in Birmingham PHAB Camps' history, given that it demonstrates that the work went on to contribute to 
what became Phab England. The two organisations continue to enjoy affiliation to this day, but it is important to 
understand that they are distinct from each from other. Phab England exists primarily to support the inception of 
'Phab Clubs' around the country. They offer some summer camps to club members nationally that tend to involve 
carers and family members as well. Birmingham PHAB Camps meanwhile, has a single mission: to provide holidays 
with a mission to integrate disabled and non‒disabled young people from Birmingham under the proviso of 
providing full personal care so as to create a respite experience away from home for the children, and a break for the 
parents, siblings and carers. 
 
Speaking as Mrs Jane Henson in 1976, Jane wrote a small piece for the tenth anniversary of BYV, "Many things were 
learnt by all who went on that camp... especially by the children who seemed to accept one another and the abilities 
and disabilities which taught us all a great deal. The children were sufficiently young not to be inhibited by 
sophistication and were able to question one another and learn from one another in a very open way."  
 
Birmingham PHAB Camps tracked down Jane Markham in July 2017, just in time for the 50th celebrations! It was 
critical to do so given that without her foresight to persuade her employer ‒ BYV   ̶  to allow her to dedicate time to 
the administration of PHAB, it is unlikely Simon would ever have got the practical support needed to get it off the 
ground.  
 
Over lunch with Maxine Ross-Wallis (current Chair) and Andrew Miles (current Vice Chair) 17th July 2017, Maxine 
said to Jane "We have always known that children enjoy the camps, so when we get the feedback it's lovely to hear 
but it's not a great surprise. But when we started organising the 50th, we started talking to children from thirty years 
back, then forty years back and then fifty years back. And every single person we have spoken to says 'it's changed 
my life'. And they're not saying it because we're prompting them, they're saying it because it has. They've largely 
shaped their careers on it, or they've gone on to defend the right of others, or there's been something that they've 
taken from it. Even if they just did one week fifty years ago, in some way it changed them. I don't think I really 
realised that. And that is what you and Simon have done. You've done that. And all these thousands of children have 
had life changing experiences ‒ life changing ‒ because of what you guys set up, and what we've continued to run.  
 

How incredible is that?" 
 

 

Simon Wadsworth (centre left) reunited with Tony Gray (centre right) for the first time since 1969. Both were on the first camp 

together in 1967 and were on committee together until Simon left 1969/70. Both are pictured here meeting with Maxine Ross-

Wallis (far right) and Andrew Miles (far left), current Chair and Vice Chair of the charity, in February 2017 
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Jane responded: 
  
"Well it's breath-taking. I really, really mean that. For me to 
hear some of the stories you emailed me, I just wept. I 
couldn't believe it because ‒ yes you know that there were 
lives changed then ‒ but you don't imagine that's going to 
go on happening. Some of those children were from 
desperate situations, particularly the non‒disabled children 
that year, desperate situations. But I can always remember 
one evening walking through Treloar College and hearing 
the children question each other about their disabilities, in 
the way that adults never would, and then the next day it 
not even being an issue. And we thought then, 'gosh this is 
exactly what kids do; this is exactly what we wanted to 
happen'. It's just deeply humbling to think that something 
we did fifty years back, because we believed it would be 
really great, has just gone on and on and on. I can't believe 
it. But it's much more due to you lot than it is to me. To think 
of all those committee members and hundreds of volunteers 
who just kept believing in it. I'm so happy."  
 

 

 

 

Jane Markham (Henson) with Angie Hipkins (Purdom) July 2017 

Angie was Jane’s assistant at BYV, who helped prepare and type 

much of the PHAB correspondence 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jane Markham (Henson) and Maxine Ross-Wallis with Lydea Smart and  

Reheim Khan on Jane’s return to Junior 2017 

 

 

Jane and Liz McCann, who was a child on the first camp in 1967, 

meeting for the first time in fifty years, and Liz showing the 2017 

Junior kids some of the photos of the original camp 
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 Chapter 4 – onward... 
 

My mind has been swirling with memories of both the 1967 and 1968 camps when I was just 
a young boy. At the time, I was an able-bodied person but now I am disabled myself and I 
realise what people with disabilities go through. 

 

Michael Green 2017 (child on the first camp in 1967, and Senior Camp in 1968)  

 
One of the striking things about Birmingham PHAB Camps' history is how instantly the camp model was formed by 
that very first camp in 1967. It really needed no adaption and has endured for fifty years.  
 
The growth was instant. Two camps ran in 1968 ‒ Junior Camp for ages 8 to 11 and Senior Camp for ages 12 to 15 , 
each taking forty children in total. Selected children from the year before were intermingled with children new to the 
experience, a system that has operated ever since. In fact, a number of the children from that first camp, such as 
Lorraine Minchin (non-disabled), Susan McEvoy (spina bifida), the Philips brothers (muscular dystrophy) and the 
Shipley brothers (disabled and non-disabled), continued to come right through into the seventies. Worthy of note is 
that a group of six Americans came over from the states on an overseas volunteering scheme to volunteer on both 
camps that summer, adding further diversity and international reach to the scheme. Dan Olson, in particular, is 
remembered for his high spirits and guitar playing. Speaking years later in 2017, Dave Yapp, one of the children at 
the time, says "one memory that stands out is Dan Olson playing his guitar before bed, singing a song that still brings 
tears to my eyes now which was ‘We Shall Overcome’, which relates to Martin Luther King."  
 

The organisation model took a little longer to bed-in. As indicated in the last chapter, PHAB became managed and 
championed by a committee largely made up of experts in the region, with administration continuing to be carried 
out by BYV for around the next four years. Slowly but surely, at the invitation of the members, more volunteers from 
the actual camps themselves began joining committee, bringing their intrinsic understanding of what made the 
camps a success and helping ensure that the whole mission of the charity was to maintain that ethos.  

 

 

Disabled and non-disabled children indistinguishable from one another as they relax together on Senior Camp in 1968 

There are two deaf children with limited speech, a Haemophiliac, and a wheelchair user in this picture but we won’t say whom 
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⁵ Tony Gray describes Dag as such, stating that “it was he that gave everyone the confidence that we could keep this going ourselves”. Dag enigmatically 
appears throughout PHAB’s history, and was last spotted leading Senior in 1988. In 2017 he messaged PHAB to congratulate everyone on the 50th!  

 

 
Tony Gray, who had volunteered on the first camp, and both camps the 
following year, was invited to join in August 1968 and attended his first 
committee meeting on 25th September that year. During this period there was 
much debate on how leaders should be chosen, how volunteers could be 
better vetted, and how children would be selected. There were questions 
raised around the range of disabilities PHAB should cater for. Perhaps another 
success of the charity can be put be down to that latter never really being 
decided upon, resulting in all children referred to PHAB Camps being 
considered equally, with no real criteria to be assessed against for better or 
for worse! 
 
One of the members who contributed a huge amount in terms of advice and 
time spent looking for leaders and helping visit the sites, was a Mr White   ̶ 

Head of the Department of Special Education in Birmingham. Whilst the early championship of such members 
undoubtedly contributed to the credibility of the charity in those early days, it also created tension around what a 
PHAB camp should be like. In a letter to Joe Burlington (Jane Markham's successor at BYV) in January 1969, Tony 
Gray wrote, "some of Mr White's ideas, frankly, frighten me. I know Doug Stewart and Gene Pack would not agree 
with the way he seems to want to make the camps just an extension of school".  
 
Tony's words were not meant as a criticism of Mr White per-se, and indeed he writes in highly complementary terms 
of him in other letters, but it was now becoming clear that a PHAB camp was something special and could largely 
only be understood by those who had gone on them. To that end, more volunteers began to join committee and take 
ownership of the charity to ensure that the camps continued in the vein they had started ‒ to "make summer for all 
children" ‒ in an environment focused solely on having fun, and requiring nothing of them except to be kind to each 
other. This model also negates the need for volunteers to assert authority, except in matters of safety, further 
creating for such an equal, relaxed and happy environment to volunteer in, allowing bonds of trust to form between 
the volunteers and children. 
 

In the years that followed, early king-makers of PHAB Camps came to the fore. Tony 
Gray provided that vital bridge to the first ever camp and was in many ways custodian of 
PHAB Camp's values, character and ethos for the next thirty years. At the same time, 
camp volunteers such as Mike Carding, Dag Saunders and Peter Lucraft, started to make 
a bigger impact on Committee from around 1970 and, along with others, began sharing 
leadership of the various camps between them. Up until this point, the Chairmanship of 
the organisation had been untaken by an external figurehead. Valerie Mitton took over 
from Ivor Mitchell towards the end of 1968 and steered the charity ably for the next 
twelve months, before handing over to the former Lady Mayoress of Birmingham ‒ Mrs 
Simpson. This was less successful, and it was becoming clear that, as the work involved 
in overseeing the increasing number of camps mounted, it required leadership from 
someone closer to the activity to lead the organisation. Accordingly, Mrs Simpson 
stepped down in 1971 and Dag Saunders, kingmaker of the time⁵, took over as Chair for 
the next few years, with Mike Carding managing the finances when the first Treasurer, 
Mr A. K. Annis, stepped down in 1970, having done the job for coming up to four years. 

The growth of PHAB Camp's work was also putting a strain on its relations with BYV, 
and it was agreed at the end of 1971 that BYV would no longer carry out PHAB 
Camp's administration or provide office space at Spring Road. 
 
It was time for PHAB Camps to go it alone...  

 

Tony Gray at the beech on Senior Camp 1968 

shortly before he joined PHAB Committee 

Top: Mrs Mitton, the second Chair of PHAB (succeeding Ivor Mitchell) visiting Senior Camp with her daughter in 1969 

Bottom: Mrs Simpson, the third chair of PHAB (succeeded by Dag Saunders), with her husband the Lord  Mayor of Birmingham in July 1968 

 

Mike Carding waving, next to Trevor Shipley on Senior Camp 1969 (Mike’s colourful jacket was to do the 
rounds on camp that year!) 
Mike became Treasurer of Birmingham PHAB Camps in the early seventies and worked closely with the 
Charity Commission to register the charity in 1973, something he was later to help Phab England to do after 
becoming a trustee with them some years later 
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Two pictures (above and right) from the  
1968 Christmas Party Reunion for both  

Senior and Junior Camp 

Chapter 5 – and into present day... 
 

I don’t know what Katy would do without PHAB. She looks forward to the holiday all year. 
She is already talking about what she wants packed for next year. Nothing that I know of 
makes Katy more happy. 
 

Jane Chapman 2016 (parent of a current participant) 
 

If 1967 was the inception of Birmingham PHAB Camps, 1972 was the year it formed the organisational structure that 
exists largely to this day. PHAB Camps was now on its own and it was down to a committed group of volunteers, who 
became firm friends, to put in the hard work and commitment to turn it into a self-sustaining voluntary organisation 
with no physical base but a very real presence in Birmingham. By March 1972 they had applied to the Charity 
Commission for official charity status, which was granted exactly a year later in March 1973, at which point the 
charity was officially named Birmingham PHAB Camps, having largely been referred to just as PHAB Camps up until 
then. 
 

Christmas Parties  

 
 

Right from the outset, through until the 
1990's, Christmas Parties were run every 
year. Initially this was for the camps 
combined, but it quickly became tradition to have parties 
for each individual camp. These were seen as a vital part 
of PHAB's work to help the young people maintain the 
friendships they had made. Nowadays social media 
allows children to be in instant communication with each 
other after the camps, and it is far easier than it was 
previously for both the disabled and non-disabled 
children to maintain their friendships and arrange their 
own meet-ups.  
 

 

In recent years, the charity has had great success 
throwing Halloween parties, both to raise money and to 
bring children and volunteers together from all of the 
camps. In 2010, PHAB threw a huge Christmas Party at 
the Birmingham City Council Chambers, thanks to the 
Lord Mayor Len Gregory who championed the charity 
throughout his time in office. 

 
 

 

 

Terry Smith far left; Bernadette McGurk (blue dress), Susan McEvoy (front row, far right). 
Behind Susan is David Gray (aged 8), and Tim Gray (far right), Tony Gray's younger brothers. 
(David Gray became a volunteer in the 70’s and led Multi-Camp (Breakfree) in 1991) 

 

 

Five children, who came on many camps, pictured with:  
Lord Mayor Len & Mayoress Jill Gregory (& Maxine Ross-Wallis front) 
Left to right: Ben, Shannon, & Georgia Blackhurst, Lee Holtham, &  
Declan Blackhurst at the 2010 Lord Mayor’s PHAB Christmas Party 
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Wheel and Walk 
 
One of the first acts of the newly formed Birmingham PHAB Camps Committee in 1972 was to create the sponsored 
Wheel and Walk around Cannon Hill Park, whereby anyone could gain sponsorship to wheel or walk up to twenty 
miles around the park. This became an annual event, which has brought participants, volunteers, schools and 
members of the public together for 44 years, and is still the largest single sponsored event in the charity's calendar to 
this day. 

 

Roaming the Country⁶  
 
Since 1968, the charity had run two camps each year  ̶  Junior and Senior ‒ but in 1972 they began to explore 
additional ventures with the inception of a touring PHAB for the older teenagers led by Mike Carding, who was 23 at 
the time and later became a Headmaster. This involved quite literally touring the country in the back of an old 1959 
ambulance which PHAB had procured in 1971 and adapted as its own mini-bus, given the name Agamemnon! Whilst 
one of the participants ‒ John Davis ‒ was riding on the arm of Tom McCrae's chair on the second evening, he 
pronounced it Roaming PHAB which quickly morphed into Roman PHAB 1972, stopping off in Wales, Bath, Brighton 
and London! The almighty success of this, and the camaraderie felt by all, led Tony Gray and his university friend 
Andy Auster to repeat the exercise again as Creeping Camp in 1973, this time calling upon Agamemnon to get them 
to Wales, Cheltenham, Cambridge and London. The venture was renamed yet again in 1974 to PHAB on the Run, this 
time visiting the Lake District, Durham, Yorkshire and London, and led once again by Tony Gray. That same year, 
Mike Carding arranged a large overnight camping trip to Hadrian's Wall, together with Peter Lucraft. 
 
It is notable that PHAB had its own mini-bus back then, which helped make these excursions more achievable. In 
fact, over the years, PHAB has been the proud (or not so proud) owner of a number of different mini-buses and 
converted vehicles, right up to 2004 when it was decided that storage, upkeep and insurance just made doing so 
impractical. Of these vehicles, it was Agamemnon that was the most well-known, so-called because the first outing 
of the rickety old converted ambulance was to Greece in 1971, as part of a Ladywood 'Phab Club' expedition led by 
Dag Saunders and Tony Gray. Despite having her own appeal in the Evening Mail to keep her roadworthy  ̶  “save our 
Aggie” ‒ in 1979, she was finally replaced that year by yet another old ambulance ‒ Agamemnon II! 
 

Clubs and weekend Camps 
 
It is an interesting footnote in the charity's history that during the early 1970's there was quite a bit of cross over 
between Birmingham PHAB Camps and aspiring 'Phab Clubs' in the region, overseen by Dag Saunders and Tony Gray.  
Coinciding with its own reorganisation in 1972, the charity took responsibility for the clubs for a time, and 

 
 

 

 
 

Scenes from the Wheel and Walk: 
 1978 (above); 2017 (right)...    

Connor O'Donovan in the lead; Jeremy Rison pushing Katie Chapman 
 

⁶ See Andy Auster’s story page 52 for pictures of Creeping Camp and Agamemnon! 
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transported children to 'Phab Clubs' in Maypole and Newtown each week. In 1973, the charity gave £100 towards 
the inception of an '18+ Phab Club' called Breakaways in Acocks Green being set up by Paul Boaler, who later 
became Chairman of Birmingham PHAB Camps for a time in the 1980's. Before concluding the 'Phab Clubs' 
associations in the mid-seventies, a sub-team of the Committee carried out an immensely detailed audit of over 
twenty youth clubs in South West Birmingham (sadly you will not find that many now), visiting each one, to identify 
which of them would collaborate with PHAB to integrate greater numbers of disabled children. Six clubs were 
identified and time was taken to refer the disabled children from the PHAB Camps and 'Phab Clubs' to each of these. 
 
Another phenomenon of the period was weekend trips away. The charity had an agreement with the owners of a 
farm cottage in Llanrwst (North Wales), which PHAB Camps was able to use free as long as the Committee arranged 
and funded any maintenance work needed to make it habitable and accessible. A Trust Fund, negotiated by Dag 
Saunders, covered most other costs. The bulk of the weekend trips took place between October 1975 and July 1976, 
with twenty trips taking place in this short space of time. Peter Lainchbury did the overall planning, with leadership 
shared by different volunteers across all the weekends, including PHAB regulars Howard Maxted and Paul Boaler. 
 

Venture 
 
It was in 1977 that Venture Camp was devised as the third of the staple camps, along with Junior and Senior, 
integrating disabled and non-disabled children. Designed for the age-group that had, in part, been catered for by the 
touring holidays until now, Venture became the ultimate teenage get-away for 14 ‒ 16 year olds, and has run 
successfully every year since. The first Venture was led by Tony Gray and is notable for the inclusion of Sheila Harkin, 
a fifteen-year-old girl referred by the Birmingham Education Department due to difficulties her family had been 
going through. Sheila is an excellent example of what PHAB can do. Despite an episode with the police that ended up 
in court the previous summer, Sheila excelled on the camp and came back as a volunteer on Senior Camp in 1979. 
Eight years later, in 1987, she was back on Venture Camp ‒ this time as the Leader! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Multi-disability and breaking free! 
 
In September 1978, it was first mooted that Birmingham PHAB Camps should look to extend the range of camps to 
also run holidays for children of different learning abilities, for whom the integration aspect is largely unachievable, 
but for whom a PHAB holiday would still be hugely enjoyable, if it were tailored around the sensory needs of each 
participant, with each activity adapted to their individual responses and engagement. 
 
 

 

The first ever Venture Camp in 1977 at TOC H Port Penrhyne, Bangor, North Wales 

Tony Gray is front centre, and Shelia Harkin is sixth from the left at the back 
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In February the following year Howard Maxted and Mikel How went to a meeting at Victoria School to gain their 
input into the idea. The Victoria School representatives advocated that there is a great need for holidays of this 
nature, as those with different cognitive functions are so often overlooked, or dismissed as not capable of 
appreciating the world around them. Armed with this assurance that designing such a camp was highly worthwhile, 
Howard and Joyce Maxted set about designing and leading the first Multi-Camp in 1980 for twelve participants, with 
eighteen volunteers. Mikel How led it the following year with Colin Harley, and it has continued ever since as one of 
Birmingham PHAB Camps’ specialist holiday offerings. In the years that followed a second Multi-Camp was added in 
response to the level of demand, and an adult version for 18 – 25 year olds was also introduced. It was later decided 
a name change was needed and Simon Stevens, a disability specialist with cerebral palsy himself who sat on 
Committee in 2006, suggested Breakfree Camp for the young age-range and Freedom Camp for the older age range.  
 
'Pace', a camp for children with very high levels of autism, was introduced in 2009, and runs on years when the right 
number of volunteers with the relevant experience can be secured.  

 

 

 

Breakfree 2016 when the theme was Space!  
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Holidays for adults 
 
Many people will think of children's holidays when they hear PHAB mentioned, but the charity has long recognised 
that the social needs of young disabled adults are even more acute. Obviously many disabled people are in a position 
to create their own social circles and book their own holidays; they do not need PHAB doing it for them! For those 
who live just on the cusp of reaching independence however, it is not unusual to feel excluded.  
 
Birmingham PHAB Camps had reached a wider age group in the seventies with the touring camps, and in 1985 it was 
agreed that there was demand for a new camp catering for 16 ‒ 19 year olds, and so began 16+ in 1986, which has 
run, in some form, ever since for varying age ranges and under different names. It is currently known as Adult 
Breakaway, providing holidays for young adults aged 18 ‒ 25. Tony Gray broke new ground with the first adult camp 
in 1986 by taking the group abroad. Fondly remembered as the 'Allo 'Allo camp, after the eighties sit-com, a group of 
24 set sail for France and enjoyed eleven days travelling round L'Havre, Bayeux, Saumur, Paris, and Dunkirk.  
 
Many of the adult breaks that followed, right up until 2012, went overseas to places in Belgium, Ireland, France, 
Holland and even the United States! The ethos of the adult holidays sticks as closely to PHAB's mission of integration 
as possible, designed as holidays for a group of friends where the participants and volunteers are indistinguishable as 
far as possible. Chaos often lays in the camps' wake, as this excerpt from Ian Appleby's report of the 16+ Holland 
camp in 1990 aptly demonstrates: "The hostel was well designed and equipped. Unfortunately, it also had lots of 
rules. PHAB Camp holidays are not known for their partiality to rules. Thus, as a result of charm, brow beating, and 
some verbal blackmail, by the end of the week virtually every rule had been broken and the Warden's world of order 
and efficiency had been pleasantly reduced to chaos. We bought her a bottle of Champagne and promised never to 
return."  

 

 

PHAB in France  

Above: 1987  Below: 1990 
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Bringing the Founder's vision full circle 
 
The 1988 adult holiday is notable in that it celebrated 21 years of Birmingham PHAB Camps by taking 30 young adults 
and volunteers on an expedition to the Hidden Valley Camp in America, which first inspired Simon Wadsworth to set 
up Birmingham PHAB Camps back in 1965. In fact, unbeknownst to Simon, it fulfilled the last part of the vision he 
ascribed back in 1966, when he wrote to the Hidden Valley Camp on the 21st March to gain their advice on setting up 
a similar venture in the UK. He ended the letter by stating, "If we ever to get off the ground in a big way, maybe we 
can work on an exchange scheme or some such; but that's a long way ahead yet!" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

PHAB USA 1988 

PHAB’s 21st Anniversary  

 

 

Adult Breakaway   
Lake District Calvert Trust Keswick  

(complete with guest appearance by Tony Gray bottom left) 
2017  
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Chairmanship 
 
Birmingham PHAB Camps does not run itself; it takes a highly committed unpaid group of people working all year 
round, putting all logistics in place, and raising an ever-increasing amount to fund the camps each year. Thanks to the 
pioneering volunteers of the early 70s, the charity has a clear constitution to work to, originally administered and 
pushed-through by Mike Carding in 1973, laying out a committee structure, complete with sub-teams, presided over 
by a Chairperson. A series of highly committed and experienced camp leaders chaired the charity throughout the 
next two decades, Dag Saunders (71‒73), Peter Lucraft (73‒75), David Parsons (75‒77), Howard Maxted (78‒81), 
Noel Smith (81‒84), Jim Price (84‒87), and Paul Boaler (87‒89). All of them were to work tirelessly to motivate 
everyone involved to make PHAB the best it could be. The number of camps increased under each successive 
leadership, always moving the charity forward.   
 

Cometh the moment, cometh the man 
 
In 1989, having been on committee since 1968, Tony Gray took over the 
chairmanship. By now, the burden on charities to produce ever more detailed 
reports and meet changing regulations was getting greater. Tony recognised this and 
called an immediate and detailed review of the charity's aims and objectives. Under 
his leadership, the committee then went on to build and tailor the camp programme 
around what they found to be the greatest needs in the city. They increased the 
number of Multi (Breakfree) camps for children with profound and multiple learning 
(as well as physical) difficulties, created safer children-to-volunteer ratios on the core 
camps, and continued to stipulate the importance of meeting the social 
requirements of young disabled adults and run as many opportunities for them as 
possible. Tony redesigned the format of the Annual Report, still in use to this day, 
with a much more detailed Chairman's statement and clear breakdown of the 
achievements of each camp. 
 
By the time Tony stepped down as Chair in 1997, he'd given thirty years to the 
charity, having volunteered on the first camp (and countless to follow), led thirteen, 
and carried out practically every role on committee including many years managing 

child allocations. Tony bridged the fifty years of the Charity by returning as an honorary volunteer for two days of the 
2017 Adult Breakaway, immediately getting stuck in to chores, feeding and activities! 
 

The one and only Maxine Ross-Wallis 
 

 

For the last twenty years, since 1997, Birmingham PHAB Camps has been led and 
chaired by Maxine Ross-Wallis. Maxine has been more than just Chair; she has been 
the face of the charity and its full-time CEO during Birmingham PHAB Camps' 
greatest hour of need. Over twenty years Maxine has seen the charity's expenditure 
increase from £48K to over £100K per year. She single-handedly raises over 60% of 
this amount each year by taking full responsibility for the charity's trust-fund 
application programme, as well as taking part in nearly all the charity's other 
fundraising activities. She is approachable and known by all who join PHAB, and 
she's been successful in encouraging and supporting a whole younger generation of 
leaders to come to the fore, keeping the charity fresh, diverse and sustainable. 
 
Maxine first volunteered on Venture Camp in 1985 as a nurse. Two years later she 
was leading it with long-term volunteer, and former child-participant, Sheila Harkin, 

and she has never looked back. Maxine has either led, nursed or volunteered on camps every year since. All this, 
despite a major setback in her life, when Maxine damaged all the nerves to her legs when lifting someone at work 
during her nursing career. The recovery was long, arduous, complicated and never complete, requiring Maxine to use 
a wheelchair since 1996. Maxine had started out as a non-disabled person volunteering for a charity that sought to 
integrate disabled and non-disabled young people. Within ten years, she was disabled herself, enabling her better 
than anyone to understand both sides of the coin, and how important it is to remove the misconceptions around 
disability. In an interview for the disability resource centre in 2014 Maxine said, "being disabled has opened up so 
many doors to me and allowed me to do so many things that I would never have had the chance to do if I hadn’t had 
to leave work and start using a wheelchair; so now it’s part of my life and I wouldn’t have it any other way." 

 

Tony Gray fixing a wheelchair on 

the Adult Camp to France 1987  

(wearing his Venture 1977 t-shirt) 

 

Maxine Ross-Wallis with Paul Darby 

on Senior Camp 1987 
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Tony Rate 
 

In 1978, a young accountant named Tony Rate spotted an advert for 
volunteers in a Building Society window in Birmingham City Centre. Rather 
than simply walk by like many would, generous to a fault, Tony was to be 
found volunteering on Junior a matter of weeks later. There he met his wife 
Sally who was in her second year of volunteering. They had two children, one 
of whom, Beth, went on to volunteer on Junior for many years herself. The 
rest, some might surmise, is history, except that it is not. Tony Rate is 
Treasurer of Birmingham PHAB Camps and Transport Co‒ordinator to this day. 
Tony immediately became PHAB's auditor in 1978, doing the bulk of the 
accounts work for the next five years, before formally taking over as Treasurer 
in 1983. Consequently, it is unlikely that anyone has put in more 
administrative hours for PHAB, all around a full time job and a family. Given 
the increasing complexities involved in completing accounts to the Charity 
Commission's standards, the charity is immensely lucky to have had Tony's 
hard work, dedication and championship for the last thirty nine years, as 
PHAB's longest standing Committee member and Trustee.     
 

Meeting the 21st Century head on 
 

During Maxine's period as Chairman the world has undergone a communications revolution and Birmingham PHAB 
Camps has worked hard to keep up. The charity's website went live in 1999 and has remained a labour of love for 
Carlton Douglas who has been volunteering on camps ever since 1985. The charity now vets and DBS checks up to 
100 volunteers a year, under the outstanding leadership of Vicky Ryan who first volunteered herself in 1997, and the 
charity's social media presence has excelled under Kirsty Grinham (volunteer since 2010) and Clare Broadbelt 
(volunteer since 1999). The charity has also become listed by Birmingham City Council as a respite provider on their 
website, and now has an excellent arrangement with the Accessible Transport Group (formerly West Midlands 
Special needs Transport), to carry out PHAB’s minibus journeys on our Breakfree and Freedom Camps. 
 

In more recent years Maxine has been joined by Andrew Miles, who first volunteered in 2003, as Vice Chair of the 
charity. Together, in 2014, they responded to a formal request from committee members to review PHAB's 
governance structure.  In doing so, they identified that having no distinction between committee members and 
trustees was actually creating an unhelpful lack of clarity between operational matters and policy matters. 
Accordingly, with support from an external consultancy, they instituted a new set of operational guidelines which sit 
under, and in harmony with, the 1973 constitution. A new Board of Trustees was formed to take ultimate 
responsibility for the charity, whilst the Operation Committee and sub-teams remain the beating heart of PHAB's 
activities. The charity is now governed by seven trustees, with policies and risk assessments in place to ensure that 
the charity is entirely compliant with current legislature, and puts the safeguarding of its participants and volunteers 
above all else. 
 

This does not mean that Birmingham PHAB Camps has become weighed down by rules, quite the opposite. With 
careful planning, and advance risk assessing, each Camp is able to create an entirely welcoming and laid-back 
atmosphere where rules do not even appear to be in evidence. After all, the less young people are told about rules ‒ 
the less likely they are to break them. We run holidays for our young people where all we ask of them is that they are 
kind to one another. 
 

Into a bright future 
 
Simon Wadsworth envisioned summers that belonged to all children regardless of ability. What he achieved created 
50 years’ worth of unimaginable holidays for young people, respite for parents, lasting friendships and even some 
marriages, births and a new generation of volunteers and leaders!  
 
The words equality and diversity may roll off the tongue in 2017, but they certainly didn't back in 1967 in a world 
where homosexuality was only just about to be decriminalised and disabled people had few rights in society. Right 
from the start, Birmingham PHAB Camps challenged all of that.  

 

 

 

 

Tony Rate at the sponsored Fire Walk 2012 

On a PHAB camp everyone is able to just be themselves.  
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Scrapbook of 

Memories  
 
 

The 60s  



31 

 

 

 Susan McEvoy 1967 – 1972 ...the child they all remember!  
 

Susan McEvoy spent the first eight years of her life in hospital due to her spina bifida at a 
time when parents were only allowed visiting rights at the weekends. PHAB was her first 
venture outside at the age of eight, and her very first experience with non-disabled children.  
 

Susan was never forgotten by anyone on that first camp or the five more she went on to do! She was remembered for 
her beaming smile and joyfulness despite all she was facing outside of the camps. Susan found PHAB again in 2017 on 
the internet and swiftly booked a ticket to the 50th Anniversary Ball for her triumphant return! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For me going on a PHAB camp gave me the opportunity to be myself 
and I was able to join in with everybody and really get involved in all 
the activities. All the barriers that existed in my everyday life 
evaporated while I was on the camps. Looking back on it after 50 
years I can see that all we really wanted was to be normal and do 
normal things with no airs and graces.  PHAB Camps let me do that!  
 

50 years ago this could be seen as a real innovation, as disability was seen as 
shameful for the family and something to be kept hidden away. I feel it showed 
me what I could do as well as showing me the positive aspects of my life. I 
remember vividly being a princess in one of the shows that we put on at the end 
of the first camp. In contrast, Liz McCann got to be the back end of a horse. Sorry 
Liz – better luck next time! I sat on Tony Gray’s shoulders (I remember his curly 
hair – he looked like Jesus!) and my wheels in some water, which meant that my 
chair went rusty – I wasn’t very popular with wheelchair services but I didn’t care I 
had fun; it’s fun to break disabled rules sometimes!!  
 

Also I loved taking part in archery as well as sitting on 
the floor doing various activities with other children – 
out of my chair! I really do feel that the PHAB Camps 
were really important in my life giving me a new 
window on the world and helping me see myself 
positively and show others how to view me positively 
also. They gave me more confidence in meeting and 
talking to a wide range of people which has helped me 
throughout my life. I went to work for several years 
before I had two children and I also now have two 
grandchildren. I really do hope that these camps 
continue for a further 50 years and beyond and carry 
on giving children experience of mixing in together with 
no thought of any individual’s disability or difference. 
 

Therefore I believe it is vital that these camps are 
able to continue well into the future. 

 

 

 

Susan on Junior Camp 1968 

 

Rehearsing for the famous play devised in Doug’s drama sessions!  
Right to left: Liz McCann & Valerie Deegan (both ends of the pantomime 
horse), Paul Murphy, Doug Stewart – Leader, Anthony Murphy, Susan 
McEvoy, Lorraine Minchin, and Janet Deegan 1967 
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 Tony Gray volunteer 1967 – 1997   
 

Tony submitted his application to PHAB Camps in January 1967. Jane Markham got straight 
back in touch to offer him a place on the first camp with Simon Wadsworth and co., and 
Tony never looked back. He helped lead camps throughout the seventies, created Venture in 
1977, and the Adult Camps in 1986. He took an adult camp to America in 1988, and became 
Chair in 1989 before stepping down in 1997, moving on to other equally exciting projects.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It is no exaggeration to say that, for me, that first PHAB Camp in 1967 was an utterly life-changing experience.  It was 
an extraordinary privilege to take part: as a rather young eighteen year-old, the experience left me reeling for weeks 
afterwards and it has influenced my thinking and feelings ever since, from career choice to the way I look at life.  
 

Taking part led me to three beliefs in particular. First, working with a team of like-minded companions to achieve an 
aim, the value of which you all believe in utterly and completely, is as deeply satisfying an experience as any you can 
aspire to.  Second, if you are prepared to commit yourself to people unreservedly, you will invariably receive far 
more in return than you will ever be able to give. Third, grab opportunities as they arise, you never know where they 
may lead: I applied to go on the camp solely to fulfil the final requirement of my Duke of Edinburgh’s Gold Award... 
 

Going on the first camp in 1967 
 

The training 
 
The Training Day was where it all began really. I went along with my school friend Roger Lewis who had heard about 
the camp first and told me about it. That’s where I met the other volunteers – all these interesting, friendly people, 
none of whom made anything of being that little bit older than us. And that was stimulating – I thought to myself, 
“What a lovely crowd of people these are and how different from school”. During the day, it was announced that 
there would be an “Advance Party”, which sounded rather grand and we were very pleased to be asked to join it to 
help set things up. 
 

First to arrive 
 
Roger and I took a cycling trip ahead of the camp, so we came straight from that. There we were... two eighteen year 
olds cycling into Lord Mayor Treloar College that fateful day. I think we were the first people to arrive and were 
shown around by a rather bemused Head Teacher. 
 
Then gradually various people appeared: Doug Stewart, Carol Smith, Faith Maddox, Simon Wadsworth and probably 
a few others. From there we had a brilliant few days together setting up the camp, fooling around with the archery 
and going to the local pub. I remember Faith and Carol staying up till all sorts of hours learning to play snooker, or 
not, as the case might be... They were accumulating enormous scores because of the frequent knocking of a ball off 
the table 
.   
Doug contacted the pub to see if they were willing to lend us a few tables for our art sessions and they agreed to hire  

 

Tony on Senior Camp 1968 
 

Tony on a two day visit to Adult Breakaway 2017 
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them to us, to which Doug said, "Fine, so how much are you going to over-charge us?" leading them to letting us 
have them for nothing.  Another of Doug's successes was obtaining a minibus from the formidable female warden of 
the Birmingham Settlement where he was living at the time, doing practical social work with the most 
underprivileged children in the city. He considered persuading her to let us use it quite an achievement!  
 

The children's arrival 
 
I recall a feeling of utter panic rising in me about half an hour before the children 
(and the rest of the volunteers) were due to arrive.  I felt completely unprepared 
for what was ahead.  Not for the last time on a PHAB Camp, I thought, "My god 
what sort of mess have you got yourself into this time?" Then they arrived, piled off 
the bus and began milling around and, as Simon remembers, it seemed to go crazy. 
One recollection I have is of Susan McEvoy, the beautiful young girl in the 
wheelchair that everyone always remembers, at the callbox inside the school. She 
had the telephone in her hand and innocently stated that somebody had just 
dialled 999. I think I just said, "Ah right... well... I think we better put the phone 
down now," and whisked her away.  
 
 
Before long everything just clicked into place. The children completely accepted the volunteers as if we were part of 
the furniture, asking us to doing things for them and with them.  It gave me such enormous confidence that I 
suddenly knew, after just half an hour, this is going to be fine. Over the next forty eight hours I was aware that it was 
not just going to be fine but completely brilliant.  And so it grew and continued for the next ten days...  I think we all 
felt the same, we were part of something new and really great....and it was going to be hard to make other people 
understand. 
 

The children themselves 
 
I think I can remember most of the children, but it is fair to say I remember those that came back the following years 
the most. There were Phil and Terry Smith, lovely lads who both had muscular dystrophy. Then there was Michael 
Green who was immediately very good pals with them, striking up genuine friendships. He was exceptional I think. 
There were a number of children who had been referred by Gene Pack who ran this adventure playground in 
Sparkbrook. There were the Deegans and the McCanns and the Murphys and they were just lovely lively children. 
There was a little boy called David Watson with kidney problems and we were told it wasn’t thought that he would 
reach adulthood, which was hard to take in.  
 
There were three deaf mute brothers, Charles, William and Geoffrey Shipley and their hearing brother Trevor, who 
did all the translations into sign language with a few flicks of his fingers; he was a great character. There was an 
amazing lad called Peter Barnett. If anybody had wanted a model for 'Tiny Tim' in Christmas Carol, then Peter Barnett 
would have been it. He had two crutches, two leg braces which he would race around with, and he was just 
enthusiastic about everything. I remember his eagerly asking one morning, "What are we doing today?" I replied, 
"We have a party this evening,” and he exclaimed, "Oh I love parties!". He was just so lovely, so enthusiastic about 
absolutely everything. 
 

The grounds 
 
There was a grand house with beautiful grounds where we lived and ran our activities. Oh it was magnificent. It 
certainly wasn’t built to be a school, which made it feel special. The dining hall was light and inviting. The grounds 
were vast with lots of grass and a large pond where Bob Heath gave an impromptu biology class on one occasion. For 
the kids it was completely unlike anywhere they had been before. We all slept in dormitories that held about six to 
eight. 
 
…I remember there were a couple of altercations with the head. He asked if we had any "bed-wetters". Well of 
course we had. He said they would need to be in a separate dormitory especially reserved for "bed-wetters". And our 
feeling was, “Yeah... we are not gonna do that! No way!” I can’t remember whether we told him so, but we certainly 
didn’t comply. Inevitably of course, even though we had plastic sheets, accidents happened. The school bursar, an ex
-army officer, spotted a wet mattress which we’d rinsed down and put out in the sun to dry. He insisted we’d have to  

Susan McEvoy child on Camp 1967 – 1972 
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pay for a new one, “Never slept on a soiled mattress when I was in the army,” declared the Major. Declining the 
opportunity to point out that, in the way of things, senior officers in HM’s forces were unlikely to be offered such 
bedding, Doug suggested that a number of the School’s mattresses showed stains which pre-dated the camp.  An 
inspection was undertaken and this proved to be the case.  Finally, removing the sheet from his own bed to reveal an 
incriminating circular mark, our leader turned to the bursar, “Sir, I hope you will accept that I am not responsible for 
this!” Exit red-faced Major. Case dismissed... 
 

The Leaders 
 
Doug Stewart was the leader. He was 35, considerably older than the rest of us but terrific fun. 
He was a pragmatic type, experienced in the personal care of disabled young people, who had 
the strength of character to confront other adults seeking to place limitations on them. He’d 
had a varied career. He was half-Australian, if I remember correctly, but he did not have an 
accent, and his first profession was as an actor. But the irregular wages, and the fact that he 
was married with a child, made him look for other work and he became a British Airways 
steward, prior to studying to become a social worker at the University of Birmingham which led 
him to us. He was a great person ‒ enthusiastic and encouraging. And he could play the guitar! I 
think everybody liked him.  
 
Of course it was Simon Wadsworth's baby but he handed it over to Doug to lead and there was 
never any semblance of tension between them even though they were quite different as 
people. Simon was very nice with the kids. I remember him telling me one day that Linda 
Hawkins (see picture below), one of the children, had got left behind for one of the tea outings, 
so he took her in his car to try to find them. Failing to do so ‒ they just drove around instead 
which she thought was great. He was just this really nice guy, softly spoken, who’d got this 
really good idea. He was interested in whatever you had to contribute, and listened to whatever 
you had to say. He was intelligent and really quite self-effacing. 
  
Then there was Jane Markham, who did a huge amount of the organising. She was not on the 
camp for the duration but came up with the children at the beginning and visited at the end, 
when the drama group performed a play with a pantomime horse and the music group played 
percussion. I met her at Training Day, and a fair few times at the BYV office on Spring Road. I 
thought she was very friendly and I remember she was at the Christmas Party that we held for 
the children at the end of the year.  
 
 
Then there was the nurse of course ‒ Sister Tither. She was 67 and slightly deaf. Her name had 
been spelt Miss Pither on one list and Miss Tither on another, so when she arrived we coughed 
each time we said her name because we weren't quite sure which it was! She was there for the 
credibility, administering the drugs and ensuring they were given at the right time. I suppose her 
role has endured on all camps ever since. She was a very interesting character, a retired Health 
Visitor, whose area included the notorious red light district in Balsall Heath. She used to refer to 
the working girls there as her "scallywags". On the surface she may have seemed like an old 
fuddy‒duddy, but she had seen more of life than any of us. She had been bombed out twice 
during the war, and ended up being taken in by another health worker called Miss Bentley. 

Roger Lewis and I were to stay in touch and have dinner with the two of them for the next twenty years. She truly 
loved the camps and being with the children and would dress up in a nurse's uniform for the fancy dress party.  
 
Activities 
 
The days followed a simple, flexible routine.  Everyone mucked in to get all forty kids 
dressed and help them at breakfast.  Then we broke into groups for the morning's 
activity choices which included Drama run by Doug Stewart; Music run by Jim Baker 
and Roger Lewis, and Art run by Carol Smith, who later became an Occupational 
Therapist. She seemed rather sophisticated and a truly great person. I think there 
must have been another activity as well, but I can’t remember what. 
 

 

Linda Hawkins, whom Simon 
helped out, as referenced above 
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There was an indoor swimming pool which was a tremendous resource which all 
the kids absolutely loved. There is a very good picture of Susan Jordan in the 
pool.  Susan was older than the other children, and probably the most heavily 
disabled child on the camp. She lived in an institution ‒ Stoke Mandeville? ‒ 
which had paid for her to go. I remember she was incredibly excited in the pool 
because the buoyancy enabled her to stand up for the first time in her life. That 
gave her a wonderful feeling of independence. It was events like this that made 
us realise how brilliant the camp was. 
 
 

The barbecue was a lovely evening. Whether intentionally or not, it 
became like a camp fire. People were laughing and having a good 
time - the night when Liz McCann recalls kissing Philip Smith. Ann 
Price was playing her guitar and Doug too. There were some proper 
sing‒a‒longs and folk music. I remember someone, it may even have 
been Simon, asked for Donna Donna by Joan Baez. Everyone had 
reached the right level of "tired-contentment" to just go with it. This 
was a moment of coming together: happy, reassuring, almost 
haunting. These are the evenings when PHAB Camps are at their best 
‒ everyone sitting round feeling a glow towards each other, just 
soaking up the atmosphere.  

 
 
It just worked 
 
It just worked so well. It was very liberating to know that you could just get on with these kids who just accepted you 
with no barriers. You didn’t feel awkward, and that is something that is very enduring about this sort of residential 
experience. To use a cliché, you're in a bubble. You are in this community where everyone is only interested in you in 
the "here-and-now"; there’s no judgement as to who you are outside it. I think that gives people a lot of confidence. 
Any baggage from outside just doesn’t apply, and if you throw yourself into it you will be accepted for exactly what 
you are. This went as much for the volunteers as it did for the children. I can think of some volunteers later on who 
were not very reliable outside, but brilliant on camps themselves. I think we all felt part of such a terrific team doing 
something that was unique and brilliant. Being a part of this community for a fortnight was empowering and you just 
didn’t want it to stop. There were lots of tears when it did. 
 

And then it came to a close 
 
I had been up with Doug until the early hours on the last night cleaning one of the children's last pair of trousers to 
ensure he had something to go home in! As we tried in vain to make them fit for human consumption, barefoot on 
the wet laundry floor, hands immersed in cold water, I found myself beginning to giggle. This was infectious and soon 
we were both roaring with laughter at the situation which, two weeks ago, I could not have imagined, let alone have 
been able to handle. 
 
The next day the coach arrived to take the children home. Waving them off was tricky, but the enormous, deadening 
feeling of anti-climax was held off as “the advance party” got stuck into clearing up. Then Doug drove us back in the 
minibus, with our bikes on the roof, and dropped us off home. There I was back with my family, my poor family, who 
then had to endure me endlessly going on about every detail of the camp and how extraordinary it had been. It must 
have become very tedious for them. 
 
We all came back from that first camp in 1967 thinking this is something very wonderful and we have been privileged 
to take part in it. We felt euphoric and also proud that we'd done something really worth doing... something of 
purpose. And it was much more than just an emotional reaction.  This thing had to carry on – and grow, and people 
like us would do our all to make sure it did. 
 
And, fifty years later, it seems they did!  
 

Floreat Birmingham PHAB Camps! 

 

Susan Jordan in the pool 1967 

Ann Price playing guitar at the 1967 barbecue with  
Stephen Gardner looking up at her. Stephen appears 
again on page 52 on the 1973 Touring Camp! 
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 Elizabeth McCann ...a child's retelling of the very first camp in 1967 
  

Elizabeth (Liz) went on the first Birmingham PHAB Camp in 1967 when she was 12 years old, 
along with two of her younger brothers Michael (9) and Paul (7) McCann. 
 

How I came to be on the first camp 
 
Gene Pack, a youth support in the Community, put me and my brothers, Michael and Paul, forward. Gene was a 
really nice guy, he made this playground on the waste-ground that was opposite Farm Park off the Stratford Road in 
Sparkbrook. He put up tire swings and adventure activities. Anyway, some years previously my face had been burnt 
in an accident. I had scares on my face for a few years, and I think children made fun of me, and for one reason or 
another, I’d been held back a year at school. To cut a long story short, I think those early experiences stayed with me 
and by the time PHAB came around I was having some problems and I think Gene thought the holiday would really 
help me. I was 12 by then, but these memories merge and in my head I seem younger than that when I look back. 
 

My standout memory 
 
The nicest memory I have is being in the dormitory. It was lovely because it was all children together. I’m welling up 
thinking about it. I remember seeing the beautiful young girl in the wheelchair (Susan McEvoy). She was really pretty; 
she had a beautiful dress on and she was very small, very petite, and I remember just wanting us to get to know each 
other which we did as the time went on. When I think about her I have a smile on my face and I remember a smile on 
her face. She enjoyed it – she enjoyed being with all the children and making friends.  
 

The Smith brothers 
 
I remember the two blonde brothers with blue eyes (Philip and Terry Smith). Oh they were lovely. They were really 
nice. Both were in wheelchairs. We were all sitting round one evening, outdoors I think. It may have been a campfire 
but I don’t quite remember. I know we were all in a circle and we were all singing. And I had it in my mind that it was 
the younger brother I was sitting next to (Terry) – oh he was so sweet – but looking back I think it must have been 
the older one (Philip) because he’d be more my age and I must admit I fancied him. He was gorgeous looking. 
Anyway, as we were sitting there, some adult must have noticed the sparkle in both our eyes. I think it was Robin 
(Worboys) – she was a beautiful young female helper – I reckon 17 or 18 and I remember her name clearly because 
I’d only heard it being a boy’s name before. She wore such trendy sixties clothes and she had long brown hair and 
never wore shores – went everywhere without them! And I remember her saying you can give him a kiss if you want. 

And I just thought “Yes! Brilliant!”. And 
we had that little kiss and it was... it 
was wonderful. I loved that 
atmosphere. I remember thinking, ooh 
this isn’t people being strict. People 
aren’t being horrible to me, or shouting 
at me all the time or telling me I’m 
naughty or whatever. This was people 
telling me I could do things. I loved that 
boy though. I think they felt I’d ran too 
fast with his wheelchair one time  – 
maybe been a bit rough ‒ but we were 
loving playing together, I remember 
that. Oh no wait – it wasn’t that. There 
was a pond in the grounds and we were 
running him near there and they was 
worried I’d push him in the pond by 
accident. I wouldn’t have. 

 

“I remember those grounds and that big house. That was the pool they were worried the wheelchairs might fall into. That’s me dipping my foot in 
the water (it would be me wouldn’t it!). I bought those shoes because I knew no-one else had them – they were so unusual at the time.  
So the other kids – that’s Valerie Deegan next to me – she was in my school – I always got on with her – she was really nice. That’s her brother 
Patrick next to her (I think he played up a bit actually), and their sister Janet by him; then that’s my younger brother Paul next to her and my 
brother Michael at the end.”  NB: Tony Gray later identified that it is Stephen Sweeney who Liz’s brother Michael is leaning on. 
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Getting in trouble!  
 
There was a boy I ran off with one day to go and see the horses I’d spotted in a field nearby. He was the brother of 
one of the volunteers (Cliff Maddox, Faith Maddox's brother). It was rest period and I said to this lad “I’ve seen some 
horses; I want to go and ride them. Come on, let’s go and sneak out.” And then I thought, it’s a bit far but if I get him 
to push me in one of the wheelchairs it’ll be alright. But what happens was – we got out – and he must have been 
thinking ahead because he agreed to push me there if I pushed him back. So I thought.. alright then… But of course it 
was downhill there but uphill back! Anyway – we got down there and these horses were far off the other side of the 
field. But I’m determined I’m going to get on one of them horses; by hook or by crook I’m going get on a horse. And I 
remember going into this field and he’s following me, but the next thing is we’re up to our waists in mud! And he’s 
going “no – stop – we’ve got to go back!”. Eventually I realised I was defeated. So we came out and I’m covered in all 
sorts. And to make matters worse – he had no sympathy and still wanted me to push him back up that hill. So 
anyway I did – but I remember thinking I didn’t like him so much now. So we get back to the centre and I knew I’d be 
in trouble if I was seen like that so I says to him “you go in through the boy’s corridor and walk through to the girls 
corridor and head for the bathroom. I’ll go to the girl’s bathroom window and you can pull me in.” My plan was then 
to get washed and changed and no-one would ever know. Anyway, at some point the nurse (Miss Tither) found us 
and she walks into the bathroom and sees me half way through the window and shouted “Elizabeth – get in now!”. 
She was really angry and that upset me. In fact I think I had a few run-ins with her and I remember feeling that hurt 
and confusion each time. But looking back now as an adult, it’s funny, you know I think I can see she was a kindly 
sort, but I think she misunderstood me and looking back I probably misunderstood her. 
 
Another time, we were putting on 
a play and I remember that tall 
chap planning it (Doug Stewart). 
And I’m thinking I’m going to be 
something nice in this play. Well I 
wasn’t – I was the back end of a 
horse or a cow or something and I 
didn’t think much to that. 
 

 
Activities 
 

I loved the swimming. We swam 
every day because the pool was 
onsite – it was great. It was when 
we swam that I realised how 
many of us there were because 
most of the time we were in 
groups. It was almost as if when I 
looked around there were 
children there that I hadn’t seen. I 
also really enjoyed the archery – 
that was a happy time. 
  
We used to like our little rest in 
the afternoon, when we’d have a 
natter between ourselves. It was 
really nice – and for the most part 
we were on our own without the 
adults; this was our time. That’s 
when I did chat more to the girl in 
the wheelchair (Susan McEvoy) 
and I remember that’s when I had 
the courage to ask her more about her life. I think when we – the kids 
that is – were on our own we got to know more about each other. I 
remember she explained to us about her condition. 

 

Left: Liz McCann and 

Valerie Deegan  

rehearsing the  

pantomime horse 

(Liz is the taller of the 

two). 

 

Right: the finished 

article!  

1967 

 

Liz holding a doll that they had made in one of the arts 
sessions run by the volunteer in the picture – Carol 
Smith 1967 (see page 40). The girl in the wheelchair is  
Susan Jordan (mentioned page 34, and 55). 
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Tea with local ladies 
 
I remember going to this lady’s house for tea and there were other ladies from the village there. They weren’t that 
old looking back – probably in their forties. Anyway, that was lovely. They were really nice and it was a big house 
with a coquet lawn at the back and an outdoor swimming pool⁷. And they’d laid on a huge spread – ooh it was lovely 
to see – and there were all these freshly made cakes – probably baked by each of the different ladies – and we were 
invited to try them all. I remember that was really great – I can see us all smiling and laughing and they were saying 
to me “which cake do you prefer?” – I think maybe they had a competition amongst themselves for who’d baked the 
best cake! I think we may have played croquet on the lawn. 
 
Do you know – I have great memories of our breakfasts. All the children would come down in the morning and we’d 
have cereals, we’d have eggs, bacon, sausage, orange juice, everything we wanted and we all got on really happily 
together. The eating times were really happy times.  
 

Back in trouble! 
 
Everybody was kind you know – I just remember how kind everyone was. Like I say the only issue I had was with the 
nurse, and to be fair to her she always seemed to turn up when maybe things looked bad! And do you know there 
was a boy with an replacement hand (Keith Boswell) and it seemed hard like iron to us. He was a stocky lad, 
especially compared to the other children. We’d all had lunch, and it was a lovely sunny day, and initially when I had 
this memory I couldn’t remember why I did what I did, but now you’ve reminded me that my brothers were there I 
remember! So I’d come out from lunch and I was with Terry and pushing him around in the sunshine and some of the 
other children came over and said “Liz, Liz, look he’s hitting people.” And I said “who’s hitting who” and they said 
“he’s swinging his iron hand at people”, and I went over to him and I said “don’t you hit anyone” and he looked and 
went to swing at my brother Michael and as he did I smacked him straight between the eyes and he fell to the 
ground and started crying. And as he did – out walked the Nurse (Miss Tither) and – well there you go you see – what 
does she see? Me at it again! But I was only protecting my brother Michael and standing up for the other kids. I don’t 
know, maybe something had gone on before, I’m sure we'd apologise to each other now, but that’s what happens 
between children isn’t it! I know I’ve always believed in standing up for people – can get you into trouble though! 
 
 

⁷A number of different parties went to different ladies in the village. Liz's memory fits with that of Mrs J Shaw who lived at Westwood, New Farm Road, 
Alresford, Hampshire, who described her house in a letter to Jane Markham (dated 22nd June 1967) as having "a flat drive which leads direct to lawn 
terrace, easy for any wheelchairs and an outdoor unheated swimming pool should any want to use it.  

 

From Left front two: Terrence Bunting, and Terry Smith (the younger of the two Smith brothers) 
From left back row: Patrick Deegan, Michael McCann (Liz’s brother), Stephen Sweeney, Keith Boswell (with whom Liz had the 
altercation), Peter Barnett, and Philip Smith 
Sitting at the back – Thomas Richardson and Volunteer Jim Baker playing accordion    
NB: Jane and Simon secured all the instruments from a local school prior to the camp 
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Relaxed and happy evenings 
 
The evenings were always comfortable because we were all together, and we knew we were going to wake up to our 
lovely breakfast in the morning, and we knew that we had swimming, and we knew the same people were going to 
be there tomorrow morning – when you wake up – your friends you’ve made will be there – that was nice – that was 
a special feeling unique to the camp. I think… if anything made me cry it was that I felt that loss when I went home – 
massively now I come to think of it. And I think now – looking back – that was the saddest thing that we never stayed 
in touch. 
 

The Christmas Party 
 
Come to think of it, we did have a meet-up afterwards. They put something on for us in a hall. And I remember, I 
think was having difficulties again at the time – emotionally. I had it in my head that the only reason I was going was 
to see that boy (Philip) – I really wanted to see him again. And as I walked in – I’m welling up now remembering this 
– I remember I scanned the room and he wasn’t there. All the other children were laughing and joking and jumping 
up and down and just enjoying it and I couldn’t see him or his brother; I couldn’t see them. And I remember this 
darkness, like a blackness came over me and just everything went black – he wasn’t there. One of the helpers coming 
over to me and she said “are you alright?” And I said “where’s Philip?”, and she said, “he’s not very well”. I was so 
sad. I’d love to know what happened to those two brothers; I really would. 
 

In the years since... 
 
Well fifty years is a long time isn’t it! I’ve got two grown up children now and five grandchildren. And I have a 
nephew with cerebral palsy. I think he’d love to go on a PHAB camp. I’ve had an interesting career. Much of it spent 
in the public service union and liaising with the city councils and other bodies, and going on civil rights missions 
abroad. Standing up for others has always been important to me and disability’s come into that. Looking back, that 
first PHAB Camp was the start of that – for the good ‒ it opened our eyes as kids. I think the people who set it up 
must have been marvellous – I’m so glad I went; it’s great to look back on it today. Strange though – different 
memories just keep coming back and I’m having to rectify what are the child’s memories with what I can see was 
happening now as an adult. Strange, but great. Money couldn’t buy that experience. 
 

NB: Liz recounted all of the above at dinner with Maxine Ross-Wallis and Andrew Miles 29th November 2016. 
Afterwards they showed her 1967 the photos to which Liz said: “My heart is pounding here and the welling up inside 
me is like…  …if someone was to give you a gift in life of something… that is the most wonderful gift to give to a child 
– friends. For a child to have friends… People they can relate to. I suppose that was their aim wasn’t it – those that 
set it up – shared experiences?”  Liz subsequently visited Junior Camp 2017, surprising Jane Markham who was also 
visiting that day. 

 

 

 

Left to right: Andrew Miles, Jane Markham (Henson), Liz McCann and Maxine Ross-Wallis unite at Junior Camp 2017  
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 Carole Smith (now Waldron) volunteer 1967 ...tales of the first camp  
 

Those fourteen days on that first PHAB Camp provided such an amazing experience, 
exposing me to the needs of the disabled and understanding some of the hardships, which 
are still suffered by the more deprived in society. It had a very profound effect on me, 
helping shape my thinking and my future professional life. When I undertook my training as 
an Occupational Therapist, I was able to draw on the experience of PHAB which was very 
valuable and I believe has made me a more empathetic person. My husband says I have 
mentioned PHAB many times over the years! I am now retired after 40 happy years as an 
OT. I started work in hospitals but for many years I worked for Disability Services and 
specialised in adapting housing for the disabled. 

 
I was 18, had just finished my A Levels and was a bit obsessed with my 
social life, fashion, Procul Harem, The Kinks  & Jimi Hendrix when I set off 
for the first camp, little realising how much the experience would change 
me. I travelled down with Simon Wadsworth & Faith Maddox in Simon’s 
car, it was Sunday 30th July 1967. I had been encouraged to volunteer by 
my close friend Angie Hipkins (now Purdom), who worked with Jane 
Markham at Birmingham Young Volunteers and they had helped set up the 
whole project for the first camp. I had been to the training, which included 
a talk at Windmill House in Birmingham by Lady Jean Mackenzie, where I 

was told I was to be appointed the Arts & Crafts Tutor! Not sure I was completely qualified for this role, but I was 
very determined to do my best and spent 2 months gathering materials for the “Art Department”! 
 
We arrived at Lord Mayor Treloar College just in time for a very welcome lunch. We were amazed by the fabulous 
setting and the size of the college, which seemed to have great facilities for our needs – swimming pool, lovely 
grounds etc. The afternoon and evening were spent in a flurry of preparation for the children’s arrival the next day; 
making up rooms, arranging rotas, timetables for activities etc. I didn’t get to bed until 3 am, but that did include a 
quick trip to the local pub, The Hen & Chickens, and a couple of games of snooker back at the college! We were 
quickly becoming friends and a team. 
 
The next morning I remember having a great breakfast, (one of the hallmarks of our time at Treloar), then Faith and I 
went into Alton to go shopping for the camp. The children arrived at 4pm and that is when the fun began, it was an 
absolute riot and bedtime brought more chaos. We soon started to learn all their names and get to grips with their 
needs and personalities. Then there was Miss Tither the Matron and a carer called Ted Wassell, who had the 
nickname Florence or Flo and was a bit of a scream. We enjoyed going to the pub and coming back for games of 
snooker once the children were asleep! 
 
The next day we started activities with the children, swimming and archery, which they loved.  I don’t think many of 
them being city kids had experienced such lovely countryside before and they took full advantage. Faith and I drove 
in to Alton to do the inevitable laundry, (Simon was very generous in letting us use his car). We had a social evening 
at the end of this first full day, including a Wheelchair Derby, all great fun. 
 
On the Wednesday all the volunteers in my dormitory overslept and we only just made it to breakfast – nothing to 
do with visiting the local pub and playing snooker the previous evening of course! (Don’t worry there were always 
staff doing night duty while we were out!). Some reporters from the Birmingham Mail visited and took lots of 
photos. We organised a BBQ in the evening, but rain stopped play. I remember spending quite a lot of time with a 
little girl in a wheelchair called Susan, she was very affectionate and such a lovely girl. One of the boys named Keith 
Boswell gave me a cactus plant, not sure where he obtained it! 
 
Thursday came and we made a memorable trip to The New Forest & Christchurch stopping for a packed lunch in the 
forest and then on to Christchurch where we went on a miniature railway and a boat trip, all very enjoyable despite 
it tipping down with rain. The children were tired when we arrived back, but still demanded lots of goodnight kisses 
from the staff. 
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Friday came and a BBC camera crew arrived to film all the activities being undertaken at the camp. Gene Pack also 
arrived and I remember he brought a letter and parcel from my parents for me. We had a whale of a time bathing all 
the kids that night, complete pandemonium! 
 
On the Saturday, Faith and I were on laundry and 
cleaning duty. Some children went for pony rides and 
some played tennis in the morning. In the afternoon we 
went to a Gymkhana in nearby Bentley and the children 
enjoyed going round the stalls and buying bits and pieces 
as presents for their families and the staff (I had a heart 
shaped lollipop from Keith Boswell and a nail varnish 
from Terry Bunting). I was on duty with Simon in the 
evening and we had one heck of a time getting all the 
children settled and to sleep! However, the staff still 
managed some late night snooker which had become a 
bit of a ritual. 
 
Sunday was my half day (this was two weeks remember!) 
so I enjoyed a welcome lie-in, then helped with lunch and 
swimming in the afternoon; it was so good to have the 
pool for the children, particularly the less able. 
 
Another Monday and the start of the children’s second 
week at Treloar.  Most of them went on a trip to Beaulieu 
and the Motor Museum, but I stayed behind with some 
of the other volunteers to do cleaning etc. 
 
The next day some of the children went out to tea at 
local lady’s houses and some were taken shopping. In the 
evening we had a lovely BBQ organised by the local youth 
club. 
 
The next day was Wednesday and we were all on TV in a programme about PHAB. I helped with arts & crafts, 
swimming and the games room in the morning. More children went out to tea with local families and shopping. 
(Michael McCann came back with a comb for me). A little boy named Tom Phillips, who was haemophiliac, had to be 
admitted to hospital. In the evening we had a dress rehearsal for a play that had been created for the children; I can’t 
remember what it was about, but Bob Heath and I helped make a papier maché horse’s head for it in the craft class – 
a photo still exists and is quite comical! 
 
Thursday was “Open Day”, so the morning was spent tidying up. Tom was still in hospital and I went to visit him. The 
children performed their play and some music for the visitors in the afternoon. In the evening we held a farewell 
party for the children with dancing. I was on duty that night and the children were almost too excited to go to sleep! 
Jane Markham & Angie Hipkins came down to see how things were going and stayed overnight. 
 
Friday was going home day for the children and they left at 10.30am – lots of tears from the children and the staff, 
lots of kisses goodbye and everyone so sad it was all over. We waved them off until they were out of sight and then 
set to with washing, cleaning, scrubbing and polishing for the rest of the day. Then all the staff and volunteers were 
treated to a fabulous dinner by Bucklands, we had such a marvellous fun evening. I remember Ted laughed so much 
at a comment of mine that he was sick on the floor! Then it was off to The Hen & Chickens for a farewell drink and 
back for a bit of a ‘rave up’ in the staff room until the early hours! Next day we all departed home – I travelled in the 
Settlement van with Ted Wassell, Doug Stewart, Tony Gray, Roger Lewis & Hilary Lovett, we drove back via London 
and didn’t arrive in Birmingham until teatime. 
 

The people in the team for the first PHAB camp at Treloar College were all lovely, as were the merry band of children 
and we had a good time together; but I was particularly grateful to Simon Wadsworth, a charismatic personality who 
impressed me greatly and influenced the way I thought about people less fortunate than myself – one of the nicest 
people I have ever met.      It is difficult to think it has been 50 years, but what a legacy!   

Best wishes to PHAB and everyone involved in this fantastic venture for the future. 

 

 

Hilary Lovett and Bob Heath help out in one of Carole’s art sessions 
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 Michael Green 1967 – 1968 ...a child of two camps!   
 

This was a time of my life when I made new friends. I had always had a fear of disabled 
people (I don't know why) but then Gene Pack sat with me and told me that people with 
disabilities were no different to me or anyone else and that they need friends too.  
 
I found this to be true and I can honestly say that from that first camp my eyes had been opened and I made friends 
with lots of adults and children. My fondest memories are of Philip and Terry Smith two brothers with Muscular 
Dystrophy; we become instant friends. I well remember helping with them. 
 
My mind has been swirling with memories of both the 1967 and 1968 camps when I was just a young boy. I have not 
forgotten that the first was Alton in Hampshire and the second was at Sharpness in Gloucester. 
 
At the time, I was an able-bodied person but now I am disabled myself and I realise what people with disabilities go 
through. Even fifty years on things have in my opinion changed very little. 
 
My eyes were opened by Birmingham PHAB Camps and Gene Pack, who referred me, towards all people. I absolutely 
loved the two camps that I went on and they instilled values in me for later life that I have passed on to my son.  This 
was an experiment and even if it had just been myself or the others who went on that very first camp who had taken 
something away from this, then I would say that it was a SUCCESS and we all learnt a fantastic lesson for life. The fact 
that it's continued and done this for so many more is fantastic. 
 
In terms of the 1967 camp, the 
whole time was a happy one of 
making friends. The venue we stayed 
at was fantastic ‒ the house and 
grounds I had never seen the likes of. 
I remember a group of us walking 
down to the village (I think it was 
Bob Heath who was with us) to have 
tea with a local lady. As we come 
into the village her house was on the 
left hand side. She was very gracious 
to us and her daughter was helping 
with the tea; that is all I can 
remember on this. I also remember 
going to the motor museum at 
Beaulieu ‒ this was brilliant and as 
usual I was pushing Philip in his chair 
with Terry not far behind us. We had 
a brilliant day out and talked about it 
late into the evening. 
 
We used to have a singsong on the 
evenings. We all had a good time 
and we were very sad when the time 
came to go home and I thought I 
would never see Philip and Terry 
again but I was wrong ‒ Gene Pack 
used to take me to see them when 
he had the time. 
 
1968 was at Sharpness. I am not so 
sure but it might have been 
a Ministry of Defence camp? It had 
an assault course and huts that we 

 

 
 

1967 Back left to right: Cliff Maddox (who Liz McCann went to look for the horses with), Kevin 
Shipley (who had three deaf brothers on the camp), and Michael Green 
Front: Bob Heath helping Philip Smith (the boy whom Liz McCann kissed)  
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slept in. I do remember that we went on the rifle range and that I came out top ‒ I was presented with a little plastic 
cup trophy on the evening. It was the first thing that I had ever won; I was over the moon. Of course, we all enjoyed 
going on the assault course and I do remember getting very dirty. 

 

Also present on both camps was Lorraine Minchin. We were 
the best of friends and sat next to each other at school (this 
was puppy love) and this was also a fond memory for me. It's 
fantastic you have photos of us from the camps. 
 
Thank you for the memory jog to all at PHAB! 
 
Tony Gray, who was present on both camps as a volunteer, 
well recalls Michael: 
 
"Michael Green was a very nice young man. He was giving all 
the time, making friends, looking for things he could do -  in 
many ways doing the job of a volunteer, certainly in the sense 
that he was talking to and interacting with everyone. Really, 
as volunteers we're there as facilitators not to form 
friendships with the kids ourselves but to support them to 
befriend each other and he did that without any prompting at 
all. Yeah he was generous spirited and had a good sense of 
humour."  
 

 
 

 

 

Lorraine Minchin & Michael Green on the 1968 Camp in Sharpness  

 

Michael Green standing to the right of the now infamous Philip Smith at the 1968 Christmas Party  
 

Rumour has it that Ellie Williams, who began volunteering as a seventeen year old in 2009, got caught in a PHAB time-loop and can be seen 
materialising before their very eyes in a santa outfit!  
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 Dan Olson volunteer 1968 ...a voice from across the pond 
 

In 1968 a group of students from America came over on an overseas scheme to volunteer on 
both PHAB’s Junior and Senior camps. One of them was Dan Olson a twenty year old from 
Wisconsin, USA.  
 

Tony Gray, fellow volunteer that year, remembers him well: “Dan of course was terrific, absolutely in there all the 
time, 100% on message and there’s lovely pictures of him singing with the kids which everyone loved and he was so 
good at. I remember he and I spent a lot of time caring for a boy called Steven, who used to keep apologising to us 
and Dan would say nien problema Steven – nien problema, which made Steven laugh, and came about because we 
looked on Dan’s application form and it said he could speak German – which I don’t think he could really – so we kept 
saying – ‘in German Dan!’ He was wonderful.” 

Dave Yapp who was a boy on Junior camp in 1968 says “one memory that stands out is Dan 
Olson playing his guitar before bed, singing a song that still brings tears to my eyes now 
which was ‘We Shall Overcome’, which relates to Martin Luther King”. 
 

PHAB caught up with Dan via email in 2017 and he will be coming back to join us at the 50th Anniversary Ball for the 
first time since 1968. …we also have an old 1 7/8 inch tape that Dan sent over in which he left a message to each and 
every Junior and Senior child to play at the 1968 PHAB Christmas party! Poignantly, he said of David on the tape, 
“David Yapp I’ll always remember you.” 

 

Dan’s Story 
 
My time with PHAB Camps, including all the preparations and follow-up, was a highlight of my young adult life. I 
recall it all fondly, save for the steady diet of beans we were fed… The kids, Tony Gray, fellow volunteers, and the 
entire concept, evoke warm memories and big smiles. Then there was that bed race near Sharpness, but I cannot 
recall how it ended, because I think we stopped in one or more pubs to keep hydrated. 
 
I’m delighted to be contacted by PHAB again, thank you. I briefly checked out your website, and am humbled to 
realise all what emerged from our relatively small beginning in ’67 – ’68. Speaking to those involved now, though we 
don’t know each other personally, opens a wonderful window into shared experiences that impacted us and so many 
others from so long ago through today and clearly moving forward in time. 
 
Hearing about Birmingham PHAB Camps across the pond 
 
1967 was a time of multiple losses and anxiety for me as a second year college student. Though “religious” at the 
time (I’m not now, but respect those who are), I needed more tangible, physical experiences to grow as a person. 
Traveling to Europe was a common “quest” for folks my age, but I wanted to be more than a tourist – thus a service 
project. Even though the charity was just one year old – clearly news of Birmingham PHAB Camps must have reached 
the States and it sounded fun! 

 

 

 

 

 

Dan Olson and Tony Gray 

 

Dan Olson (holding Hohn Hill)  & 

Tony Gray (holding Barbara Lovegrove) 

 

 

 

 

 

Dan Olson playing guitar on camp 
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Travelling to the UK in 1968 

 

One foggy morning we boarded the MS Aurelia, an Italian vessel known as a “student-ship” because of its 
inexpensive passage, then finally docked in Southampton 8.5 very stormy days later. I was travelling with other 
American students coming to volunteer in Europe on all sorts of different projects. There were six of us, I think, who 
had chosen Birmingham PHAB Camps. 
 
The ship was the smallest vessel licensed to carry passengers across the North Atlantic at the time (maximum 800 
passengers and crew). Very stormy seas occupied us for 6.5 of those days, many parties were held, friendships made, 
guitars played, drinking habits refined, studies done. We were tossed from the dining chairs to the deck, along with 
our food because the ship had no stabilizers (imagine a very large cork on an even larger tempestuous ocean). There 
were even twins born on-board two months prematurely. My grandfather had travelled on a troop-ship to Europe in 
WWI and advised me to eat and look far into the horizon to keep from getting seasick. Thanks Grandpa, it worked! 
 
My first true introduction to Birmingham PHAB Camps came during our pre-camp stay and orientation at a 
guesthouse I can no longer recall the name of. I remember meeting Tony Gray, and his enthusiasm and genuine 
respect for all the PHAB volunteers enabled each of us to feel instantly connected. I volunteered to work with Tony 
and a small committee selecting campers, learning of their needs, special disabilities, and goals gleaned from the 
children and adults working with them. I was a shy kid from rural, agrarian Wisconsin, very sheltered and naive about 
the larger world. Because of this extra preparation time, I felt much more involved than I may have if I’d only showed 
up for the camp itself. PHAB was using some space in the Birmingham Young Volunteers Trust office near the city 
centre so it all felt like I was part of the administrative team! 
 
First memory and feeling docking at Southampton – gratitude for solid land! 
 

First memory by bus to London – messing up currency at fish & chip shop. 
 

First memory in London – train strike, so we slept in idle cars. 
 

First memory at PHAB orientation – enthusiasm, followed by very mouldy bread. 
 

First memory of Tony Gray – Excitement. Gratitude. Optimism. Energy! 
 

First memory of looking after the children at camp – helping a young man go to the toilet and realising how we take 
such an act for granted! He had no arms, only fingers attached to shoulders, so he was always reliant on others 
helping him go to the toilet. So I soon learnt what being a PHAB volunteer meant! Initially it was awkward, but soon 
routine; I mean everybody pees right?! Lesson one in adapting to other people’s needs. 
 

Working with disability for the first time 

 

PHAB was my first experience of disability, but in the following years I always tried to find ways of supporting others. 
I found it humbling, as it opened my eyes, heart and mind to the reality of being truly human, despite the physical 
body. 
 

Witnessing the integration 
 
The integration absolutely worked, sometimes naturally because children and teens can be open, empathetic, 
engaging, and playful. Sometimes a little modelling or nudge was needed to remind all that we could be companions 
and friends. Gosh virtually ALL my memories reflect how vital, nourishing and effective that process was to our 
camps in ’68. I can see the smiles on the faces of the children mostly all of the time, irrespective of their 
circumstances. One of the most challenging campers was a girl named Gillian, who challenged our creativity, 
perseverance, good humour, and patience. We ended on good terms. My feelings looking back can be summed up 
as... Enthusiasm. Gratitude. Fatigue. Gratitude. Glee. Gratitude. Frustration. Gratitude. Humility. Gratitude. And 
overall – Gratitude! 
 

The activities 
 
Day time activities were active, involved, creatively challenging, and again, humbling. Evening activities seemed more 
“family-oriented” bonding with each other, reflecting on the day, slowing down for bed, carrying out personal care 
and just looking out for any and all children, irrespective of physical status. 
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Top of page: a section from Dan’s 1968 application form 
 
Middle of page: Susan McEvoy showing Dan how to do  
archery on Junior Camp 1968 
 
Bottom of page: Dan showing Peter Ryan what Susan just 
taught him (Junior Camp 1968) 
 
NB: Dan left a message for Susan on the 1968 tape he sent over. 
He said “Susan McEvoy I guess I’ll never forget you. You always 
had a smile for me. Just remember to always give that smile to 
all the people you meet”. 
  
When Susan McEvoy got back in touch with PHAB in August 
2017 she said of Dan, “He was lovely – tall, lanky and shy – so 
shy! I think he had grown more confident by the end.”   
 
Upon hearing that Susan was coming to the Ball, Dan emailed 
PHAB to say: “I'm deeply touched and know Tony will be too. I  
feel eager to reunite with Susan as well. Your note just now 
evoked tears of joy and remembrance. Thank you!”  
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Fellow volunteers 
 
Memories of volunteers are nearly all positive. There were a couple who did not seem to want to give all they could, 
and needed modelling, encouragement, and even a figurative kick in the butt. Tony Gray stands out most for me, in 
every way. I felt I achieved good working relationships with most others, but Tony was my “go-to-guy” for support, 
encouragement, learning, and patience. 
 

Looking back on the whole experience 
 

 
 

 

 
Birmingham PHAB Camps absolutely changed me, by helping me mature, 
become more outgoing, confident, empathetic, and willing to embrace new 
people and situations. Gosh – I have nothing to add but my gratitude, 
respect and love for Birmingham PHAB Camps. 
 
Over time I comprehended that we are all “TABS” – "Temporarily Able-
bodied Spirits.” I volunteered in the Uptown Neighbourhood of Chicago, 
especially focused on kids with disabilities who felt alienated from their 
peer group. I became a clinical psychologist with persons challenged by ALS, 
MS and many other physical maladies. I doubt I would have done this 
without Birmingham PHAB Camps. The opportunities and people I shared 
time with on PHAB in that old centre near Sharpness were awesome.   
 
 
 
 

 

Today I continue playing guitar and enjoy photography. I feel 
my life winding down, and want my kids and grandkids to know 
me fully; thus having chance to share with them my small part 
in the PHAB legacy is so wonderful. I endeavour that they might 
explore opportunities to give, grow – and receive – similar to 
my time with PHAB. 
 
I fondly recall the profound and positive effect of our work 
together in that summer of ‘68. I am thrilled Birmingham PHAB 
Camps continues and that it has expanded so widely and 
deeply. I feel privileged to have had this experience in my life. I 
applaud your success and dedication. 
 
 

 

Sunset on PHAB at Sharpness in 1968 taken by Dan Olson  

Dan at home in the Colorado Rocky Mountains in 2017 

Dan on PHAB 1968 
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 Volunteers’ diary of Senior Camp 1969 
  

The following was written by Tony Gray, Paul Flavill, Mike Carding, David Smith, Connor 
Barry and John Burden, credited as “all their own work”.     NB: typed from the 1969 original. 
 

Tuesday 
 
Left corporation Street around 9.30 to the echo of thunder – it seemed an appropriate omen. Reached Hednesford 
after a few involuntary detours at 11.00am and walked, crawled or fell out into the pouring rain. 
 
After lunch sat around looking vaguely bored despite John and Roger’s bravest efforts on guitar and accordion until it 
stopped raining, around 5pm. Then the air became filled with cries of “where can I get a handful of air?” and “who’s 
got a pre-1910 coin with Britannia sitting back to front on a falling tide in a snow storm?”. This heralded the start of 
Dave’s scavenger hunt and ‘an art thing’ followed. Things began to look up and by supper it was beginning to look a 
bit more like a PHAB Camp. In the evening a discotheque proved popular with the older children although some of 
the younger ones where not so keen. By bed time the noise had reached such a volume as to convince any "old 
crew" that this was a true PHAB camp. 
 

Wednesday 
 
Girls were all woken about 4.30am by a variety of wolf howls and Indian war whoops from the boys dorm, this 
earned room 13, the ‘noisiest room award’. After breakfast we started our activities; art, drama, dress making or 
music. The most popular of these was probably skiving. After lunch we went on a ‘Tony Type’ magical mystery tour 
which started at the petrol station and ended at the pictures where the majority of kids stayed for the programme 
twice through. This resulted in us being late for high tea and so there were only four choices. 
 
All the volunteers hoped that the kids would by now be too tired to do anything but sleep – but there were was still a 
kick in the tail. We finally got them in bed for 10pm when we had a summit meeting at which it was suggested that 
we shouldn’t have any more meetings but go to the pub instead. Sister Tither swayed the house with an inspired 
speech on this motion. P.S Fire drill – everyone successfully dowsed but no one was put out. 
 

Thursday 
 
Gentlemen of press came – although we impressed on them PHAB etc., the resulting article and pictures of Tony 
were lousy. Firemen demonstration very good, high casualty of arrows in provision of extra activity for the press. It is 
a long time from lunch to tea especially when playing football under a blazing sun complete with swarming flies. 
 

Friday 
 
As the camp goes on, the kids are not 
quite so eager to wake us all at 
3.50am (still no more willing to go to 
bed though). Activities going very well 
now with regular members in each 
group showing the way. Terry and 
Philip Smith both make superb actors 
when it comes to imitating Con as if 
returning from the pub. The visit in 
the afternoon to the fire-station was 
extremely good, the kids finding more 
interest in the smashed fire-engine 
than in all the serviceable ones. The 
highlight for many was Wendy going 
up the lookout tower in a skirt. Then 
PHAB hit Cannock itself and as usual 
money went faster than time.  

 

Fire station visit. Trevor Shipley, from the first camp, is second child to the right of the engine   
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Saturday 
 
Happy birthday Karen, 
despite your moping over 
John Peadle, sulk, sulk. 
Picnic – flies again; greatly 
enjoyed lying in the sun – 
wrestling with kids, letting 
Terry Smith stick grass 
stalks up our noses etc.   
Undesirability of having to 
clean kitchen out at 12am. 
Remedy = Jelly fight. 
 

Sunday 
 
An unusual 8 o’clock hush was broken by the sound of a mad Irishman searching for Alka Seltzer. In drips and drabs 
the kids got up and wandered along to breakfast – served as usual, a quarter of an hour late. After chores, a dozen or 
so volunteers and kids climbed into the Phabmobile and did a double round trip of Hednesford to find churches and 
chapels. They then split up into three parties and went to their respective places of worship. The Phabmobile went 
round to pick them all up (sins forgiven etc) just after eleven. Gwen must’ve really enjoyed herself, for she went back 
for another dose in the evening. 
 
After lunch, friends, guests, relations, and yobs started arriving to find the kids on the archery, doing art, singing, 
dressmaking, playing sports and generally having a good time. Mike, Tony, and Connor organised collecting firewood 
for the BBQ to be held in the evening, and proceeded to move it from site to site until a position agreeable to all was 
located. They had to be careful to minimise the fire risk and to get a salubrious position. Tea was served at half-four 
on the lawns and enjoyed by all. The younger male generation (NOT from John and Roger’s class) proceeded to sing 
crude songs ("Auntie Mary had a Canary...") from the top of a nearby tree, but the guests didn’t appear to mind. 
After tea a further concentrated effort was made on the BBQ fire, the site was changed yet again, but eventually 
they were lit. Shortly before 8, Hilary did a magnificent job cooking the hot dogs, while John did an equally good job 
leading the singing. Tony took charge of the Lion Hunt, and most of the male volunteers led the song ‘Von Shipiro’ 
which the kids liked very much. 
 

Monday 
 
Wet morning – visit to warm-smelling goody bakery was just the job. Well 
done Gwen for chatting them up. Ended with cups of tea and cakes. Some 
great singing in the community transport “bus” on return. Had to miss 
museum but made it to the baths – superb. Billy and Susan Jordan went in. 
Had a meeting tonight, mainly to discuss the outing tomorrow. Had 
forgotten about meetings, seems a long time since the last one. Afterwards 
some of us talked till late, despite tiredness and the prospect of an early 
morning, because we need to talk sometimes. 
 
 

Tuesday 
 
 

Rouse 6.30am. Connor involved in incident with aspirator – nasty! Epic run to dairy to fetch milk in time for 
breakfast. Left for Blackpool at around 8.45am in the care of (Harpics) Harpers Coaches. Arrived around 11.30 after 
pleasant and songful journey on the  M6 – salad and sandwiches for lunch on bench, followed by dispersal and semi- 
chaos characteristic of all day trips. Returned penniless from arcades and rides to beach base at 5.00pm. Exception 
to this was Denis who managed a 6/-d profit on the penny rolling. Stephen Gardner made a brave attempt to break 
into a GSC sub-station in mistake for a public lavatory. PHAB camp seal of approval for the Ghost train! The tower 
was still standing when we left Blackpool around 5.45pm. Stopped on motorway for chips, proved to be a good test 
of mental arithmetic – so good that we all failed – 15 orange, 12 coffee and 23 teas or was it 4…! 
 

 

Lorraine Minchin (red top) with Philip Smith, 
now both grown up from the first camp!  

 

Socialising all together at the fire station  



50 

 

 

 David Yapp ...a child’s memories of Junior Camp 1968 
 
David came away on Junior in 1968, and in 2017 he found Birmingham PHAB Camps again 
on Facebook! 

 
 
In around 1968 I had the chance to attend a PHAB camp at Sharpness in an old army or navy 
barracks, which I managed to find again this weekend after so many years. There is not a lot left 
of it now. It was a terrific location and what was on offer at the camp was great. It had literally 
been an army or navy camp up to about two years before we were there. It had so many 
facilities. It was fantastic and I cannot believe I found it again. 
 
 

I will never forget what a great time I had making friends and getting to know disabled people and the great 
memories.  
 
The camp was arranged through my school – Marsh Hill Junior – and I went on the summer break between being 
there and moving up to senior school. One other person from my school went – Geoffrey Burrows. I remember 
making friends with the disabled kids at the camp, helping look out for them, and going on trips together. One trip 
was to Bristol Zoo. I have never forgotten the week we had and it taught me so much. 
 
It was probably only the second time away from home in my life and, with no real idea about spending time with 
people that were disabled, I was surprised how much everyone could do and enjoy so many things together and they 
sure did enjoy some wheelchair races! 
 
One memory that stands out is Dan Olson playing his guitar before bed, singing a song that still brings tears to my 
eyes now, which was ‘We Shall Overcome’, which relates to Martin Luther King.  
 

It was the best £2 my parents ever spent on me sending me to the camp, and something I will never forget for the 
rest of my life. It gave me a chance to realise that you should never run disabled people down as we are all the same 
– particularly in our thoughts! 
 
I went on to have a great life working in the motor trade as I still do now at 60, and could never retire. I’ve had an 
active involvement in motor sport both racing and running cars for people. Probably made a £million but spent it as 
well. I have three great kids and three grandkids and that’s about it really.  At the end of the day going on that 1968 
PHAB camp taught me so much about disabled people and taught me to have respect for them. 
 
Well done on 50 years and all the people you have helped along the way. Thanks! 

 

 

 

 

Day out at Bristol Zoo Junior Camp 1968 

 

 

 

 

Disabled and non-disabled together in the dormitories Junior 1968 
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The 70s  
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 Andy Auster volunteer 1971 – 1973 

 
For me, my first camp in 1971, without wishing to sound grandiose, was a life-changing 
experience.  
 
Tony Gray, Mike Carding and I were undergraduates at Hatfield College, Durham University. One Sunday morning, 
Tony came up to me and asked what was I doing over the long summer vacation. I replied that apart from being with 
my parents on holiday in Wales, playing cricket, watching Aston Villa, rugby training, and hop-picking in September… 
not much! Tony explained about PHAB, and asked would I like to come on a PHAB Camp? Tony was, and still is, such 
a wonderfully generous, inspiring, eccentric character, and I had no hesitation in agreeing to be a volunteer on 
Senior Camp in Oswestry, which was to be led by the amazing Dag Saunders in 1971.  
 
What a great trio of personalities: Tony, Dag, and Mike! As were 
the other volunteers and the great PHAB young people who 
arrived in a coach from Birmingham. We were simply young 
people having fun. No-one wore stickers saying they were able-
bodied or disabled. There was no them and us …only ‘us’; it was 
an incredible feeling. I had to come back! So I went on Senior 
again the following year, before arranging Creeping PHAB with 
Tony Gray in 1973. 
 
Partly because Mike Carding had set the trend the year before, 
but mainly because we were mad, Tony and I decided to make 
use of PHAB’s proudest possession – an old converted 

ambulance, falling apart at the seams, called Agamemnon – to do 
a Touring PHAB Camp for 16-19 year olds! 
   
I contacted a farmer, well-known to my parents, in mid-Wales, who let us begin the holiday under canvas in his 
beautiful fields, populated by sheep, by the River Dovey, where we were blessed with wonderful weather. I recall 
asking Rob, a thalidomide victim, did he like the peace and tranquillity? He replied ‘not much’ it was ‘too quiet’. Rob’s 
breakthrough on the trip was clearly yet to come it would seem! We then headed to Cheltenham, where my fiancée 
Liz’s parents helped arrange for us to stay in a Scout Hut. I then made use of my contacts at Emmanuel College 
Cambridge for the next stop off, where we punted on the Cam, enjoyed tea with a Cambridge professor, and 
combined fresh air and exercise with ale and fish and chips, which was all very special. I then prevailed upon a 
friendly Vicar of a Church in Kensington to let us sleep on the floor of his church for the final leg of the tour in 
London! In preparation for a BBC Proms performance at the Royal Albert Hall, we ‘borrowed’ sheets from Emmanuel 
College, and made two banners which stated ‘Creeping PHAB’.  

Andy looking out of Agamemnon 1973  

 
 

The Creeping PHAB Crew in Cambridge 1973 (Andy is standing behind the “A”) 
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We were again blessed with glorious weather. We ‘promenaded’ through London with our banners and, after several 
hours, gained access to the Arena, right in front of the stage. As the ‘live’ broadcast began, we unfurled our PHAB 
banners, and shouted “P – H – A – B... PHAB”! The concert began with a solo pianist playing a Beethoven Sonata, 
before we were treated to some orchestral classics. After the piece, I turned to Rob once again, who’d found Wales 
far too quiet, and asked whether he had enjoyed the music, fully expecting him to say it was boring. To my 
amazement, he replied, ‘Andy, it was fantastic!’ This brought a tear to my eye. I don’t know what he’s doing now but 
I remember with awe how he played ping-pong with the bat in his mouth, and darts with the dart between his toes, 
due to having no arms; just an amazing young lad.  
  
Afterwards, on the way back to the Church we stopped at a ‘hostelry’ in Chelsea and, as I was ordering the drinks, a 
kind gentleman came across and said he would like to buy the whole party a drink. I said that that would only be 
possible if he would come and join us… We felt strongly that it is very easy to walk by on the other side of the street 
or put money in a collection tin, rather than engage... So if people were kind, which many were, we always 
encouraged them to engage with us, which this man did. Very generously, not only did the gentleman join us, and 
buy us all a drink, but he invited us back to his rather ‘swish’ apartment around the corner for a party well into the 
night! 

 

Birmingham PHAB Camps has enriched many lives… including mine.  
 

I became a music teacher in Gloucester where I set up 
a Phab England Club running weekly activities, and 
Easter and summer camps until I moved away in 
1978. Later I was to learn about Share Music Camps, 
which brought disabled and non-disabled young 
people together for outdoor activities, and music-
making. For almost 15 years my summer holidays 
involved going up to the Lake District, and The Calvert 
Trust at Keswick, either as a volunteer, or in later 
years as leader. My daughter, Helen, and son, Tom 
joined me as well. In latter years I’ve been involved in 
projects helping Russian Orphans, and engaged in 
‘Special Olympics’ projects in Kazakhstan, working 
with those who were lobbying for the integration of 
disabled people into society out there.  
 
My eyes were opened to the joy of integration by 
those Birmingham PHAB Camps I went on in the early 
seventies. 
  
I would simply conclude by stating: PHAB is fabulous, and thank you Tony (Gray) for inviting me to go on a camp!  

 

Chilling out on Creeping PHAB 1973 
(Tony Gray front left; Andy Auster back right)  

 

All aboard Agamemnon!  1973 
...PHAB’s 1959 converted ambulance... 

Taking a stroll on Creeping PHAB... 1973 

Andy Auster is pushing the chair 

Stephen Gardner – orange shirt – child from first Camp, 1967 

Robert – tall guy at the front – lad who enjoyed the BBC Proms!  
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 Mike Carding volunteer and Treasurer 1970s 
 

Mike Carding was very much the man behind the arduous paperwork to get Birmingham 
PHAB Camps registered as an independent charity back in the early 1970s. Together with his 
fellow committee members of the day, he coined the constitution that Birmingham PHAB 
Camps still operates under to this day... 
 

One small step for me… One giant step for integration! 
 
At Oxbridge the Russians recruited spies, at LSE they nurtured revolutionaries but at Durham University in the late 
sixties Tony Gray was recruiting volunteers for PHAB. My story is similar to that of Andy Auster: after the beer and 
over late night coffee Tony asked me what I was doing in the summer. He claimed that I had been targeted because 
of my scouting experience; it seemed likely that the Senior Camp would go under canvas and he wanted my 
expertise. I had never been to Birmingham nor had I any first-hand experience of a disabled person but I said “YES”. 
It was 1969 and just after Neil Armstrong walked on the moon I took my small step into 161 Corporation Street for 
ten days that would change and inform my life. 
 
There were no tents but a collection of army buildings on Cannock Chase. I was handed the keys to a BYV minibus 
which would (rightly) be described today as a death trap. The whole enterprise seemed to run on enthusiasm, energy 
and genuine care without any of the policy, safeguards and regulations which we expect today. There were forty kids 
and twenty volunteers and it was an amazing experience for me. I tried to analyse the effect on the kids and came to 
the conclusion it was amazing for them too. 
 
In 1971 I moved to the Midlands and joined the committee of Birmingham PHAB Camps. I led Senior Camp in 1971 
and 1973, both at Altcar near Liverpool, and Roman PHAB in 1972. I also recruited other volunteers including some 
from Durham, some from my old school in Lancashire and my brother David. Amongst the school recruits was Peter 
Lucraft who led Junior Camps, was on the committee and brought great humanity blended with organisation to 
PHAB in the few years before he died tragically of cancer in 1975. We were together on a PHAB adventure along 
Hadrian’s Wall in 1974 and for both of us it was our last major event for Birmingham PHAB Camps. 

1973 
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Roman PHAB was the first mobile venture for older teenagers. We used dear Agamemnon, our 1950’s converted 
Bedford ambulance complete with union jack covering the back doors. In my report I wrote: “mechanically she 
behaved beautifully, it was possible to play chess or cards, go to sleep and no doubt partake of various other 
pleasures whilst for Maggie, James and myself she was fun to drive”. We visited the PHAB barns at Llanwrst in North 
Wales, then Bath, Brighton and London. We formed a really close group and I particularly remember the warmth of 
Anne Kells and the energy of Eddie Bryant. 
 
Maggie Jaeger and James Rattray were amongst the hoards of volunteers applying following a radio promotion on 
The Johnny Walker show on the new Radio One. The response blocked the switchboard at Dudley Road Hospital 
where Dag Saunders was the daytime contact and nearly resulted in divorce for me when our phone rang constantly 
for several hours that evening. Volunteers, transport, equipment, reaching the right kids and money were always 
challenges in those years. The most crazy fundraising stunt I remember was a sponsored walk/push from London to 
Birmingham along the A41 with two teams of six with two wheelchairs doing ten mile stints while the other team 
rested in the accompanying minibus. We watched ourselves on News at Ten in a pub in Banbury. 
 
But the main memories, and the formative experiences were on the actual camps. I remember Anthony Jarvis and 
Robert Love, both victims of Thalidomide, standing by during an archery activity before taking the bows and arrows 
in their mouths and feet and showing us all how to hit the gold. I remember confiscating Richard Phipps’ crutches as 
the only way to keep him out of the girl’s dormitory. There were jelly eating contests, rousing singing, bedtime 
stories and… Dead Ants. Then, on the final day of Roman PHAB some of us were at a test match at the Oval when the 
others came live on The Johnny Walker show. They had accepted his invitation to “pop in”. 
 
So many memories of challenge, fun and friendship. In 1974 I persuaded four of my sixth form students, Anne Marie 
Amor, Christine Cooper, Gill Amos and Islay McArdle, to volunteer on Senior Camp while I was away on Hadrian’s 
Wall. That was it for me and Birmingham PHAB Camps. They returned completely enthused and demanded that we 
start a Phab Club in mid-Warwickshire. Leamington Phab Club was born and for many years, long after my seven 
years at the helm, the annual summer holiday was the corner stone of the Club. I went on to have a career as a 
Secondary Head Teacher and never forgot what PHAB taught me. 
 
So THANK YOU Birmingham PHAB Camps, and HAPPY BIRTHDAY. Not many have followed Neil Armstrong to the 
moon but the spirit of Birmingham PHAB Camps has touched thousands in the past fifty years. In 1981 I was active 
for Phab England during the International Year of Disabled Persons. It was an opportunity to use our certain belief, 
built on experience, that things could be different with true integration. There’s still a long way to go but what we 
have today is unrecognisable from what Birmingham PHAB Camps was fighting to improve from the outset. 
 
PS. Did I mention humour? Absolutely key to the whole movement. At committee meetings we had a toilet seat 
called “the seat of proposal” which you needed to hold in order to speak. The film we made on location on the 1973 
Senior Camp was Monty Python crossed with Led Zeppelin. So here’s a (safeguarding) joke from those days:  
 

“Have you got a police record?” ... ...“Yes, Walking on the Moon!” 

 

Mike Carding assisting Susan Jordan (who had come on the first Camp) to READY... AIM... FIRE!!! on Senior Camp 1969 
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 Words for Peter Lucraft former Chair 1973 – 1975  
 

Peter Lucraft died of cancer at the age of 26 whilst in post as Chair of Birmingham PHAB 
Camps. Peter’s wife Helen says, “He was not an extrovert. He was an idealist – modest, hard 
working and effective and above all warm and generous”. 

 

Peter’s belief in putting the children first is evident. In 
his 1972 Junior Camp Report he wrote that the worst 
mistake a volunteer can make is to “enjoy themselves 
first and see the children of secondary importance. This 
type of attitude means that they never really get to 
know the children other than on a superficial level and 
this is particularly sad when one considers the lovable 
children on the camps who are crying out for individual 
attention and affection".  
 

Peter’s wife Helen become Treasurer of PHAB for the year after his passing, also 
attending Roving Camp in 1976. Years later her daughter Beth, by her second marriage, volunteered on a Camp in 
1997. Below is an excerpt from the March 1975 PHAB Committee minutes acknowledging all that Peter had 
dedicated to PHAB over such a relatively short time.  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The many letters & donations, still 
kept by PHAB, demonstrating the out-
pouring of grief for Peter at the time  
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 Jane Smith volunteer ...tells of Kevin Keegan's time at PHAB 

Jane Smith is the wife of former Chair Noel Smith. Both were to lead numerous camps 
during the 70s and 80s. Jim Price fondly remembers the fundraising activities he and Noel 
ran together, and Pete Millington says of Noel “a nicer bloke you could not wish to meet”. 
 
In the summer of 1974 I was between the Lower and Upper Sixth at Aldridge Grammar School.  Tony Gray taught me 
Biology there and he suggested to my friend Stephanie and I, that helping out on the Senior PHAB Camp at Altcar 
Army Training Camp near Formby in Lancashire, might be a good idea; we readily agreed. I’d led a fairly sheltered life 
in Aldridge and I don’t think I really knew what I was letting myself in for. It turned out to be 10 memorable days of 
noise, varied activities, new friends, long days, very short nights and A LOT OF HARD WORK. During the camp I 
celebrated my 17th birthday and I met Noel who I married two years later. Noel had been on the previous year's 
camp when the famous PHAB film was made ‒ a spoof‒horror film shot throughout the camp on cine-reel with a 
proper sound track. It still exists – everyone should see it! For both of us it was the beginning of a long association 
with Birmingham PHAB Camps. Noel and I both went on to lead camps, and Noel became Chairman. In recent years 
our daughter Emily volunteered on several Junior Camps. 
 
One activity I remember from the 1974 Senior Camp was a tour around Liverpool Football Club. Although the new 
season had not long started the ground was relatively empty but impressive. We were lucky enough to be shown the 
dressing rooms (which were pretty ordinary by today's standards) and when we burst into the first changing room, 
there was a young player who had clearly been training. Noel, who took a keen interest in football said it was 
someone called Kevin Keegan, who had recently joined the club from possibly Scunthorpe and all the press were 
talking about him.  He impressed me enormously. Despite us crashing his privacy, and the sheer numbers and noise, 
he was more than happy to chat and sign endless autographs. 
 
You really find out what people are like on these holidays, what their personal qualities are, whether they can be 
relied on, what their capacities are, and lasting friendships are made. Yes, I do think these camps change people. The 
change can be immediate, within 24 hours children stop seeing a disability and see the person, a new friend instead. 
But also the camps open your eyes to how other people live, make you more empathetic, and change your 
perspective. Long may our PHAB continue. 
 
 

 

Jane Smith Far left (kneeling down) on Senior Camp 1975, Proteus Army Training Camp in Nottinghamshire 
This camp was led by David Carding ‒ Mike Carding’s younger brother   
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 Sally and Tony Rate ...confessions of a PHAB Treasurer and his wife! 
 

Sally and Tony Rate are one of the many couples to have met on 
PHAB. They are unique in that Tony Rate has become the 
longest serving Trustee of the Birmingham PHAB Camps ‒ 1978 
to present day, and Treasurer extraordinaire! Their story 
transcends the decades but starts in the seventies... 
 

Sally: My first Camp was Junior in 1977 led by Howard Maxted, and held at 
Highball Centre in Worcester. I remember thinking, how on earth are we going 
to get out and about every day with such a diverse group of people who I don't 
know anything about and with so many kids in wheelchairs who can’t walk!? By 
the end of the first full day it didn't matter; we were one big happy family all 
working towards getting out and having a fun time and helping each other. 

Tony: I applied to go on PHAB after seeing a poster in a Building Society 
window. Sally and I then met on day one of Junior Camp 1978. 

 

PHAB in the 70s 
 

In the 1970's the centres used were far less sophisticated. Highball was a Birmingham Council facility and was basic, 
with narrow staircases, no lift. We had to provide our own catering and we had  an old school cook – Edwin King who 
was brilliant. There was plenty of outdoor space for fun and games. The children enjoyed themselves because they 
were often doing things they had never done before, being pushed up the Malvern Hills in a wheelchair, going to the 
seaside and joining in with everyone on the Camp activities such as the talent shows. Camp always meant complete 
exhaustion by the evening meeting, volunteer recuperation and getting to know each other until way after midnight! 
 

Our Camps 
 

Sally went on Junior Camp 1977 to 1979 and was the leader from 1992 (PHAB's 25th Anniversary) to 1994, then 
supported David Hartley on the first Camp he led in 1995. She also went on the very first Multi (Breakfree) Camp in 
1980, led by Howard Maxted. Tony went on Junior Camp, doing minibus duties, in 1978 to 1979, and 1992 to 1994, 
and volunteered on Senior Camp in 2004 as a reserve for 3 days.  
 

Our memories of the 90s camps include the open air (and quite cold) swimming pool which we used quite often at 
our centre ‒ Avon Tyrrell. Pony riding in the New Forest was an experience; most children had never seen horses 
that close up or ridden before. We visited the beach at Bournemouth with kids who had never been to the seaside 
and we even had an inflatable dingy with a rope attached for them to get out on the sea! We had wheelchair races 
that got a bit too competitive resulting in the odd minor crash (see Jim Price pictured below skidding to a holt). One 
disabled lad whose wheelchair crashed had always wanted to fly in a helicopter and tried to insist Air Ambulance be 
called. Given he was neither hurt nor in need of a hospital we refrained from such a measure! We put on theatrical 
shows, the highlight of which was a blindfolded child standing behind me (Sally) and having to attempt to clean my 
teeth! PHAB Camps back then seemed to have a tradition of visiting Fire and Police stations and our camps were no 
different, with memories of hoses, torrents of water, car accidents, police cells, handcuffs, and police dogs abound!  

 
 
 

 

Tony and Sally relaxing after the kids had 
finally gone to bed towards the end of a 
successful Junior Camp in 1994 

 

Philip Burns in a dingy  Junior Camp 1994:     Fire hoses are Go!  
 

Jim Price pushing the chair in a race! 
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We enjoyed giving so many children the unique experience of a fantastic time 
away from their families and carers. The non‒disabled kids were often 
referred from Social Services, and seeing how they slowly began to involve all 
the other children in their games was very rewarding. We saw the children's 
independence and confidence grow on all sides. And not only the children on 
the camps but families who had arranged a week away with their other 
children giving them a whole other experience in parallel. Two families made 
a point of saying what a difference it had made having a week's respite and 
spending quality time with their other children, whom so often they felt they 
weren't able to give the time, energy and attention they deserved. 
 

Becoming Treasurer 
 

Tony: My first PHAB Camp was such a life changing moment for me. A 
realisation that I got on so well with all of the children and that I could help 
them enjoy themselves whatever their situation. Also that I met Sally and my 
life changed for the better. 
 
I knew that I wanted to keep involved with PHAB in whatever way I could and 
joined the Committee in October 1978 just two months after my first Camp. I 
audited the accounts from then on, and  became Treasurer in September 
1983. I could see that I could always help in various ways – shaking cans at 
flag days, sponsored walks, keeping my eyes on the finances etc., without 
going on a Camp, given limited holidays and family commitments. 
 

PHAB Committee 
 
I have continued for so long because I have thoroughly enjoyed working with all Committee members over the years 
who have shown such dedication to keep Birmingham PHAB Camps going and always wanting to provide wonderful 
holidays for all of the children. I have been in the background helping in any way I can whilst not going on Camp, 
finding minibuses and means to insure them (which at one stage included gaining permission to put it through my 
employer’s fleet policy), fundraising and keeping us afloat when we had so little money. I am pleased that I was 
instrumental in changing our longstanding Transport Policy of using volunteers to drive minibuses to our current 
model of coaches and working with the Birmingham Accessible Transport Group who have entered into a unique 
arrangement to provide their accessible school buses to us complete with trained drivers during the school breaks. 
This change was driven primarily by the difficulty in finding drivers and getting minibuses insured, coupled with our 
desire to make the camps as safe as possible, in recognition that volunteers are likely to get very tired given all else 
they have to do on Camp. 
 
I also encouraged our daughter Beth to become a volunteer having shown such a talent when just a child on the 
1990’s Junior Camps. She has now volunteered on more Camps than I have in 39 years. 
 
The members of Committee who stand out for me are Tony Gray, Howard and Joyce Maxted, Jane and Noel Smith, 
Jim and Erica Price, Paul Boaler, Kevin Whittaker, Chris Bird, Andrew Miles and Maxine Ross-Wallis ‒ for the time and 
effort they each put into PHAB to keep it going and make it what it is today: a unique voluntary organisation that 
provides such wonderful holidays for so many deserving children every year. 
 

Reflections on PHAB turning 50 
 
I cannot quite believe that we have been involved with PHAB for 40 of its 50 years. With family commitments Sally 
has had less involvement than I have but she has always there to provide help, encouragement, advice and wisdom 
over the years. Not forgetting of course that she used to lead Junior and was Volunteer Recruiter for about 3 years 
during the 1990s in the days before emails and the internet ‒ no small task. 
 
Birmingham PHAB Camps is special because every volunteer goes out of their way to make it a fantastic holiday for 
everyone. Over the years there have been bands of dedicated volunteers that have stayed involved for many years 
before moving on. Somehow, operating as such, it just keeps going! 

 

Tony Rate presenting an award to Annie Price 
on Junior Camp in 1994 
NB: Annie would go on to become something of 
a PHAB legend, and a Breakfree Camp Leader in 
the years to come... 
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 Sheila Harkin ...one of the children of the revolution!  

I have always felt that had I not gone on a PHAB Camp my life could have been so different; I 
could have continued to get in to trouble and where that might have led I dread to think. 
Instead I cared for both my parents before they passed away, I worked in a home for 
disabled young adults; I’ve worked as a carer for the elderly, and for Mencap and I now work 
part time in a nursery. 

 
I first went on a PHAB Camp in 1977 at the age of 15. Me 
and my brother were referred by the department of 
education after we got in to trouble as kids, but it was 
before this that our lives changed. I was 11 when I went to 
the doctors with my mom as she wasn’t feeling well, she 
ended up collapsing in the surgery and was rushed to 
hospital after having a brain haemorrhage, where she had a 
metal plate in her head. She suffered a lot of pain over the 
years and as my dad went to work, me and my 3 
siblings tended to fend for ourselves. We were forever 
climbing on the school roof and getting into trouble and 
then my mom took an overdose of tablets as she couldn’t 
cope. Luckily she regretted it and got a neighbour to phone 
an ambulance. 
 
It was after this that social services got involved and wanted 
to put the four of us in care, but my dad wouldn’t let them, 
and its then that it was recommended that me and my 
brother go on a PHAB Camp. My brother backed out 

because he was scared about going on a holiday with disabled people. I went but I was really shy and scared about 
going away with other children especially as I had never met any children with physical disabilities. 
 
At the start of the camp all the able-bodied children kept together and the disabled children were helped by 
volunteers. This gradually changed for each of us over time. That’s the great thing about PHAB, the more activities 
you do together, the more you get to know the wider group and the more everyone just hangs out together. It all 
changed for me one day when a group of us were playing football. When we got back to the rooms, one of the 
children who we’d been playing with took his legs off. He had false legs! It had not even occurred to me that he had a 
disability. That is when I realised that just because someone is in a wheelchair or uses aids or has false limbs, they 
might need some help, but they are just as fun to be friends with as the rest of us. So the week went on and we went 
to the seaside, did canoeing, played games, had a disco and lots of other activities, and by now everyone was joining 
in together. 
 
Afterwards, I felt that camp changed my life. Somewhat to my disbelief, I was encouraged to come back as a 
volunteer, which I did on a number of camps, and ended up joint leading Venture Camp with Maxine Wallis. No 
longer the child-referral but the leader! What other organisation turns everything on its head and hands over 
responsibility to the children it had been helping within just a matter of years? I went on sponsored walks, did 
collection days, went carol singing pushing a piano at Christmas time and helped out where I could.  
 
Oh! ...and that boy who took off his legs – do you know what? He stayed with PHAB too and finally went on to lead 
Junior Camp in 1988, the year after I first led Venture! Because it’s not just the able-bodied kids who can go on to 
volunteer and even lead the camps, the disabled children can too and some do. In fact Sam Jenks, a girl with spina 
bifida on the camps that I led, later went on to lead Venture herself!  
 

So you see, PHAB kids really are the children of the revolution!  
 

Thanks Birmingham PHAB Camps for making me the person I am today. 
 

 

Sheila with a friend Nasa on the first Venture 1977  
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 Howard Maxted  ...reflections of a former PHAB Chair 1978 – 1981  
 

Weekend Camps 
 
I moved to Birmingham to start a teaching job in September 1973 and became involved in PHAB at a time when we 
were running weekend camps! Somehow, some way, PHAB had the use of some farm barns in Llanrwst that were 
owned, I believe, by a retired Church of England clergyman. We mostly used an old high-top Transit van that had 
been fitted with bench seats, and we would drive out on a Friday evening along the A5 (pre-M54) with 8 or 10 
assorted youngsters, many referred by Social Services. Lurking in the background was Dag Saunders who had, I 
believe, launched this offshoot while working in Birmingham but then moved to Telford, so he didn't actually come 
on any of the weekends I went on, and it was Pete Lainchbury who was pivotal in planning the programme of 
weekends.  We would take the children off somewhere on the Saturday, get back to the barns in the evening, stew 
up something sustaining and then sleep on old bunk beds amongst the bat droppings. A benefit to being a bit older 
was that of getting to drive Aggie upon occasion, PHAB's old Bedford ambulance that had no power steering and 
would have benefitted from a resident mechanic. I remember once when the lights had failed, buying a few yards of 
domestic cable and just bypassing the whole electrical system in order to get them working again.  
 

Junior Camp and marriages  
 

The volunteers who had been involved longer than I had, used to talk about the 
Junior and Senior camps so before long I was on a Junior Camp held in a public school 
somewhere up Ellesmere way and run by David Parsons, Chairman of PHAB at the 
time. Dave was tall, and very calm and seemed to bring out the maternal side of a lot 
of the female volunteers! He ran Junior from 1974 – 1977 and gave a huge amount to 
PHAB as Chair. Sadly, like Peter Lucraft before him, he died all too young of cancer.  
Also, on that camp, I first came across Edwin King. Edwin was an ex-naval cook who 
ran, or should I say, reigned in the kitchens of a preparatory school near Stroud. He 
had a lot of contacts in the catering supplies trade and would turn up to camps to do 
the cooking in an Armstrong-Siddeley Star Sapphire loaded with food and with 
Winston and Judy, his dogs (although they were more like his children). Edwin was a 
great character and we never had to worry about catering when he was there. Many 
of the other volunteers were Sixth Formers and were just amazing. Thrown in at the 
deep end with dealing with the medical and physical needs of some of the children 
they just rolled up their sleeves and got on with it. I’m sure that many of them were 
able to make a great contribution to their future careers and lives following their 
experiences with PHAB. 

 
In 1976 I went on a Junior Camp to Spode House, Rugeley. It was the long hot summer when we had the severe 
drought. They had had trouble getting a nurse for the camp, and a contact at the old Birmingham General said that 
she would suggest it to one of her staff nurses – and I think there was the hidden agenda of match-making her with 
Dave Parsons. But he was out of luck, because that’s how I met Joyce, and a year later we were married in Harborne. 
Tony Rate met Sally Butcher in much the same way on one of my camps a few years later. Another case of eyes 
meeting over a nappy changing table! 
 

Introducing Multi-Camps 
 
During my time as Chairman of PHAB we recognised that there were children in the city who were more severely 
disabled and who were not able to socialise on an equal footing with the non-disabled children, so we launched the 
Multi‒Camps (now called Breakfree) for them. This was quite a break from the core camps that focussed entirely on 
integration, but we sought to keep an element of that by recruiting some younger, carefully selected helpers. It was 
about this time that Mikel How came along and took on the running of the Multi-Camps with Colin Harley, prior to 
Pete Millington's long stint. I’m not sure where Mikel came from – he seemed to have done a bit of everything – but 
he was a great asset. 
 
I, personally, found my time with Birmingham PHAB Camps changed my life. It helped me professionally as inclusivity 
gained momentum in primary education; it gave me friends I wouldn’t otherwise have had; and I think it gave me a 
whole different perspective on parenting that was so valuable. 

 

 
 

 
 

Howard (far left) with his wife 
Joyce, some of the children, and 
Edwin King and his dogs!  
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The 80s  
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 Clare Blackshaw ...a  Deputy Head Teacher’s view 
 

In order to do what it does, Birmingham PHAB Camps has to work closely with schools 
around the city both specialist and mainstream. I would advise all schools to seek out a 
partnership with PHAB. I could see the excitement as the young people thrust reply slips 
into my hands and kept coming to ask me whether I knew if they had been chosen for a 
holiday. 
 
I became one of the Deputy Heads of Victoria School in November 1979 until my retirement in December 2008. I 
was the main liaison between the School, parents and PHAB, as to who should be considered for a place each year. I 
have lists which date back to 1979 when we were offered no less than 15 places across Junior, Senior and Venture, 
and then in 1980, five of our students were offered a place on the first Multi Camp. I have continued with this role as 
a trustee of Friends of Victoria after retirement. The staff are so busy with teaching and administration that it would 
be difficult for them to take on extra tasks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Over the years I attended various Committee Meetings once a year to inform leaders about the referrals. This 
worked to our benefit as Maxine knew that she could contact me if there were unfilled places, and I’d be able to put 
her in contact with someone in need of a place.  
 
PHAB holidays are very valuable to young people with disabilities, enabling them to have a ‘tailor made’ experience 
in a safe but exciting environment. Sometimes siblings can go with our pupils and share the fun. Parents can then 
relax in the knowledge that their child is in safe hands. It may be possible for them to go on holiday, recharge their 
batteries and give some extra time to the siblings. 
 
Before retirement I would send parents feedback forms on the experience. The responses were overwhelmingly 
positive especially in latter years with the holiday diaries which are so much appreciated ...although I don't think 
you'll ever escape the odd comment about lost items of clothing! I could see the excitement as the young people 
thrust reply slips into my hands and kept coming to ask me whether I knew if they had been chosen for a holiday. 
One former student said that, apart from the school Playscheme, PHAB was the only time in which he left his house 
for the entire six weeks. 

So keep going fabulous PHAB! You are a truly Phabulous institution. 

 

 

A sample of the hundreds of children referred from Victoria School and Victoria Outreach Services over 50 years!  
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 Helen Quiller ...memories from a child on Camp in the eighties 

 
Jim, Erica and Maxine can never say enough good things about their friend Helen who first 
came away with PHAB in 1982 as non-verbal but acutely intelligent eight year old. This is her 
story... 

 

PHAB camps helped me on a very long personal journey of learning 
how to be away from home, and cope with different people looking 
after me without my parents always being there to care for me. 
Some of the people that I met on the camps have become life-long 
close friends, who I’m still in touch with now. I now help run a 
communication charity for disabled kids with communication aids 
called 1 Voice, and I also help train new Speech Therapists at 
Birmingham City University. 
 
It started for me in the summer of 1982 when I was invited on my 
very first PHAB Camp. The letter came home from school in my bag; 
mum opened it and read it out to me. Swimming and horse riding 
trips out. This was to be my first big venture away from home and 
school. The leader of the camp, Mr Jim Price, and his wife Erica who 
is a nurse. They came to see us ‒ mum spent most of the time 
telling Erica how to feed me. Jim and I got bored so he read me the 
programme. The place where we would be staying was in the 
Malvern Hills; it was called Highball. 

 
I was really excited as the time grew nearer. At last it was the night before. I had a bath and packed my case. At last it 
was Saturday morning. We got up and went to the coach. Mum sat by me while they loaded up. They  called out the 
name list and then it was time to go. I sat next to Claire volunteer; we were off. It was quite a short journey. When 
we got there, everyone was rushing around and it seemed mad and confused. I started crying. 
 
Jim came up “Hello Helen, what's wrong?" Being non‒verbal, this was hard for me to explain. He took me inside and 
we sat on the settee. Jim asked if someone could find Erica. “Yes Jim”, she came in “Oh, what's the matter? Come on 
let's have some dinner”. Jim fed me. A new helper had arrived wearing white shorts; I didn't meet him until the 
Monday. I was still crying after dinner. Erica introduced me to a man called George who looked after me all 
afternoon. We went for a walk in the Malvern Hills. The man in white shorts pushed David Jones. We had tea then 
we played some games, pass the parcel and hide and seek. It was bedtime; I was tired and homesick and I started 
crying. “Come on Helen” We got into bed  ‒ why wasn't anyone else crying? I went to sleep. 
 
Next morning came round. Liz got me up and fed me. This was to be the hardest day. We went to the park and then 
on a boat. I cried nearly all day. On the night Mummy phoned me “Hello darling how are you?!” I just cried. “Come 
on Helen.” We went to bed. 
 
The following day we were going swimming. I splashed everyone then we went back for dinner. Erica asked me who I 
wanted to feed me. I pointed to the man in white shorts “Oh, Anthony”. She went over to the table and asked him. 
He came over. “Hello, what's your name?” “Helen”. “Are you enjoying camp?” “Yes”. It was chicken soup and 
sandwiches for tea. We went out that night to the Kingdergarten to have tea and watch the film ‘Annie’. I sat next to 
Kate and George; it was a brilliant film and we had an ice cream. On the way back we sang songs, we sang so loud 
and laughed. I began to enjoy myself. On Tuesday we went to the Safari Park and had a picnic.  Anthony fed me and 
we went on the GHOST TRAIN!! I clung to him! Then we went on the helter-skelter and shared an ice cream and we 
bought some postcards, which Sharon the cook helped me write. What a tease! “Dear Mum having an awful time”  
“No Sharon! Don't write that!!” “The food is awful and so is the cook!” “Helen you're a monster!” Charming!   
 
When we came to go home I was excited but quite sad. It had been a nice week and it was difficult to say goodbye to 
everyone. Over the next ten years I went on a variety of camps, Junior, Senior, and then Venture. I always enjoyed 
them and the opportunity to mix with the able-bodied children, and being in a less sheltered environment and 
routine, which was crazy and madness most of time, and always great fun. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Helen with volunteer Adrian Collingwood 
Senior Camp 1987 
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I have so many memories of PHAB, some very emotional. My memories of the time with the children and 
volunteers have been rekindled having looked back at the hundreds of photos taken over the past 30 years. Faces 
and names flood back; the scenes of visits to fire and police stations and the look on the kids faces as the hoses are 
turned on and the sirens blast away were a joy. PHAB is about having fun, being yourself, and personal 
development for everyone involved. The past 50 years have demonstrated that the enduring philosophy is bang on. 
Hats off to the founders, the coming decades for PHAB Camps will I am sure continue to champion its cause. 

 

 Jim Price volunteer, parent and former Chair  
 

Birmingham PHAB Camps was my life throughout the 1980s, a life Erica and I shared with 
our three children. All of us were shaped by those holidays. Our eyes were opened to the 
joy of being part of a family of volunteers and children all there to help, befriend and teach 
each other. Without PHAB in my life I would not be the person I am today. The experiences I 
gained steered me to a later career in healthcare helping engineer wheelchair solutions, 
which has enriched my life.  

 

My first camp was in 1980. I had reluctantly agreed to be a 
driver, and Erica the nurse, on Junior Camp after a radio plea 
for volunteers. I nervously attended the training day a couple 
of weeks later, where Tony Gray championed the volunteers, 
describing the experience as amazing, rewarding and hard 
work. What would I find; how would I cope? I was so far 
outside of my comfort zone.  
 
I was blown away by the experience of my first camp led by 
Jane Smith; it was just as Tony had described. The children 
being thrown together, able-bodied and children with 
problems of all sorts, with the volunteers created an 
environment of fun, creativity, understanding and 
compassion. The feelings never left me from that week in 
Malvern, I went on to lead my own Junior camps a couple of 
years later, leading 3 of them as well as attending other 
camps over the next 30 or so years.  
 

I was privileged to be involved at committee level, and I took up the Chairmanship from my good friend Noel Smith 
in 1984. We  spent many hours raising funds to support the charity, often working late into the night at the house of 
Paul Boaler who succeeded me as Chair. I am staggered to know the current cost of running the organisation; in 1982 
my budget for a week’s camp in Malvern was under £2000. I am very proud of the fact that the organisation has 
grown in professionalism. The infrastructure is far superior to what it was in my day, testament to the skills and 
dedication of the current committee. The outcome is the same though, children are enabled to be themselves, free 
of the constraints of prejudice and they gain an insight into their contemporaries. The general public also are better 
informed of the problems and aspirations of young people. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Jim and Erica together on their first camp in 1980 

Jim Price leading Junior Camp 1985 
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 Duchess Erica Price ...a tale of the Magic Kingdom 
 

Those who have met the Duchess will know she’s not as scary as she sounds. Her daughters 
Lizzie and Annie can still be seen to play in the magic kingdom, and some say the Duke and 
Duchess will return one day... 
 
Once upon a time there was a young lord and his lady who lived in a small castle inside the city called Birmingham. 
They worked hard all day and 
considered themselves to be just an 
ordinary Lord and Lady. They knew that 
fairies and gnomes lived in the quiet 
places of the City but had no idea that 
very close by there was a magic world 
called Birmingham PHAB Camps. 
 
One summer evening they were 
enchanted by fairies passing their castle 
and so listened to BRMB. This had to be 
magic as they did not normally listen to 
this radio station. The enchanted 
broadcast from the radio was to change 
forever the lives of that Lord and Lady. 
The spell cast over them that evening 
led very quickly to them be transported 
into the world of fun, friendship and 
magic called Birmingham PHAB Camps. 

 
The good fairies warned them of the hard work that would 
be needed, long hours of toil and some not so nice jobs. The 
fairies explained that the PHAB magic and the children of 
this kingdom would help them overcome any weariness, 
shyness or embarrassment. 
 
The Lord drove the minibus and the Lady took her magic pills 
and potions to help the children. The more experienced 
noblemen and noble ladies helped the young couple to 
understand this strange world and it was true – the magic 
took them to places they could not have imagined. Some of 
the children were affected by difference or changes in their 
bodies but they laughed and sang and swam and enjoyed all 
manner of fun with the other children and noble folk. This 
was a wonder to the young Lord and Lady, but they were 
thrilled to see everyone together. No one was outside this 
magic kingdom watching; they were all inside having fun. 
 

At the end of the week in the PHAB kingdom, the young Lord and Lady wanted to be there all the time. The magic 
took a long time to fade and they spoke to everyone they met about this magical place. No one really seemed to 
understand, but they would lie under the stars and remember the time they had spent in the enchanted kingdom. 
 
Could they find this place again they wondered?  
 
The older noble folk had liked the young couple and asked them to help plan magic kingdom holidays for lots of 
children when the sun would shine next year. There was lots to do, finding the pots of gold and keeping the wonderful 
magic bus working. The next year the magic kingdom needed someone to help the Duke in charge of the Junior 
holiday and the young Lord was chosen. The young Lady went again to use her magic potions and remedies. Would 
the magic be as good, would the fatigue cast by the bad fairies spoil the kingdom?  
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No the children would not let 
that happen and again the 
magic spell entranced the 
Lord and Lady. 
 
Another year passed and now 
the Lady was expecting a 
young Prince but that did not 
stop the young couple from 
organising for 40 children to 
enter the magic kingdom for 
a whole week. They were 
now the Duke and Duchess of 
the holiday. The toil was long 
and hard but the laughter 
was greater than the work, 
and the happiness carried 
everyone through the week. 
 
The new Duke went on to be 
in charge for another 2 
holidays and on the second of 
these the young couple took 
their own young Prince. The Duke became King so he was now in charge of the whole of the magic kingdom, and it 
could be very difficult at times. The brave noble men and women worked tirelessly with the King; even his sister 
entered the kingdom. With the Knight Tony of Rate by his side, they conquered the seas of low funds and fought the 
dragons of officialdom to improve and expand the magical kingdom. The King and his Duchess did not mind the 
battles as they remembered the kingdom full of happy faces, songs and magic memories. 
 
The King and his Duchess were blessed with 2 Princesses after the Prince and so for many years the King and Duchess 
had to let others keep the magic kingdom free from dragons and black knights. Only if they could keep the piles of 
gold coins high and the list of good fairies long enough would the children be able to go to the magic kingdom. Good 
overcame evil and the magic continued. A new Queen was in charge now and the old King and Duchess became great 
friends with the new Queen. The King so wanted to enjoy the magic again that despite now being older he went into 
the kingdom and took the older Princess with him. They were both enchanted all over again. He went again the 
following year, this time with the young Prince and the magic just kept growing. Time passed and now the older 
Duchess and King wanted to go back into the kingdom together, taking with them the young Prince and both the 
Princesses. The King let other knights continue the fight but the Duchess had drunk the magic potion and could not 
resist the path to several more years of the place called Birmingham PHAB Camps. 
 
What would happen to the family who loved the kingdom called Birmingham PHAB Camps? 
 
The King was not happy, he could not understand what was making him sad. 
 
A goblin came into his bedroom one night and planted a seed. This seed grew and became an idea of changing career 
to be with the children and noble folk who needed wheelchairs all the time. A long road stretched ahead through the 
dark woods of doubt into the bright valley of Coventry and a degree in Occupation Therapy. Now the King could be 
happy again as he rode off to work in the castle of wheelchair therapists. 
 
The King and Duchess finally said that the kingdom needed new noble men and women as they were getting too old. 
The fairies enchanted the 2 young princesses so that they wanted to go to the kingdom every year to help and so in 
the fullness of time they became joint Queen of their own Magic Kingdom Holiday. The old King and Queen were 
thrilled that the Princesses had been bewitched and so the magic kingdom called Birmingham PHAB Camps would go 
on. 
 

This family have known the magic; they know how lucky they are and they want the magic 
to be everlasting. 
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 Pete Millington ...pioneering the Multi-Camp/Breakfree model  
 
Birmingham PHAB Camps led me to a long career working for user-led disability organisations, including Disability 
West Midlands, Coventry Council of Disabled People and 10 years as a manager at Birmingham Disability Resource 
Centre. In the early 90s I added my voice to the regional and national campaign for civil rights for disabled people 
which did at least accomplish the Disability Discrimination Act of 1995, so in my career I would say I’ve definitely 
witnessed things improve for disabled people in terms of access and opportunities – though still a way to go. 
 
I was 21 years old when I first went on a camp in 1982, and had just qualified as a nurse at Dudley Road Hospital, but 
with practically no experience of working with disabled people. Having nervously introduced myself to the camp 
leaders, Mike and Colin, I boarded the coach and instinctively attempted to hide myself from the anarchy going on all 
around me. I thought if I kept my head down, the long journey to the holiday centre down south might give me time 
to orientate myself to this strange new world of the PHAB Camp. But my self‒imposed isolation lasted for about 2 
minutes as either Mike or Colin promptly placed a little lad with cerebral palsy named Matthew on the seat next to 
me, “It’s okay Pete, you won’t be Matthew’s volunteer for the whole camp, we just need you to look after him on 
the journey”. Thankfully Matthew’s dad came on the coach to say goodbye and did not seem perturbed that they’d 
dropped his precious son next to a geezer who looked like he was regretting getting out of bed that morning and if 
memory serves me right, regretting he’d ever answered the telephone to his so-called mate Dave Brown who got 
him into this!  
 
“Is there anything I need to know to look after Matthew?” I politely though anxiously inquired of his dad.“Nah, not 
really” replied Matthew’s dad nonchalantly, “Oh. He likes pointing at things. Especially cars, lorries… and trains”. 
“That’s handy” I thought, especially as we were going to spend the next two and a half hours on a motorway and 
sure enough, a very pleasant journey passed by quickly with Matthew and I taking it in turns to point out vehicles of 
all shapes and sizes as we sped towards our destination. Though in fairness, in that short time Matthew also gave me 
a comprehensive introduction to Makaton and showed me, perceptually and socially, a brand new way of seeing the 
world outside of the box of so-called normality. 

I could say a lot more about my first PHAB Camp and subsequent camps I attended and then ran for several years but 
I would need a book to do it all justice. Needless to say the first experience was brilliant beyond words and the 
following year I went on my second camp with Mike and Colin. We took children mainly from Victoria School in 
Northfield, these were the kids with profound levels of impairment, many having a learning disability, physical 
impairment, communication difficulty, sometimes autism, visual impairment, epilepsy and other long term health 
conditions. But very quickly I began to see beyond my own pre-conceived ideas about disability and the idea that 
impairment should be a barrier to participation in leisure activities and society as whole. 
 
In about 1983 Mike dropped out of the leadership role on Multi-Camp and I supported Colin as co-leader, with my 
sister Kate roped in as our nurse. During this time I had joined the Committee and become very close friends with 
Paul and Annette Boaler who lived down the road to me in Harborne. Paul and Annette are disabled people 
themselves and Paul was a prolific fund raiser, bringing in thousands of pounds every year to fund the camps.  

 

Muti-Camp 1987  
Pete Millington second in from the left 
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Back in the early 80s Paul was a pioneer of home computers and ICT generally, and even though things were pretty 
basic back then, using a Commodore 64 home computer with a huge external disc drive and a printer that required 
that flimsy paper which had holes down both sides, between us we raised tens of thousands of pounds each year. I 
should of course say that other committee members like Tony Gray, Jim Price and Tony Rate also did their fair share. 
But Paul and I were good... I have many happy memories of visiting Paul and Annette, scheming and plotting the 
fastest and most imaginative ways to bring in funds, starting with a nil balance every year, running off leaflets on 
Gestetner duplicators (ink everywhere), ploughing our way through the CAF charity directory (we weren’t terribly 
targeted in those days but it seemed to work), pestering Ed Doolan on Radio WM for minibuses (Doolan once 
welcomed myself and my friend Carl Freeman into his early-morning BBC Pebble Mill radio studio with the words 
“two yobs have just walked in off the streets but they seem to be doing good works for disabled kids”) and 
consuming copious volumes of Paul’s home-made beer as we sat in his home-office until 3am in the morning trying 
to produce something vaguely resembling a flyer for the Cannon Hill Park Wheel and Walk. Not an easy job after 
several pints of home-made beer. Though it is true to say that we also represented the PHAB  philosophy at an 
advanced form, working as equals to bring in the dosh whilst having fun along the way. 
 
In 1985 Paul supported me to take over the leadership of the Multi-Camp, which we switched from leafy Berkshire to 
an outdoor education centre up in the hills around Bala Lake in North Wales. Again this was pioneering stuff being 
done by PHAB Camps and whilst more robust and able kids were going off to New York with Tony Gray, we were 
taking children, who usually spent their days and weeks lying on cushions in soft-play rooms, up Welsh mountains, 
into mines, out to sea on fishing boats and on midnight walk/rolls under the starry firmament of beautiful, rocky 
Gwynedd.   
 
At this point I not only continued to rope in numerous friends and family and, whilst I had never consciously 
contrived for the Millington family of Harborne to represent Multi-Camp, there did seem to be obvious benefits in 
the creation of a strong family atmosphere for these particular children. The environment was nurturing, motivating, 
spontaneous and at times a complete howl for everyone concerned. Though with a 3:2 ratio of young volunteers to 
children, meaning a total group of some 50 people (30 volunteers) we had plenty of scope for new volunteers to join 
the team and many people returned year after year. 
 
One of the first volunteers at Bala back in 1985 was Theresa who, as it happens agreed to marry me in 1996 (you 
can’t say she didn’t know what she was letting herself in for by then!) and subsequently trained as a mental health 
nurse (but no relevance there that I have yet worked out) and we now have three teenaged children.  
 
Throughout all these years, Birmingham PHAB  Camps has always been there, steadfastly creating opportunities each 
summer for disabled and non-disabled kids to get together and have a complete ball. 50 years on it is still here, 
under the leadership of my old mucker Maxine, still breaking down barriers, still challenging prejudice and 
discrimination, still building relationships, creating inclusion, taking risks, pushing the limits and highlighting 
inaccessibility… but most important of all, just having a damn good time! I raise a glass of Boaler’s best home-made 
beer to everyone, happy birthday Birmingham PHAB  Camps.  

~ 

Multi Camp 1987 – Pete Millington seen waving (left) 
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 Maxine Ross-Wallis volunteer since 1985 & Chair since 1997 

What I love about the 50th is hearing how much PHAB has changed other people’s lives just 
like it’s change mine.  

 

PHAB for me started with the traditional Training Day back in 1985. 
What an eye-opener that was. I was sitting nervously quite near the 
front with a huge room full of strangers. One of the heads of the 
charity, Paul Boaler, stood in front of us and began speaking. Paul, I 
should add, has cerebral palsy and at the time was probably the first 
person I had ever really met with a disability. I guess I thought that 
because I was a nurse I would know all about disability but how wrong 
I was! He began to speak but... I didn’t understand a single word that 
came out of his mouth! And then, worse still, he was asking me a 
question and I still didn’t understand a word! I was tempted to just 
get up and run from the room. I looked around the other volunteers 
for help but nobody came forward. So, I took a deep breath, asked 
him to repeat what he had asked and this time, most importantly, I 
listened! It was a great leveller and to this day has taught me never to 
guess what someone is saying. If you don’t understand then say so. 
Ask them to repeat and listen. I don’t claim to be the best at 
understanding those with speech difficulties but I’m not afraid to try.  

 
Training day over with, I went on my first Camp with some trepidation. We stayed at Pensarn Harbour in North 
Wales. Within minutes of getting on the coach I knew that something special was about to happen and I fell 
passionately in love with Birmingham PHAB Camps. I adored every second of the holiday, learnt more than I ever 
thought was possible and, in that one week, my whole life changed forever!  
 

Just two years later in 1987 I co-led my first Camp with Sheila Harkin. She had 
been on several Camps before me and started her PHAB journey as a child on 
Venture Camp. Leading a Camp was an experience I will never forget. We worked 
really hard in the lead-up to the holiday, though I must add, not nearly as hard as 
the leaders have to work today. Visiting the families in their homes was both an 
eye-opener and a privilege! There is nothing more important when leading a Camp 
than having the opportunity to meet the families and to get a feel for how they 
live in their own individual environment. I have to admit that I was totally 
unprepared for the conditions in which some of our children lived. One thing we 
have in our favour now is that we have 50 years of history and reputation to offer 
to those parents so I can’t imagine how hard it must have been for the leaders in 
the beginning!  

 
The children have taught me so much over the years and for 
that I am so grateful. They have inspired me beyond words 
and I have felt privileged to be part of their journeys. But the 
volunteers have also been an inspiration. We have recruited 
volunteers from all walks of life, changing attitudes and 
career paths along the way. We have taken volunteers as 
young as sixteen, who at home don’t even make their own 
bed, yet when given a child with profound and complex 
needs to care for, they just get on with it and cope with a 
maturity way beyond their years. Our volunteers think 
nothing of getting up in the middle of the night to turn 
someone over, of patiently coaxing a nervous child to believe 
in themselves, of pushing a heavy wheelchair through the 
mud up a steep hill just to see the view, or of getting covered 
from head to toe in shaving foam to make a homesick child 
laugh!   

 

 

Max on her very first camp – Venture – in 1985 

 

Back then the theme was Punk every year!  

 

Shi 

Max and Sheila Harkin leading  
Venture together in 1987 
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In 1996, following an accident at work a few years earlier, I spent a whole year as a patient in a rehabilitation 
hospital. This is when I finally had to accept that I was now disabled myself and started to use a wheelchair full time. 
During that time I remember lying in my hospital bed, flat on my back in traction, and being asked if I would consider 
being the new Chair of PHAB! It was either going to be one of the greatest decisions of my life or one of the most 
stupid. I could barely look after myself but I found myself agreeing to take on the running of the charity. 
 
I was so nervous at first. Tony Gray, my predecessor, was an amazing Chair and I really wasn’t at all sure I could 
follow in his footsteps. I wasn’t massively confident about speaking out in front of others and had no idea how I 
would manage the other committee members, let alone 100 plus children and almost equal numbers of volunteers. 
But Tony Gray was also a great teacher and mentor and things soon started to fall into place.  
 
Being Chair of such an amazing charity is a privilege and never something you feel alone with because the team of 
people I work with are the most dedicated, hard-working and supportive group that I could wish for. So it’s not me 
who runs the charity but an amazing group of funny, crazy, clever, special people who work tirelessly for the good of 
others. 
 
Over the last 32 years I have been on countless Camps and led, or been the nurse, on most of them. It is hard to 
think of stories and experiences to mention when I have experienced so much. I have met some extraordinary 
people along the way who have all helped to make me into the person I am now. I remain as passionate about the 
charity now as I was back then and today I enjoy a more back stage role. Every year I think that maybe I need to step 
down and leave it to the younger ones but it has become like an addictive drug and it is hard to find anything else 
that gives the rewards that volunteering for Birmingham PHAB Camps gives.  
 

Thank you Birmingham PHAB Camps for all you have given me. 



72 

 

⁸ Editor: this anecdote was cut short as Dan Smith did not consider it to be PHAB. 

 

 Chris Wilson ...surviving the overseas 80s & 90s Adult Camps  
 

I first became aware of Birmingham PHAB camps in the 1980s (the exact year is classified) 
when I was temporarily and accidently the Prime Minister of Trinidad and Tobago.  

 
I was attending an international Methanol Conference in Tokyo and during one of the 
many inter-session tea breaks I was vigorously breaking some tea with a stiffened 
cormorant when an incautious sideways swing made contact with a bearded man who 
had appeared silently behind me. I was aghast, but although the blow had been 
significant, the man's beard had acted like a shield and was obviously as strong – and light 
– as kevlar. He gazed at me serenely. Upon his head 
were clear plastic goggles of the kind worn in school 
science lessons and a great deal of hair, like a giant 
ball of wire wool. He was copiously smeared in a dark 

substance that appeared to be motor oil, carried a large spanner and a basket full 
of greengages, and wore purple shorts, very old trainers and a ‘tie-dye’ tee shirt.  
 
I apologised profusely but the man simply said, ‘don't worry about that, just make 
yourself available on June 15th for a training day in preparation for a PHAB Camp 
in August. We’re going to Saumur in France. I shall look forward to seeing you’. 
  
Before I could ask who he was or what he meant, he wrote some details down on 
the back of my hand, turned and abruptly left. Intrigued by the inscrutable man 
with the beard I resigned as Prime Minister, returned to the UK and some little 
time later, went to the training day. Up until that point, my life had been quite 
varied: As well as the unexpected premiership, I’d established a colony of badgers 
on Mars and piloted a hovercraft made of rice pudding across the Ghobi desert 
with 16 Royal Marine Commandos all called Gary, but I’d never done volunteering 
work of any kind and had certainly never heard of PHAB. The training day, which 
consisted largely of forming a human pyramid with a group of inebriated  travel 
agents from Boldmere and dicing green peppers so small their subatomic 
particles were visible, but only using a unique electron microscope specially 
designed by Simon Jones (Phabber extraordinaire), wasn’t, frankly, much help 
when it came to the camp itself, although diced vegetables did crop up on a fairly regular basis. And as it happens a 
human pyramid played a significant part in the Saumur riots of 1985 when PHAB campers, a melon vendor and forty 
French policewomen on motorbikes…⁸  
 

PHAB volunteering, Venture camp in Wales on my first trip, then to France several times, 
was a revelation. The stories of heroic patience, fortitude and humour from 
everyone involved will be of no surprise to veteran Phabbers, but like so many other 
people, the camps  completely changed my life. They taught me such a multitude of things 
I’d be writing them down for hours. A myriad of memories spring to mind, but here are two. 
The spirit of PHAB was that we do everything together – that within practical limits there 
was nothing we couldn’t do together.  
 
In Saumur we stayed at a youth hostel. PHAB is generally a lively activity and French youth hostels were, in those 
days, still quite rigid places. ‘Le Directeur’ of Saumur was a small, neat, bureaucratic  man happy to remain largely 
absent so long as there was no excessive noise or, for example, groups of people trying to break into the swimming 
pool over an 8 foot fence in the dead of night with several wheelchairs. This of course didn’t happen, it's merely 
shorthand for a number of generic possibilities. David Gray, for instance, was definitely not involved... and no, I’ve 
not got the name wrong; there’s more than one shade of Gray in PHAB! Monsieur was not a man of elephantine 
jocosity and so when he did complain about some of our more energetic activities he was bluntly serious about us 
leaving if we didn’t keep it down. We of course offered soothing apologies and emollient promises and ensured that 
any further nefarious larking, if there was any, which there wasn’t, was done without him finding out.  

 

The mysterious man with the beard 
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The second thing simply captures all my experience with PHAB. Paul Cowen, a heavily disabled teenager who is, very 
sadly, no longer with us took me aside after an evening of particular hilarity in a local restaurant. 
 
In his usual quiet, measured voice he said: 
 

‘Chris, I’m really happy, this is the best holiday I’ve ever had’.  
 
Of course, no PHAB memory would be possible without mention 
of the bearded man who led from the front and was an 
enormous inspiration to me and many hundreds of other 
people. He is eulogised, I hope, elsewhere so suffice it to say, 
PHAB as I knew it when I volunteered simply wouldn't have 
happened without Tony Gray and his extraordinary energy, 
humour, kindness, intelligence, patience and encouragement. 
And I've made life long friends, even if we don't see much of 
each other: Helena, Craig, Mandy, many others – you know who 
you are. PHAB camps made an immeasurable  impact on all who 
went on them but also the many people who didn't – people we 
met, even fleetingly, on our travels.  
 
 

I like to think PHAB had influence far beyond us all 
and in ways we will never know. We talk a lot 
today about inclusiveness. I reckon PHAB invented 
it. 
 

 

PHAB antics in France 1987; Tony Gray is easy to spot and Chris can be seen standing far right 

 

Chris and Tony giving Paul Cowen a helping hand off the 
train in France  
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The 90s  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

PHAB’s 25th Anniversary  
...celebrated on Junior Camp, led by Sally Rate (pictured together with Tony Rate far left), in 1992 
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 Michael Heekin ...a child & legend of the Multi/Breakfree Camps  
 

Michael Heekin is one of the hundreds to have benefited from PHAB’s specialist Multi/
Breakfree holidays that focus on young  people with specific cognitive needs and build the 
fun around each individual’s responses. He is loved and remembered by all who cared for 
him over ten years. This is his family’s story... Mary, Michael, Liam and Laura... 
 
We first heard about PHAB holidays from 
Micky’s first cousin Aiden Sheridan who was a 
volunteer back in the 1990s. He used to drive 
the buses and help out with the children and 
he put us in touch with Maxine. My first 
memory of sending Michael off on his first of 
many holidays with PHAB, I must be honest 
was one of great anxiety. Michael had never 
been away from his family before only when 
he went to Warwick House on the occasional 
long week-end for respite, and that was only 
down the road from where we lived, and 
even then we would phone up or even pop in 
to see if he was OK. So this was a big thing for 
us, our little boy was very vulnerable and we 
were placing all our trust in these unpaid 
volunteers we had only met a few times, but 
everyone was so nice and caring and so 
professional we thought give it a go.  
 
That first morning waiting in the car park at 
Aston University we were so nervous, and 
Michael was starting to get a little impatient 
(as he used to do); there were all these young 
disabled children waiting with excitement to 
get on their buses, and the volunteers all 
running around with bags and equipment and 
making sure the right things went on the 
right buses. We were a little overwhelmed 
with it all but the whole thing was done with a happy and positive attitude, and before we knew it they were all on 
their way. The following Saturday we waited at the same place for their return, only this time we were not nervous 
just really excited at the thought of seeing Michael again. The minute he came off that bus I knew he had enjoyed 
himself. Any parent of a special child just has that gut instinct. He was alert and all smiles and I think a bit 
disappointed to see us, he must have gathered the party was over!!! 
 
Needless to say we definitely never worried about him going again; in fact we looked forward to Michael’s yearly 
holiday (one we could never have given him) and also to our break as well. So the whole family benefited from it. We 
had time for ourselves and for our other children which was a rare treat, as Michael always had to come first. 
 
Sadly Michael’s condition deteriorated  due to severe seizures. In his short life, his complex condition caused him a 
lot of pain and discomfort but we don't like to think on that too much. Instead we focus on all the great times he 
spent with the PHAB Camps, and for that we will always be truly grateful. 
 
Congratulations to the Birmingham PHAB Camps on reaching 50 years’ of hard work and dedication that you have 
shown to these under-privileged children and their families. You enable our children to have the holiday they may 
never otherwise experience, and their families a well-earned break to recharge their batteries.  
 
Thank you to Maxine and all those volunteers who have shown such dedication and commitment all these years. You 
are truly all remarkable people, and we wish Birmingham PHAB Camps another 50 years to come. 

 

 

Annie Price and Michael Heekin on Multi Camp together 
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 Clare McNally ...growing up on a Breakfree Camp 
 
My PHAB life began in the summer of 1993. I was 
11, not a participant, as this was Multi (Breakfree) 
Camp, rather than Junior or Senior, but too young 
to be a fully-fledged volunteer; I suppose you could 
say I was a “volunteer in training”. I had gone 
along with my Auntie who was volunteering and 
looking after an amazing young girl called Natalie. 
At that stage in my young life I had very little 
experience of children with disabilities, but 
remember that very quickly into that first week I 
was having so much fun and could see the children 
having so much fun, that I knew I would have to do 
it all over again, but who would have known at 
that stage where the love of PHAB would take me? 
 
As summer 1994 approached, I made a phone call 
to Kev Whittaker (the Camp Leader). The 

conversation went along the lines of “Kev, I know I’m only 12 but can I please volunteer?” and he said “yes”. I guess  
he felt a child willing to bring the integration aspect to Multi was ideal. That was it then, every summer from then on 
would be organised around when I was at camp, family holidays booked around PHAB dates. PHAB became so 
important to me. Ensuring that all the children on the holiday had the best week they could was always my aim. I 
would return from every camp exhausted but happy knowing that the participants had done and experienced things 
they may never be able to do if it weren’t for PHAB.  
 
As a young volunteer I often came in for a lot of practical jokes; one year I received the award for the shortest hair 
and the wettest feet. The hair was my choice, I cut it all off before camp, but the wettest feet was thanks to a little 
team of volunteers who would pick me up and put me in the lake behind the centre at every given opportunity. I was 
in there 3 or 4 times a day some days; it became so regular I gave up wearing shoes!!! 
 
With each camp I did, my enjoyment grew, my passion for providing for our children grew and, as I got older, I 
wanted to do more and more to help. I started doing multiple camps a year, spending as much time as I could on 
camp. I would go to every fundraising event, every post camp gathering. I wanted to do whatever I could do to make 
sure that PHAB could keep doing all it could for the children. 
 
So many, almost too many, amazing memories and stories to share that I could probably write a novel (and maybe 
one day I will). The annual boating session on the lake in Knaresborough, which always led to the inevitable water 
fight between the boats under the bridge. I will never forget one afternoon swimming. We’d all been in the pool for 
hours, splashing, swimming, playing and having loads of fun, and as we all headed for the changing room Rajid 
suddenly announced “I’m all wet, why am I wet?!” It’s probably one of those you had to be there moments but it 
honestly was so funny, everybody who heard him just burst out laughing.  
 
As the years went on, and I started doing more and more camps, it was inevitable that I would eventually lead. I 
forget the year but remember the conversation; it was the end of the first Adult Multi camp (now called Freedom). 
We were thinking about what award to present each of the participants with, and Ruth turned to me and said “next 
year you should lead with me”. And there starts the next chapter of the journey, I led with Ruth on Adult Multi for a 
couple of summers and then I also started leading the younger multi camps. So now I was doing at least 2 camps 
each summer, leading one and volunteering on the others. Leading led to being part of the committee for many 
years, a time I value for being able to help mould PHAB and be part of ensuring its continued success.   
 
Leading presents it challenges, but is such a rewarding position. I remember taking a Breakfree camp to Hoo Farm, 
near Telford for a day out one year. Everybody was off exploring and enjoying their time on the farm and, as 
sometimes happens to the leader, I was momentarily alone. In that moment of solitude I wondered if camp was 
going okay, if people were enjoying it, if everybody was having fun, and all the other questions I guess every leader 
asks themselves, and as I turned around my answer came running towards me. Hannah (volunteer) was running 
along the path with Danni Lennox who was squealing with laughter. Everybody on the farm could hear the shrieks of 
delight as Hannah ran with her this way and that throwing her around in her chair like a roller coaster. 

 

 

Clare on Multi (Breakfree) Camp 1993 aged 11!  
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After all the years and all the camps I’ve done, with so many happy memories, I get lost as to which year and which 
camp things happened on, but the stories all make me smile. Like the year I’d told all the volunteers in the evening 
meeting that Mohammed didn’t like swimming and he could be very scared of the water so he would need lots of 
TLC especially in the wave machine, and he proved me to be a liar the next morning by continually diving backwards 
off volunteers into the water and coming up laughing. And he loved the wave machine!!! He laughed and giggled the 
whole time we were in the pool.  
 
Cheshire Ice-cream farm became a regular feature on camps 
I led, it was a nice afternoon pit stop to chill in the sun and 
enjoy an ice-cream, and for Craig drinking chocolate ice-
cream was always fun. Craig didn’t like ice-cream when it 
was very cold, so he would wait for it to melt before wanting 
it, at which point it was easier to drink it, except he’d laugh 
so much while drinking it that more of it would end up down 
his front, through fits of giggles, than I think he ever drank. 
 
Music events and festivals where also always popular, like 
the visit to Nantwich folk festival where I got told off by a 
very grumpy organiser for holding James Henlan too close to 
the speaker; what she didn’t understand was that James 
needed to be that close to hear the music well enough. 
Needless to say I didn’t move, and James had a great 
afternoon. Once she saw James’ smile she became far less 
grumpy! 
 
I could reminisce for hours, almost endlessly about all the camps I’ve done, and all stories I could tell. I have met 
some of the best friends on camps; I have had the pleasure of leading some amazing camps, and the joy of 
volunteering on others. I have met some incredible young people who, due to their complex needs, would have 
every right to be miserable but who never fail to smile every day; they have taught me so much about life and how 
incredibly important it is to make every day count. It is as a result of my years with PHAB that my career has taken 
the direction it has. I knew I would work with children and young people in some way, but it was meeting the 
hundreds of children I have through camp that I decided to teach in the special needs sector, so I have PHAB to thank 
for not just my many amazing camps, but also setting me on my career path that continues to go from strength to 
strength. 
 
I hope that PHAB can continue for at least another 50 years, and that I will still be involved for at least some of them.    
 

 

 

Clare holding James Henlan up to hear the music!  

 

 
 

 

AAbove: Clare and many familiar faces on Multi/Breakfree 2005  

 

 
 

 

AClare takes to the mic Multi/Breakfree 2005  
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 Annie Price ...coming of age, and breaking free with her sister Lizzie! 

I have known and loved PHAB for as long as I can remember 
thanks to my parents Jim and Erica who loved it so much as 
volunteers. My first camp was when I was three years old in 
1994, and I have vague memories of a big stately home type 
building (Avon Tyrell), a cold swimming pool and a PHAB t-shirt 
that was miles too big for me! 
 
From the age of seven I went on Multi camps (now called 
Breakfree) with my mom who would be the camp nurse. I sort 
of fell into a funny child/volunteer role as I was usually the only 
young person on a Breakfree camp without a disability, so even 
though I was a child myself I would do my best to help with 

everything I could. I was happy to get involved with anything, making 
sandwiches, fetching and carrying things, feeding, pushing 
wheelchairs and playing with the other children whilst we took part 
in the various activities. I absolutely loved my time on camp; I loved 
all the fuss and endless friends to play with. I always felt like I could 
be myself. Maxine and Kevin were the leaders in those days and 
myself and mom became firm friends with them both. 
 
As the years went by I was able to go on camp on my own. My 
teenage years felt like they were tough at times (as I’m sure many 
teenagers will agree!) but PHAB was always my escape and my happy 
place. Everyone was my friend and treated me like I mattered and I 
could make a difference and that meant so much to me at the time. I 
loved interacting with everybody, talking to the volunteers and 
wishing I could go to uni like them! I’m sure it seemed insignificant to 
them at the time, but the fact that George, Tanya, Tina, Clare, Kat 
and many more took the time to chat to an awkward kid they’d met 
on a PHAB Camp meant the world to me. 
 
The kids on camp were the true heroes though, they were amazing and we had so much fun. We would spend hours 
just trying to make them laugh or smile. That was the biggest reward ever and made all the tiredness and hard work 
worth it. On the minibus, we would play pranks on the general public (sorry general public!) like asking directions to 
a made up place, or beeping the horn at passers‒by and waving the opposite way. We would sing songs to and from 
every activity to keep up morale (and stop people falling asleep!) and we would have a bin monitor and a sweets 
monitor (I always preferred the latter). Some of my favourite PHAB memories are of Javin getting stuck on a very thin 
rope bridge at a soft play centre. He was laughing so much he couldn’t get himself out! I remember helping Joel to 
climb a huge tower at the adventure playground and feeling so chuffed that we made it all the way to the top on our 
own. I remember pushing Gary up and down the Carlton Lodge drive because he loved going over the speed bumps 
in his wheelchair and never seemed to tire. I remember Philip Burns and Ronnie (the best double act that has ever 
graced this earth) being the best of friends. And Phil toasting the Queen when we went out for a meal! 
 
We moved the Multi camps from Carlton Lodge in 
Yorkshire to the Wingate Centre in Cheshire and they 
became the Breakfree camps that we have today. I was 
now old enough to start being a rookie volunteer and I 
remember Tanya showing me how to stick the sides of a 
pad down properly in preparation! My sister Lizzie was a 
regular volunteer on Junior camp by this time so the year 
I turned 16 I volunteered on the same camp as her and 
looked after a young lad called Charlie. It was a hard year 
for me as Charlie had autism which meant he sometimes 
struggled with interpreting instructions and he was also 
an extremely fast runner!  
 

 

 

 

 

Annie and Becky Henvey –  Multi (Breakfree) 2000 

 
 

Annie & Clare Broadbelt 15 years before they led together!   

 

 

 

Annie, & Tristan Maynard, growing up on Multi Camp! 



79 

 

 

 
But by the end of the week we had really bonded and I felt like I had done a lot of growing up! I remember we were 
watching the sea lion show at the safari park, but just before it started he’d run off. I’d had to go dashing after him, 
calm him down and just about managed to get him to sit with me for the show. During the show, I had a little cry 
behind him because I wondered if I was out of my depth, but he turned around, wiped my tears for me and gave me 
a hug. So maybe I was doing okay I thought? 
 
I volunteered on a range of different camps over the next few years (sometimes twice a year – I must have been so 
young and energetic!) mostly Breakfree camps with Maxine but also PACE (a camp for children with autism) and 
Junior (a mixed camp for children aged 8-11). I managed to persuade a couple of friends to volunteer with me and 
they seemed to get a great deal out of camp like I had. It was strange introducing them to the world I felt so 
comfortable in though! One year I looked after a beautiful boy called Michael Heakin, and we had such a good week. 
He was such a gorgeous, happy child and he brought so much happiness to everyone who met him. I remember we 
went to Blue Planet Aquarium and I wanted to spend a bit of his pocket money in the gift shop so he could have 
something at home to remind him of our trip. I tried playing with a few things in front of him, but he didn’t seem too 
bothered. Then I picked up a plastic squeaky shark and as soon as it made a noise, he smiled! Job done, I thought, 
and we headed for the minibus to show our friends our new purchase. However, as soon as I squeaked the toy for 
Michael a few minutes later – he started to cry! I felt awful – but we couldn't help laughing about my mishap! As 
some of you will know on PHAB, the sleep deprivation makes you a little crazy and our laughter got a bit carried 
away. This had a great effect on Michael luckily as he realised that the shark wasn’t so scary after all, and before long 
was laughing along with the rest of us. 
 
Maxine did an amazing job leading every year and had now 
teamed up with my sister Lizzie as co-leader. We knew 
Maxine was thinking of having a break from leading so me 
and Lizzie decided we would lead together the following 
year. Nervous about having even more responsibility(!) we 
planned a busy week of activities which went really well. We 
had a superhero theme and wore pants over our trousers 
every day on camp. The thing with PHAB is you never feel 
silly doing stuff like that. You feel strangely liberated 
instead!!! I then went on to lead with Clare Broadbelt, 
bringing my journey full circle as I had been on camp with 
her when I was a kid many years before, and we had 
another great week in Cheshire. During those years I also 
followed in my parent’s footsteps and joined the PHAB committee, learning about all the hard work, fundraising and 
organisation that goes into making the week-long holidays so amazing. 
 
PHAB has influenced my whole life and I now work as a nurse, a choice I’m sure was positively impacted by seeing 
the rewards gained when you help others. My friends and family know all about the symptoms of a strange disorder 
only suffered by phabbers on selected Saturday afternoons in Summer, when you are insanely proud, happy, sad and 
tired all at the same time. It is a feeling you will never get anywhere else and something I will treasure for the rest of 
my life. I’ve made some amazing friends and met some incredible and inspiring people through PHAB, so thank-you 
Birmingham PHAB Camps, for changing my life for the better. 

 

Annie Hand (nee Price) with Tajinder “Bob” Flora Breakfree 2013  

 

 

Super sisters unite! Annie and Lizzie leading Breakfree in 2013  

 

Lizzie Morris (nee Price) with Nicola Barnes on Breakfree 2013  
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The New Millennium  
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 Chris Buckley (Chunks) volunteer 2000 onwards ...a life well lived 

Sunlight through the window… that is my first memory of being on a PHAB Camp.  
 

Sitting on a coach with sunlight shining through the window with a 
slightly sick feeling in my stomach. It is true that during my 
childhood, I was plagued by travel sickness, however this was a 
nervous sickness, a sickness of the unknown, nervousness of 
wanting to be brave enough to face the trials ahead of me. It was 
the Summer of 2000, the millennium bug had been overcome and a 
new social experiment called Big Brother had hit our television 
screens. We had already made a stop at a motorway service station 
on our four-hour journey; the first half of the journey being a 
terrified blur, and now I was sitting in a window seat with the sun 
shining in my eyes and a fellow first-time volunteer, an 18-year-old 
Paul Morcom, occupying the seat next to me. Paul and I had spoken 
during the second half of that coach journey, shared our mutual 
feelings of trepidation in what may lie ahead, both of us having zero 
experience in caring for children in this kind of environment. Little 
did we both know of the effect that this experience would have on 
our lives. In this, we were not the first and would not be the last. I 
had been given this opportunity by my friend, Debi Newbold, 
affectionately known as Cat (due to both her feline looks and 
nature), who championed the charity as the best experience of her 
life, who inspired me to begin fundraising for this great cause almost 
a year previous, and I will always be so grateful to her for forever 
changing my life in this way, for opening my life to truly some of the 
greatest people that I will ever know. 

 
Before that first camp, I thought that I knew what PHAB was all about, knew what being a volunteer was all about, 
knew how tough it would be, knew how rewarding it would be; I knew nothing!! With an experienced volunteer 
named Pank being my mentor in so many ways, that first camp at Low Mill in North Yorkshire would change my life 
forever. As soon as we arrived at Low Mill, I was thrown straight in at the deep end and helped Pank toilet a young 
adult almost immediately. I was so thankful and humbled for that experience; an emotion that would overtake me so 
many times during that first week and on many camps to come; still learning, still an honour. 
 
One of the lasting memories of that first camp involved two of the able-bodied participants. There were two 16-year-
old guys on camp, both six-foot tall, muscle-bound and looking as mean as anybody that I had ever met. Both from 
the inner city of Birmingham, these lads had programmed themselves to show the hardest exterior possible, even in 
such an open and excepting environment as a PHAB Camp. On camp, with every day that passed, these young men 
showed more and more compassion for their fellow campers, more and more understanding of the difficulties that 
others faced on a daily basis and increasing affinity to ensure the best experience for everybody on camp. On the 
final evening of camp, these two big mean dudes wept unlike anything I had ever seen and pledged to help others as 
much as they could throughout their lives. I never did see those two guys again but like to think that Birmingham 
PHAB Camps inspired them to carry out that promise. So many things happened on that first camp, I could write a 
book. It was the most difficult, rewarding, funny, inspiring, eye-opening and exhausting week of my life. I remember 
coming off that camp having grown in so many ways and that my eyes had been opened to a brand new world. For 
the first few days following camp, it felt strange not to be pushing a wheelchair, not to be carrying a rucksack with a 
change of clothes, a packet of baby wipes and a multitude of other goodies, and to actually feel sorry for the general 
public, as the vast majority had never experienced what I had just experienced. 
 
Since that week, I have come to believe that volunteering for Birmingham PHAB Camps to be the best thing that I 
have ever done with my life and I cannot imagine my life without it. To this day, people often say to me "you are so 
selfless in the work that you do for those children" and my response is always "Birmingham PHAB Camps has given 
me more than what I have given it". Birmingham PHAB Camps and the friends that I have met have helped me 
through the bad times and made the good times, better. The least that I can do is to attempt to give more than I 
have received; I am sure that I will never quite manage it!! Until my dying day, Birmingham PHAB Camps has given 
me a life well-lived. Life-changing. Life-defining. Sunlight through the window... 

 

 

 

 

 

Chris (Chunks) back on a PHAB coach on Junior 2017, 
seventeen years after his first camp 
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 Vicky Ryan and Jodie Sabin ...a Senior Leadership Team! 
 
Vicky and Jodie were synonymous with the running of Senior Camp for thirteen years. Jodie 
joined in 2003, whilst Vicky found her way onto a PHAB Camp at the suggestion of her 
science teacher, Tony Gray, in 1997 when she was just 17, and is now a Trustee.  

 
For many years our summer holidays invariably involved tasks such 
as fitting as many people into a phone box as possible, doing the 
YMCA in public, creating the biggest conga line possible and trying as 
hard as possible to get into another team’s photo! And that’s just 
the PHAB photo challenge, not to mention everything else that used 
to happen in the space of a week… 
 
At least one of us was present on every Senior Camp between 2003 
and 2015 either as a volunteer, or as leaders; and more often than 
not at the same time – to the point where it was perfectly normal for 
us both to respond to being called either Jodie or Vicky… Looking 
back over the camp reports it is incredible to think how much we 
actually did over those years, the number of children we took away 
and the amount of volunteers who supported us.  

 
PHAB is very much a part of us and lifelong memories and friendships were definitely created. Being a PHAB 
volunteer and then leaders has taught us so many things that it’s hard to even know where to begin. 
 
The children... One of the most rewarding things to see is how 
integrated the camps become as the week goes on and how children 
from all walks of life learn to get on and develop friendships, 
supporting each other in a way they have never had chance to 
experience before. And have fun! They truly made the camps special. 
 
The volunteers... None of the camps would run without them and we 
have been lucky to work with lots of fantastic volunteers over the 
years, many of whom keep coming back for more! As a PHAB 
volunteer you need to be prepared for anything… including finding 
yourself in situations such as egg roulettes, having another team 
choose an outfit for you to wear from a charity shop, being dressed 
up as a zebra using bin bags and having someone feed you yoghurt 
blindfolded… and that’s just the tip of the iceberg! 
 
Days out... Trips to Ice cream farms, football stadiums, snowdomes, 
birds of prey centres, laser quest, seaside, watersports… the list goes 
on, with a photo challenge always thrown in! 
 
The themes... We’ve done a whole week in a year (complete with a last night Christmas party – in July!), tribal 
themes, superheroes, space and many others… it’s safe to say we let imagination run wild and just occasionally got a 
bit carried away. Not to mention the PHAB water fight... no senior camp was ever complete without an epic water 
fight, even more spectacular when launched on an unsuspecting group of children lined up for a group photo! 
        
There is no doubt that a PHAB camp is hard work. But in return what you get is worth every minute… the smiles, the 
laughs, the friendships between all of the children, the anecdotal stories told year after year, the surprises, the 
challenges, the screams of joy on the quad bikes, the looks of amazement at holding a bird of prey, the sheer delight 
at getting the chance to go skiing or going on a tour of Manchester United. We are proud to have been able to give 
children the opportunity to do things they never imagined doing. Not least, there is the continuing friendship of 
some amazing volunteers and a sense that you really have made a difference – not just for the children but for the 
volunteers as well; because PHAB is truly an experience of a different kind. Here’s to another 50 years of Birmingham 
PHAB Camps! 

 

 

Jodie Sabin with Connor Myles who loves Christmas! 

 

 

 

Vicky Ryan and Chris Mooney with Shernice Moore 
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Andrew and Becky Lunn Venture 2008 

 

 Andrew Miles volunteer 2003 onwards ...celebrating the integration 
 
What blows me away about PHAB is how much the kids enjoy it, disabled and 
non-disabled alike. We constantly have sixteen-year-old teenagers, whom 
you’d expect to be too cool for skool, contact PHAB begging for one more year. 
And the integration is magic. I’ve particularly loved watching it on Venture over 
the years. This year I saw Bradley and Marcus play their own version of 
badminton in the sports-hall, with Bradley more than holding his own from his 
wheelchair, sustaining long rallies, making it equally fun for both of them. 
Having got chatting, they realised that Bradley plays football for the wheelchair 
league of the same team Marcus trains with. It was great to see this friendship 
had clearly formed at some unknown point during the week. So, job done, the 
volunteers can fade into the background! I think I like seeing the integration so 
much because it’s humbling to see how terrifically kind kids can be to each 

other and how much more they all seem to like themselves for it by the end of the week. That may sound rather 
contrived, but that’s exactly what happens year on year. The kids come up to us at the end, typically at the last night 
party, and breathlessly exclaim how much they’ve enjoyed it and why. And you can see such a change in them! Last 
year, as we got off the coach, I asked one of the mums whether her son (one of the non-disabled teenagers) had said 
he’d enjoyed it? And she replied in a slightly bewildered manner, “well he’s just hugged me and that’s never 
happened before”. When I saw her a few months later at the PHAB Halloween Party, she told me in far more assured 
terms just how much he’d changed. I said “Really? In what way?”, “In every way”, she replied, “He’s so much happier 
now, much more open and engaged with us – totally different to be around.” Even after fifteen years in a row of 
volunteering on Venture (amongst other camps), this stunned me, to have it confirmed yet again that these camps 
can change children's whole demeanour and enjoyment of life.    
 
So back to the integration... When you turn around and realise you don’t need to help feed someone because their 
mate’s already doing it, that’s when you know it’s going right. And how much better to have your new mate feed 
you,  so you can carry on chatting and being with them, than have to “hang with the volunteer” to be fed!? If I had to 
pick a favourite year, it would be 2011 when Rachael Lane and I led Venture together for the fourth time. The kids 
were just having so much fun with each other that year. The sun shone throughout the week (no – it really did!)  and 
everyone was just so relaxed and happy. I have never seen so much laughter, as the DVD of that week so clearly 
shows. I remember one afternoon our activity group, volunteers and kids combined, just working together to 
motivate Alisha to do the wheelchair abseil. She had us all in stitches as she called out what to tell her to up her 
confidence! That’s certainly one way of doing it! We laughed so much we did not realise it had gone 5pm and the 
other groups were back. That’s a lovely time on Venture when you’ve had a great time with your group all day and 
then gradually the others drift back and you find you’ve become one happy whole again. Anyway, the atmosphere 
on that camp was so good, and the children so mature, that Rachael and I decided we would have them all go around 
the afternoon’s attraction together, in pairs, one disabled, one non-disabled, without the volunteers. That didn’t 
mean we weren’t present, that’s a common wilful misconception when I tell this story, but it meant that they knew 
we weren’t supervising them so they had to help each other round the aquarium together, collect their lunch 
together at the end and then make their way to the boat together. We watched in awe as they set off, not one of 
them running off or leaving their partner. When they came to have lunch, they all made sure each other had their 
sandwiches and those paired with someone who needed help eating made sure they helped them and ate with 
them. We’d have stepped back in the moment someone needed us, but the point is no-one did because by now this 
group got it, and they cared about each other. Steph Lo did of course go over to put Imani’s peg feed in motion, but 
even then Jestine, whom Imani was partnered with, wanted to help and learn how to do it. Jestine is now a volunteer 
on the Breakfree Camps and I could not be more proud.  
 
So take heart all ye who worry about the next generation, there are a lot of very kind young people out there, most 
of whom seem far more broadminded, generous, accepting of each other and willing to learn about each other’s 
needs than I remember my generation being. I always find myself wondering what I’d have been like as a kid on 
camp? Shy and disinterested probably. Maybe that’s why I’m so in awe of how good the kids always are. I’ve loved 
the 50th year. I got to lead an Adult Camp, assisted by volunteers of every other camp, showing just what a cohesive 
team PHAB’s become in recent years. I enjoyed Venture as always, and I spent possibly one of the happiest times I’ve 
had on PHAB with the Junior age-group. These children really got on and enjoyed each other’s company; it was great 
to see. I’m proud to be part of a charity that makes so many people happy, that’s made up entirely of volunteers, 
and run by people of all ages who, for the most part, all support each other, enjoy each other’s company and spend 
time together outside of PHAB, because PHAB’s an experience worth sharing and sustaining!  
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Joel (centre) with so many friends ‒ Venture 2008 

 

 Joel Ward, participant 2005-2016 ...a parent’s view by Dawn Rowe  
 

...he was off into a world that would change his life forever!  
 

When my Joely was invited to take part in his first PHAB Camp holiday my heart 
dropped. How could I let my baby boy go away for a whole week when he had 
never been away from me? I was adamant he wasn’t going. Joel is unable to walk 
and has Ichthyosis, a skin drying condition which needs constant care and 
medicated lotion for him to be able to function. I had no idea who would be 
taking care of him, no idea what he would be doing, what he would eat, where he 
would sleep, who would cream him, take him to the bathroom, dress him, or put 
him to bed. The list was endless. Then without me knowing my husband Adrian 
filled in the application form, sent it off and Joel was offered his place. I was 
beside myself! 
 

We had a visit from the volunteers to let us know what activities he would be taking part in and they showed us an 
itinerary of the week they had planned. Although it sounded fantastic, I wasn’t convinced it was the right thing my 
baby should be doing away from his Mommy!   
 
How wrong was I??? As we waved goodbye for the first time, me in hysterics of tears and Joel with a big smile on his 
face (which I wasn’t impressed with, as he should have been crying for his Mommy!) he was off into a world that 
would change his life forever! After a painstaking week without my special boy, I eagerly awaited his return but as 
the coach pulled into the car park, my Joel was sobbing like a baby! I was horrified, thinking they must not have 
looked after him well, or that he had missed me too much. But no!! It was because he didn’t want to come home!  
 
He had had such a fantastic week and met some amazing people who now ‒ after more than 10 years’ of PHAB ‒ we 
class as family. And Joel just lives everyday counting down the days to the next PHAB holiday. It has been so difficult 
explaining to Joel since he turned 25 that he is too old for PHAB now. He still finds this hard to accept and looks 
forward to PHAB events so he can catch up with all his friends and the volunteers we have all grown to love!  
 
I really can’t express my gratitude to 
PHAB enough for being such a big part 
in Joel's and our family's life. You have 
made such a big difference to how we 
see Joel’s capabilities. We were not 
giving him half the credit for what he 
can achieve when not wrapped in 
cotton wool by myself ‒ ha! He has the 
best memories from all the camps he 
has been lucky enough to attend, even 
the last minute ones ‒ LOL! And he is 
constantly watching his PHAB DVDs so 
kindly put together by yourselves ‒ as 
if you hadn't got enough to do! 
 

I have so much admiration for all of 
the volunteers who take the time out 
to give disabled children like my Joel a taste of life that they may never experience in the outside world. I never 
would have imagined my Joel making such great mates with non‒disabled children. Neither would I have pictured 
him abseiling, canoeing, zip wiring ‒ you name it!! (Oh my God ‒ it turns my stomach thinking about it!) Absolutely 
fantastic work from each and every one of you. The love and care all of you have for our children is faultless and I for 
one as a parent can’t thank you enough for making such a big impact on our lives! 
 
The Ward/Rowe family thank you from the very bottom of our hearts for helping to make our son Joel into the 
amazing young man he is today. Long live PHAB Camps!! ...it has hurt my heart more than I thought writing this. I 
can’t thank you all enough for what you have all done for Joel over the years. I’m signing off now cuz I’m blarting like 

a fool!!!  Luv u loads ‒  Dawn & Crew x 

 

 

Joel with Andrew 2006 
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 James Bashford volunteer ...fondly recalls when Joel got the bends 
 
I had been volunteering on Venture since 2005 and had established quite the 
reputation for myself, my mum assures me, as being the best and most capable 
volunteer to have graced the camps with their presence ever, ever. Other than my 
massive intellect and vastly humble nature, I had studied disability extensively and 
believed myself to have my finger on the pulse of the kids and a beacon of knowledge 
on the trials and tribulations of living with disability. I had seen first hand the 
limitations put on people with disabilities, when I knew that with the right help, a tiny 
bit of encouragement, plus a sprinkling of that magic that is intrinsically part of 
Birmingham PHAB camps – that there was virtually nothing that couldn't be achieved. 
 
It was with this in mind, back in 2008, that I FLATLY DENIED Joel from going into the depths of the mines of Moria... 
or, depending on the translation... Bendrigg Lodge’s “Bendy Pop”...or “Bendy Pot”...look the name doesn’t matter – 
the point is – this pitch black, catacomb like, tight maze of stone with its confusing twists, turns and level changes 
had been a challenge even for my lithe and sinewy frame. I had really struggled with it – meaning it was probably the 
hardest thing to do in the world, ever. Now, I was not one to shy away from getting people to participate in the gritty 
side of Venture... I was completely equal opportunities and would waterbomb, push in the lake or squirt shaving 
foam in the face of ANYONE. But this, this, was a step too far. Joel was in a wheelchair... he could not do Bendy Pot, 
it was too dangerous, and that was that. 
 
As I sat surveying my PHAB kingdom not an hour later... cup of tea in hand, optional gingernut perched on my saucer, 
children frolicking in the sun, zip line whizzing past my head, the delighted screams of people hurtling down the 
monster slide... one of my little minions came running up to me... “come quick” they gasped... “Joel’s in Bendy 
Pot!”... In slow motion the cup tipped from my hand, the liquid suspended in the air, before crashing down to the 
earth, the ear piercing smash of the crockery on stone sending flocks of birds into the air... I raced up the hill towards 
what surely must now be Joel’s tomb. 
 
“Who is he in there with!?” I demanded... no one seemed to know... well that’s it... mountain rescue I thought... or at 
least I was going to have to douse myself in vegetable oil and do my best impression of an eel and re-enter the place 
from which no light can escape... As a litany of thoughts crossed my massive mind... a pair of feet emerged from the 
hole at the top of Bendy Pot... feet... how the... Bendy Pot is so tight that “head first” is not a fun option – it is an 
anatomical certitude... unless your spine is literally made of rubber. But then ankles, calves, knees appeared (all 
attached to each other)... it was one of Bendrigg’s instructors... “Dude” I said “That was awesome... but we have got 
big problems... JOEL IS IN BENDY POT!” He looked at me as if I had gone mad. “I know”, he said, “He’s at the end of 
this rope”. Two seconds later a thoroughly exhausted but very much alive Joel poked his head out the top of the 
cave... “Alright mate” he said in his unique, crackly, lovable voice. Relief doesn't begin to explain how I felt. 
 
Joel had asked the instructor to go through; without hesitation he tied a rope to Joel and proceeded backwards 
through the caves and up the many levels, guiding him through its dark recesses. Joel was absolutely shattered... I 
had watched this lad play basketball for two hours straight... but this really took it out of him... but... he did it. He did 
it. He did it quicker than me... and he could do it again. I didn’t know what to say... I was just completely in awe of 
these two heroes.  
 
If Joel had listened to me, he wouldn’t have done it... and might have thought that he couldn’t do it. But he did it. 
Joel thought he could do it, a saintly and apparently invertebrate instructor believed in him and with the PHAB magic 
fairy dust...well! I learned a lot about putting limits on people that day. 
 
PHAB isn’t in the habit of putting people's safety on the line – it’s the first, the last and the middle of your thoughts 
as a volunteer – you are being trusted with the most precious thing in people’s worlds and you better believe that 
the responsibility of that is taken seriously – but, the number of times I have seen people on PHAB camp nudged 
forward with heartfelt encouragement to achieve things they would never have believed themselves able to do (and 
maybe even I wouldn't too) – whether that's Bendy Pot, just getting in a boat, climbing that rock face, singing in front 
of a crowd, abseiling, talking to that girl, trying that food... and a whole host of other activities too numerous to list. 
And to witness the joy, confidence and, ultimately, the new freedom that comes with overcoming these fears or 
perceived limitations – to me comprise some of the best experiences of my life. PHAB has afforded me and countless 
kids these opportunities for fifty years. The good it has caused is immeasurable, and I couldn’t be more thankful. 

 

James and Joel in 2006 
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 Sophie Abel 2006 – 2013 ...from child on PHAB to fundraiser 

I have been a part of the charity since I was eight years old. At the time, I was an anxious, quiet, shy little girl, (if you 
can believe that!). I kept myself to myself and did the bare minimum in life. I got up, I went to school, I attended 
physio or various other hospital appointments and then came home, ate, watched TV and went to bed. This was the 
same every day. I didn’t have the confidence to be away from my parents for a long period of time. 

  
When I first found out about Birmingham PHAB camps I thought that 
they didn’t understand my disability and didn’t understand that there 
are some activities that I didn’t want to do. And I didn’t want to get to 
the camp to find that I would be just sitting and watching like I usually 
did at school and only being able to join in on one or two of the 
activities. I also felt very reluctant as my disability has always felt like 
a barrier to me and something to hide behind and I felt that the other 
people attending the camp wouldn't understand me and judge me. 
Finally I was sure no‒one but my family could do my personal care. I 
was very wrong on all three of these accounts. Each of the activities 
on the camps were adapted to those in and out of wheelchairs so I 
could participate in most activities equally well. It also wasn’t just 
myself on the camp with a disability. I was surrounded not only by a 
group of able-bodied participants but a group of children with similar 

conditions to myself which meant I didn't feel awkward about my disability and my difficulties in joining in on the 
activities. There was an element of understanding between all the groups involved, which developed as we got to 
know each other and how we each overcame obstacles, and using this to help ourselves. Also I found out that 
catering for my needs at night wasn't as much of a problem as I thought as there were numerous children who had 
similar or slightly worse disabilities than myself and the volunteers were all so willing to help.  
  
My first camp was Junior and I was surprised to learn that my brother had volunteered to be a part of the same 
camp. My memories of Alex being there are very funny; I saw a different side to him that I didn't see while I was at 
home. A very amusing example of this was when I got on the coach to find him dressed in a hula skirt and leis ready 
for the Hawaiian theme of the camp. It is surely an image that I will never forget. There were also the times when he 
stole some of my packed lunch for himself… although that was rather more standard.  
 
Something I really enjoyed was being able to share rooms with my fellow campers, disabled and able bodied alike. 
We were able to form great friendships and have a laugh together at night. The days never felt over as we could go 
to bed, talk and laugh together until we felt tired.  
 
 After a few years, I went up to Senior, whilst Alex continued 
to volunteer on Junior. This unfortunately caused some of 
my anxiety to return. I didn't like it going away without any 
family; and my anxiety returned about trusting new people 
with my personal care. I found reassurance in the fact that 
the Senior Camp leaders came round to meet with me and 
my parents, just as the Junior leaders had before. I also 
came to see that many of the participants had to deal with 
the same worries; we were all in this together. The leaders 
also developed ingenious methods to help. I was given a 
form of walkie-talkie to communicate with the volunteers to 
ask with help in the night if I needed it. We had the chance 
to write in a diary which we could take home and show our 
parents what we did during the week. This was great for all 
of us, but particularly those who couldn’t communicate 
fully; by completing a diary, their parents or guardians could 
still read about their week, which is great. There were still 
times when I still felt homesick, particularly at night, but 
when I did my roommates were very reassuring and 
supportive, keeping me company. Waterfights were a 
massive part of Senior! It was always a great laugh and everyone was on equal footing. It was great fun! 

 

Sophie... that moment when you first get on the 

coach... (with volunteer Mike Jackson) 

 

PHAB antics with friends and roommates.  
Sophie with Victoria Sogbesam (top) & Pardis Hashmezadeh (left)  

 

Venture 2011   
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Venture Camp is probably one of my strongest memories of 
PHAB. Junior and Senior helped me build the foundation of 
friendship groups and my confidence, but Venture helped me 
discover who I was as a person and the activities enabled me 
to challenge myself and push myself out of my comfort zone. 
This camp was more physical and challenging. Again I was 
anxious I'd be left behind; again I was wrong. Activities which 
I never thought I could do and which have changed my life. 
All of the Venture Camps that I went on were incredible and 
have given me some great memories.  
 
One camp, however, stood out to me in a way that all the 
others didn't. It was the year that I had been to Barcelona 
with school, which I had not enjoyed, and all the affects of 

what happened stayed with me. I was still in shock from the experience, very 
shaky and unsure. It broke my confidence in people and I was afraid. I was 
constantly asking for reassurance that someone wouldn't leave me. My parents 
were still determined that I was to go to PHAB and enjoy myself and not let the 
horrible experience of the school trip to ruin my fun. But in truth I couldn't enjoy 
myself. I thought I'd actually have to go home as it was too difficult for me. But 
now the volunteers became even more supportive and encouraged me to stay. 
Only then did I realise that the volunteers of this camp and all camps are fully 
committed to the campers and really want us to enjoy every single moment we 
are there, and to help us get everything out of it that we can. I slowly relaxed 
and felt assured. I found I was amongst close friends; all of the volunteers and 
campers were always up for a laugh. A few weeks after the camp, we received a 
DVD through the post compiled of various high energy videos of our adventures. 
These were always great to watch. I believe that I still have them all somewhere. 
I still look back at them and it brings smiles to my face as I remember the great 
times I had there. 
 
Over the last few years I've done anything I can around college, then university, to help the charity raise money. I 
was thrilled when I managed to get an article published for PHAB, and this inspired my career path towards 
journalism.  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
I am completely overwhelmed and beyond words by the thought, time, effort and love which went into everything 
the founders did towards the formation of this charity. What I have always admired the most is the fact that the 
charity develops and adapts every activity for every camper to join in. I admire that the purpose and aims of the 
charity have remained the same since its creation, which is making sure that everyone can join in on each activity 
regardless of their ability. I can see the amount of dedication that has gone into everything the leaders do and I have 
loved every single moment of being involved with the charity, first as a participant then being a member of the 
Fundraising Committee. I have created some great memories and some solid friendships which I will take with me. 
Some of the friends I made are now my best friends in the world and I don't know what I'd do without them!  

Sophie climbing and abseiling above!  

With Sophie, left to right: Imani Young, Lauren Scrivens (who now volunteers), Holly D-B, Jestine Allen (who 
now volunteers), Victora S, Georgia Blackhurst, Chelsea Browne (brother James goes on camp) & Ky Tarplee 
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 Dr Lord Jeremy of Rison volunteer 2008 onwards ...accept and build 
 
I remember being asked whether I’d like to volunteer. I was 
19. I had my reservations. Did I really want to give up a week 
of my precious summer holiday!? Up until then, I’d had very 
little interaction with people with disabilities, and didn’t know 
how I’d get on looking after younger people generally. I could 
barely cook, let alone change a pad! I’m so glad I took the 
plunge because I have not looked back! Since Training Day 
2008, I have been warmly welcomed into the PHAB family 
where I’ve met so many inspirational people and made some 
of the best of friends. 
 
Whilst everyone who comes on a PHAB Camp has their own 
story, I think we all share a similar set of emotions. Every 
year, I struggle to sleep the night before camp, lying awake in 
excited anticipation of seeing everyone arrive at the coach 
the next morning and thinking about the whirlwind of the 
week ahead. As the week progresses, I feel such a range of emotions. I might find myself feeling my nerves before an 
abseil or on a climbing wall (I’ve never liked heights…). Other times I get those warm fuzzy feelings when I walk into 
the lounge at Bendrigg Lodge and see a group of people chatting away, or singing, or dancing, just getting to know 
each other. There’s also special, quieter moments, when volunteers are looking after someone and we find ourselves 
all absorbed in a deep conversation. By Venture age, but even on Junior I’ve found, this can be about each others’ 
lives and world politics, or not so deep conservations about killer robots or how to brew the perfect cup of tea. There 
are occasional moments when I wonder what life decisions led me to be sitting on a canoe in the rain, or dragging 
myself out of a bunk bed after 4-5 hours of sleep. But, as the week rolls by, and I see real integration taking place, I 
know it’s completely worth it. To see a non-disabled young person helping to feed their disabled friend, or helping 
them put on a coat when they didn’t know one another at the start of the week is just fantastic. Come the last night 
party and you look round to see everyone having fun together, you appreciate just how special PHAB is. Over the 
years, I’ve come dressed as a Roman soldier (I remember me and Dan Smith opening 2013’s party with a gladiatorial 
fight!), a zombie (2010) a pirate (in 2011’s ‘Lost at Sea’), and a clown in 2012 (‘PHAB Does the Circus’). 
 
One of my mantras on Camp is ‘accept and build’. If someone throws a cream pie in your face (an increasingly 
common occurrence on Venture Camp), accept and build by throwing one back. If Rachael Lane steals your mug of 
tea (another common occurrence), accept and build by stealing her pudding.  More seriously, I’ve found that ‘accept 
and build’ can be applied to almost any tricky situations a PHAB volunteer can find themselves in. Like the logistical 
nightmare of getting 20 kids out of a swimming pool when there are wheelchairs and towels scattered everywhere 
(now I’m reminiscing about the Keswick swimming pool and Blackpool water park!). Or accepting that you’re tired 
but giving everything you’ve got to the day because you know how much it means. There are always little challenges 
on camp but you make the situation whatever it is. I’ve had so many special days and moments on PHAB. One stand 
out memory was the Friday of Venture 2009 when a big group of us spent a sunny day out on the lake up in Kielder. I 
just have happy memories of chatting away in the boat with everyone enjoying themselves. 
 
I’ve come to appreciate that I’ve underestimated the impact that PHAB has had on me and just how much I’ve got 
back from the charity. When I talk about PHAB to ‘outsiders’, I’m always told what a fantastic thing it is to do, which 
of course it is. But I think those ‘outsiders’ don’t always realise how much we all get back from the young people we 
take away. I am continually amazed by them, often coming on camp with their own daily struggles but managing to 
bring their awesome senses of humour. If it wasn’t for PHAB, my world would truly be a little smaller because I 
would never have met the many inspiring young people and volunteers involved with the charity. I want to say thank 
you for opening your world up to me. Whilst I may have helped you go rock climbing, chopped up your food, had 
chats at the back of the coach, or hoisted you into bed, you have helped me see a totally different side to life that 
could so easily have passed me by had my 19 year old self not decided to have a crack at volunteering.  As Paul Leahy 
told me on the coach to my first camp in 2008, going on PHAB is like a reset button. It brings you down to Earth and 
highlights the truly important parts of life, like good friends, and accepting and supporting one another. We all know 
these are the most important things, but I think sometimes we need reminding of them in the seemingly crazy and 
fast-paced world we live in. People are what are important. And being able to spend just a week of my year 
immersed in a community to promote integration and acceptance is something that I cherish. Thank you PHAB. 
 

 

Jeremy and Rebecca Reading Venture 2016  
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 Adam Westwood participant from 2010 – 2013 ...and forever PHAB 

I met some great people on that first camp I went on and have remained friends 
with many of them. Before I went on PHAB I didn't really speak much... now I’ll 
speak to anyone! I moved out of home when I was 18 and have lived in care ever 
since, as I have Muscular Dystrophy. I’m in touch with so many of the volunteers 
from my camps and I think it’s safe to say we’re all firm friends. I’m now 25, and not 
a week has gone by that I haven’t seen one or other of them. Sunil’s painted unique 
murals around my room, Ellie and April introduced me to the author of Assassin’s 
Creed, Andrew demands “make it happen” whenever I’m up against it with taxi-
drivers and wheelchair services, Jez and me chat about films, and James, who’s 
family I always spend Christmas with, has always been there, along with so many of 
the other volunteers from my camps I still see all the time. On two occasions, at 
least thirteen of us even went up to Lancaster in an accessible camper van to stay at 
James’s and Sarah’s house (two unofficial PHAB Camps maybe?). Occasionally I get 

to catch up with some of the “other kids” from back in the day 
as well which is great.  
 
So PHAB has never left me and I certainly cannot imagine my 
life now if I had not been referred onto a camp.  
 
I have so many great memories but there is one that stands 
out to me: and that is the day I conquered the Wheelchair 
Assault Course. At first I wasn't sure that I wanted to attempt 
it because it looked pretty scary watching other people do it. 
But I managed to summon the courage to attempt the course 
with Ben Blackhurst. He helped reassure me that I could do it 
and that nothing bad was going to happen. The first part of the 
course wasn't too bad but the hardest part was the two rope 
bridges. As soon as I wheeled onto the first rope bridge there 
was a huge shudder from the whole bridge shaking my chair, 
and I was saying “I want to get off this – I don't want to finish it 
– it's too scary”. 
 
I was persuaded to continue and I made it to the end of the 
first bridge. I really didn't want to go onto the next bridge; I 
could see the end beyond it which was two planks of wood 
with a gap in the middle. That was even more terrifying than 
the one before because the planks would widen and move 
apart every time I bounced. I decided to do it quite fast just to 
end the course. It was one of the bravest things I had ever 
done up to that point in my life. I was relieved to finish it but 
also elated. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
That's the great thing about PHAB – there are always people there to 
reassure you that if you try hard enough you can overcome obstacles and 
things that you think that you might not be able to do. At the same time 
they never force you to do anything you don't want to. They just give you 
courage to attempt the challenges you face. I’ve faced a lot of challenges 
since then, and I’m glad to say I still have my PHAB friends with me. 

 

Adam embarking on the Wheelchair Assault Course with  
Ben Blackhurst Venture 2011 

 

Adam with James Bashford 2012  

 

Kash Akthar & Adam on his birthday 2013  

 

 

Rachael Lane & Adam on Venture 2012  
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Lucas Hillier and with volunteer – Dan Scrivens 2016 

 

 A parent’s view as Lucas begins his PHAB journey 2016 onwards... 
 
Lucas is 10 years old and has an acquired brain injury sustained when he was three days old and still in hospital. As a 
result, Lucas has cerebral palsy, is visually impaired, has epilepsy and is globally delayed. He requires assistance in all 
areas and requires 24/7 support.  
 

Despite Lucas’ difficult start in life, he is a determined boy with 
an infectious sense of humour. On a typical weekend, Lucas 
wakes up early and requires assistance to help him get out of 
bed, have breakfast, use the toilet and get himself dressed. He 
has most of his seizures on waking and sometimes in the night 
and therefore needs assistance throughout and extra time to 
come around in the morning. Although Lucas is now active and 
busy, he has not always been willing to participate and was 
definitely held back by his disability. He requires a lot of 
support to bring him out of his shell and prove that he can do 
something. He would get very frustrated by his physical 
limitations and also because he found it very hard to 
communicate and get his views across.  

 
We heard about PHAB Camps but were so nervous to even 
consider putting Lucas forward and really agonised over our 
reasons for him attending. Were we being selfish to send him 
away or would the opportunity actually help him learn and 
develop? Ste Robinson came to visit and we watched a wonderful video of the previous year’s camp. A thorough 
meeting followed so that we could ensure that Lucas had everything he needed whilst away. We went through his 
medication requirements carefully and also discussed equipment that he would need. Nothing was too much to ask 
and the team were so helpful and we knew we could be in contact with Lucas and learnt that there would be regular 
updates on social media to see where they would be each day – we love that. Our overarching feeling was that this 
was going to be a really fun and positive experience for Lucas and that the energy and enthusiasm of the volunteers 
would carry us all through the emotional rollercoaster.  
 
On departure day we met all the other children, families and the rest of the team. There was a real buzz in the air 
and we settled Lucas on the coach. He was a little bit quiet but not unduly. We on the other hand were trying to 
keep it together! We were able to speak to Lucas regularly and at the beginning of the week found it quite hard to 
understand what he was trying to tell us. As the week progressed, he was chatting more and his speech was so much 
clearer. We also learned that Lucas had settled into his new room well and that he had helped another boy who was 
a little homesick. To hear about sides of Lucas’ personality that we were unaware of, was so amazing. He 
participated in so many more activities in a week than we could ever do as a family and our apprehension quickly 
turned to joy for Lucas. 
 
During Lucas’ week away, we took his brothers to London to see sights that they had not seen before. We spent a lot 
of time doing things that are very difficult with a wheelchair. Although we missed Lucas we realised that his siblings 
need this time to have some focus on them. They deserve to be the centre too and they often miss out because of 
our circumstances. We felt a sense of freedom that we hadn’t felt in a long time and although it is very hard to admit 
that, we knew that this time apart was a positive opportunity for the whole family.  
 
Meeting Lucas off the coach at the end of the week was so emotional. He had had the best experience. He seemed 
more grown up and had forged friendships on his own and become more independent. We felt refreshed and so 
grateful for the opportunity. Lucas had lived life to the full with the PHAB Camp team and couldn’t stop chatting! 
 
Applying for Junior PHAB Camp in 2017 was a natural step. Lucas had kept in touch with Lauren and Daniel Scrivens 
during the year and was talking about Camp weeks before he broke up for the summer school holiday. We felt more 
settled knowing that Lucas knew where he was going and what to expect. It was still emotional leaving him but we 
knew now that this is such a positive experience and that he would grow and develop from it. It is brilliant that there 
are a mix of children, an equal number without disability,  where they can share common interests and have lots to 
learn from each other. The PHAB Camp volunteers are amazing and see no barriers to what all the young people can 
do. It is refreshing and so appreciated.  
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The long term impact for Lucas is that he has been 
given a special opportunity that he will never 
forget. The experience has helped shape him, 
helped him grow emotionally and shown him what 
he is capable of. He has pushed himself, with the 
support of the PHAB team, to do things he would 
not ordinarily have done. For us, we have 
witnessed his development, particularly his speech 
and self esteem. We have learnt that its ok to let 
your disabled child go sometimes and that you are 
not letting them down. In fact, you are helping 
them to flourish and reach their potential in life. 
Having a break from caring for our son has helped 
our whole family in so many ways and the 
experience is something we will benefit from 
indefinitely. Thank you so much to Birmingham 
PHAB Camps and the amazing team of volunteers, 
you are all incredible!! 

Ben and Kerry Hillier  
 

 

Reheim Khan – age 11 – current Junior participant in his own words... 

I first learnt about PHAB when Ste and Chunk came to visit me at my house. I was really nervous about going away 
without mom but they showed us a DVD of all the fun activities and trips we would have and when Chunk mentioned 
the EPIC water fight – I was like “I wanna go.” 
  
On the day of leaving I was scared and excited about leaving my mum, going by myself and of not knowing anybody 
else – when the coach started to leave I was actually crying. Seeing my mum crying upset me more but then Andy 
Hopkins came and sat with me to make sure I was OK. The team put on a movie for us kids which helped us to feel at 
ease. We got to the Wingate Centre and I was impressed, the place was massive and the staff are friendly. We got 
settled in and the facilities – like the raising bath – meant I had everything I needed. I made a few friends and started 
to feel a little at ease. From start to finish the whole week was packed with fun activities for us to participate in, we 
had days out, trips, fun games and a party night, the volunteers were all great and looked after us and made us feel 
safe. I don’t remember ever having a dull moment. 
  

As soon as we arrived back I wanted to go again – this year I did and it was even more fun packed than last year. 
 

I feel I am on a magical journey with PHAB – going on holiday with them has given me new 
experiences and a new found confidence – as soon as I can I will be volunteering with them. 

 

Lucas Hillier with his friend Lydea Smart on Junior Camp 2017  

 

Left: Joy Potter & Andy Hopkins throw Reheim 2016! 

Above:  Reheim and Jabar at the Wingate Centre 2017 
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 50 Years’ of Camps  

There have been 267 camps in total since 1967, not counting the numerous bespoke outings and weekend camps! 
 

The total comprises 149 different leaders, 4,152 volunteer positions and 5,106 allocated children/young adult places. 

Year Camp Site Leader/s 
1967 Junior  Lord Mayor Treloar College, 

New Forest 
Doug Stewart,  
Simon Wadsworth,  
Jane Markham 

1968 Junior  YMCA Centre, Sharpness Peggy Davis  

Senior  YMCA Centre, Sharpness Doug Stewart  

1969 Junior  St Rose’s School,  
Gloucestershire 

David Wright &  
Dorothy Faulkner 

Senior  Hednesford Army Camp, 
Cannock Chase 

Gwen Blandford & 
Tony Gray 

1970 Junior  St Rose’s  School, Gloc’shire David Wright  

Senior  Park Hall Army Camp, 
Oswestry, Shropshire 

Dag Saunders 

1971 Junior  St Rose’s School,  
Gloucestershire 

George Nicholson &  
Hilary High 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp, L’pool Mike Carding 

1972 Junior  Coven Adventure, 
Staffordshire 

Peter Lucraft &  
Paul Cooke 

Senior  Proteus Training Camp, Notts Elizabeth Friendship 

Roman 
PHAB 

Touring Wales, Bath, Brighton 
& London 

Mike Carding 

1973 Junior  St Rose’s Special School, 
Gloc’s 

Peter Lucraft 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp, L’pool Mike Carding 

Creeping 
PHAB 

Touring Wales, Bath, Brighton 
& London 

Andy Auster & Tony Gray 

1974 Junior  Ellesmere College, Shropshire Dave Parsons &  
Carolyn Boone 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp, L’pool Graham Winter 

PHAB on 
the Run!  

PHAB on the Run Touring 
Wales, Chelsea, Cambridge & 
London 

Tony Gray 

Hadrian's 
Wall 

Camping Weekend,  
Hadrian’s Wall 

Mike Carding 

1975 Junior  Ellesmere College, Shropshire Dave Parsons 

Senior  Proteus Training Camp, Notts David Carding 

1976 Junior  Spode House, Rugeley Dave Parsons 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp Noel Smith 

Roving 
PHAB 

Touring Yorkshire and the 
Lake District 

Howard Maxted  

1977 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Dave Parsons 

Senior  Cribbs Courseway, Bristol  Mikel How 

Venture  TOC H Port Penrhyne Tony Gray 

1978 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Howard & Joyce Maxted 

Senior  Cribbs Courseway, Bristol  Mikel How 

Venture TOC H Port Penrhyne, Wales Dag Saunders 

1979 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Jane & Noel Smith 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp, 
Liverpool 

Pete Roe & Geoff Dawes 

Venture TOC H Port Penrhyne Dag Saunders 

1980 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Jane Smith 

Senior  Cribbs Courseway, Bristol  Geoff Dawes 

Venture TOC H Port Penrhyne Dag Saunders 

Multi Western Zoyland Howard & Joyce Maxted 

1981 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Robin Stait 

Senior  Altcar Training Camp   
Liverpool 

Paul Boaler, John Welsh  
& Geoff Dawes 

Venture TOC H Port Penrhyne Mike Green & Paul Sword  

Multi Western Zoyland Mikel How & Colin Harley 

Year Camp Site Leader/s 

1982 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Jim & Erica Price 

Senior  Hollybank School,  
Huddersfield 

John Welsh &  
Paul Boaler 

Venture TOC H Port Penrhyne Mike Green  

Multi Felbury House, Surrey Mikel How &  
Colin Harley 

1983 Junior  Highball Centre, Malvern  Liz Ellison &  
David Brown 

Senior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Glen Chaney 

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Tony Gray  

Multi Felbury House, Surrey Colin Harley  

1984 Junior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Jim Price 

Senior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Noel Smith  

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Tony Gray 

Multi Felbury House, Surrey Colin Harley  &  
Pete Millington 

1985 Junior  Notton House School, Wilts Jim Price 

Senior  Weston Zoyland, Somerset Barry Sweeting 

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Liz Ellison  

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

1986 Junior  Notton House, Wilshire  Kate Price 

Senior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Antony Bedell  

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales James Ross 

16+ PHAB 
'Allo 'Allo 

France – L'Havre; Bayeux; 
Saumur; Paris; Dunkirk 

Tony Gray 

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

1987 Junior  Notton House, Wilshire  Jim Price 

Senior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Antony Bedell  

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Sheila Harkin &  
Maxine Wallis 

16+ PHAB 
Francais 

France – Dieppe; Saumur; 
Dunkirk 

Tony Gray 

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

1988 Junior  Notton House, Wilshire  Joe O'Connor  

Senior  Halton Army Camp, Lancs Dag Saunders &  
Kim Walsworth  

Venture  Pensarn Harbour, Wales Sheila Harkin &  
Rosie Foster 

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

16+ Camp 
America! 

New York; Washington DC; & 
The Hidden Valley Camp (the 
Camp that inspired Simon 
Wadsworth to create PHAB) 

Tony Gray 

1989 Junior  Broadhaven Hostel, Dyfed Christine Bird, Sam 
Pearce & Emma Ryland 

Venture Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Maxine Wallis 

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

16+ France  Saumur in the Loire Valley Ian Appleby 

16+ Holland Holland Maggie Page &  
Stuart Findlater 

1990 Junior  Broadhaven Hostel, Dyfed Fenella Kelly &  
Christine Bird 

Senior  Pines Trust Centre, Shrops  Suzanne Webb 

Venture Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Maxine Wallis 

Multi Rhos y Gwaliau, Bala, Wales Pete Millington 

16+ Belgium  Belgium – Antwerp Ian Appleby 

16+ France Paris & Saumur Tony Gray 

18+ 18-30! Pines Trust,  Shropshire James Ross 
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Year Camp Site Leader/s 

1991 Junior  Bredwardine, Hereford Fenella Kelly  

Senior  Pines Trust, Shropshire  Suzanne Webb 

Venture Bredwardine, Hereford Stuart Findlater 

Junior Multi Bredwardine, Hereford David Gray 

Senior Multi Bredwardine, Hereford Maxine Wallis 

17+ Fringe Trefoil Centre, Edinburgh  Ian Appleby 

16+  Field Centre, Wales Tony Gray 

1992 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Sally Rate  

Senior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Venture Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Chris Pavitt 

Multi 1  Bredwardine, Hereford Kevin Whittaker 

Multi 2 Bredwardine, Hereford Maxine Wallis 

17+ France Saumur in the Loire Valley Ian Appleby 

1993 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Sally Rate  

Senior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Chris Pavitt 

Multi 1  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Multi 2 Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis 

16+    Pennine Barns Margaret Page 

16+  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Ian Appleby 

1994 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Sally Rate  

Senior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Venture Ranch Adventure, Wales Chris Pavitt 

Multi 1  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Multi 2 Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis 

16+ France  Saumur in the Loire Valley Tony Gray 

18+ France Saumur in the Loire Valley Ian Appleby 

1995 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire David Hartley &  
Elaine Broom 

Senior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Carlton Douglas 

Venture Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Junior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Senior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis 

18+  Blackpool Ian Appleby 

1996 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire David Hartley 

Senior  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Carlton Douglas 

Venture Avon Tyrell Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Junior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Senior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis 

18+ Dublin  Dublin, Ireland Ian Appleby 

1997 Junior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Senior  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Carlton Douglas 

Venture Avon Tyrell Hampshire Nick Robinson 

Junior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Senior Multi Dovedale House, Derbyshire Chris Pavitt 

18+  Jane Lodge Hotel, Glamorgan Ian Appleby 

1998 Junior  Avon Tyrell Hampshire Suzanne Webb 

Senior  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Harvey Starns 

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Nick Robinson 

Junior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Kevin Whittaker 

Senior Multi Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Pankaj Ladwa 

16+ Mini Charlbury Youth Hostel Chris Pavitt 

18+  Jane Lodge Hotel, Glamorgan  Ian Appleby 

Year Camp Site Leader/s 
1999 Junior  Dovedale House, Derbyshire Chris Pavitt 

Senior  Avon Tyrell, Hampshire Harvey Starns 

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Debi Newbold 

Mega 
Multi 

Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis &  
Kevin Whittaker 

18+ France Saumur in the Loire Valley Ian Appleby 

16+ Mini  Pines Trust, Shropshire Carlton Douglas 

2000 Junior  Dovedale House, Derbyshire  Ruth Starns 

Senior  Low Mill, North Yorkshire Sam Jenks 

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Debi Newbold 

Mega 
Multi 

Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis &  
Kevin Whittaker 

18+ Bond Hotel, Blackpool Ian Appleby 

16+ Mini Pines Trust, Shropshire Carlton Douglas 

2001 Junior  Dovedale House, Derby  Chris Pavitt 

Senior  Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Clare Turnbull & Julie 
Tate 

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Debi Newbold 

Mega 
Multi 

Carlton Lodge, Yorkshire Maxine Wallis &  
Kevin Whittaker 

18+  Foxes Hotel, Minehead Ian Appleby 

18+ Multi Pines Trust, Shropshire Ruth Starns 

2002 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Carlton Douglas 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare Turnbull &  
Julie Tate 

Venture Pensarn Harbour, Wales Debi Newbold &  
Chris Buckley 

Multi 1  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

Multi 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Tanya Gokulsing & 
Maxine Wallis 

18+ Hotel Central, Weymouth Ian Appleby 

18+ Multi Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns 

2003 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Chris Pavitt 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan &  
Kevin Whittaker 

Venture Skern Lodge, North Devon Sam Jenks &  
Chris Buckley 

Multi 1  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

Multi 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

18+ Jane Lodge Hotel, Glamorgan Ian Appleby 

Adult 
Multi 

Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns &  
Clare McNally 

2004 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan  

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Sam Jenks &  
Paul Morcom 

Multi 1  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

Multi 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

18+ Amsterdam Ian Appleby 

Adult 
Multi 

Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns &  
Clare McNally 

2005 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Carlton Douglas 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan 

Venture Low Mill, North Yorkshire Sam Jenks &  
Paul Morcom 

Multi 1  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Tanya Gokulsing 

Multi 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ France Fiap Jean Monet Hostel, Paris Ian Appleby 

Adult 
Multi  

Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns 
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Year Camp Site Leader/s 

2006 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin &  
James Benson 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Paul Morcom & 
Helen Dickenson 

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis & 
Tina Preece 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Holland Stayokay Youth Hostel Ian Appleby 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns 

2007 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Davies 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin &  
James Benson 

Venture Calvert Trust, Kielder Andrew Miles & 
Amie Coffey  

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis & 
Tina Preece 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Calvert Trust, Kielder Paula Birley &  
Robin Turton 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ruth Starns 

2008 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Davies 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Andrew Miles & 
Rachael Lane  

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Ross-Wallis 
& Tina Preece 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Belgium Deceder Hotel, Belgium Robin Turton  

2009 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin &  
Vicky Ryan 

Venture Calvert Trust, Kielder Andrew Miles & 
Rachael Lane  

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Ross-Wallis 
& Rachael Wedgbury 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Rachael Brown & 
Matthew Ireland 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson 

Pace Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Davies &  
Clare McNally 

2010 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Carlton Douglas 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin &  
Vicky Ryan 

Venture Calvert Trust, Kielder Andrew Miles & 
Rachael Lane  

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Ross-Wallis 
& Rachael Wedgbury 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Belgium Deceder Hotel, Belgium Rachael Brown & 
Matthew Ireland 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson 

2011 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Davies 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Jodie Sabin &  
Vicky Ryan 

Venture Calvert Trust, Kielder Andrew Miles & 
Rachael Lane  

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Ross-Wallis 
& Lizzie Price 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally 

18+ Belgium Deceder Hotel, Belgium Rachael Brown & 
Matthew Ireland 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson 

Pace Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter &  
Laura Davies 

Year Camp Site Leader/s 

2012 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Danielle Moore &  
Dan Smith 

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Maxine Wallis &  
Lizzie Price 

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally &  
Kirsty Grinham 

18+ Mayfair Hotel, Blackpool Ellie Williams & Jim Yull  

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson 

Pace Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter & Laura Davies 

2013 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ellie Williams & Steph Hay 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan & Jodie Sabin 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Danielle Moore &   
Chris Buckley   

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Annie Price &  
Lizzie Morris   

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare McNally &  
Kirsty Grinham 

Adult B’kaway Mayfair Hotel, Blackpool Ellie Williams & Steph Hay 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson 

Pace Wingate Centre, Nantwich Joy Potter & Laura Davies 

2014 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Emily Arnold &  
Ste Robinson   

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan & Jodie Sabin 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Jeremy Rison &  
Danielle Moore 

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Annie Price &  
Lizzie Morris   

Breakfree 2 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare Broadbelt &  
Kirsty Grinham 

Adult B’kaway Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Andrew Miles &  
Dan Smith 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson &  
Hannah Shelley 

2015 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ste Robinson 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Vicky Ryan & Ros Fisher 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Jeremy Rison &  
Rachael Lane 

Breakfree Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare Broadbelt &  
Annie Price 

Adult B’kaway Calvert Trust, Exmoor Andrew Miles 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Helen Dickenson &  
Hannah Shelley 

2016 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Ste Robinson &  
Roisin Toolan 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Dean & Ros Fisher 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Jeremy Rison &  
Rachael Lane 

Breakfree Wingate Centre, Nantwich Clare Broadbelt 

Adult B’kaway Calvert Trust, Keswick Andrew Miles 

Freedom Wingate Centre, Nantwich Teoni Jugg 

2017 Junior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Roisin Toolan &  
Bekki Novak 

Senior  Wingate Centre, Nantwich Laura Dean &  
Bobbi Berrow 

Venture Bendrigg Lodge, Cumbria Tim Mortimer &  
Sunil Kainth 

Breakfree 1 Wingate Centre, Nantwich Mark Mearns &  
Kirsty Grinham 

Breakfree 2 Pioneer Centre, Midlands Clare Broadbelt &  
Jill Butler 

Adult B’kaway Calvert Trust, Keswick Andrew Miles 

Freedom Hindleap Warren, Sussex Teoni Jugg 
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 Afterword by Maxine Ross-Wallis, Chair 
 
After reading the first draft of this book, I insisted on giving the afterword because I want to give thanks and praise to 
Andrew Miles who compiled, wrote and edited this book. Andrew is an amazing person and is one of the most 
competent, enterprising and driven people I know. He began working with us as a volunteer on our Camps in 2003. 
The following year he joined our management committee. It was clear to me straight away that he had so much to 
offer and was consequently given the post of Vice Chair in 2005. He has bought so much to our charity. Even though 
we have been running for 50 years now I have no doubt that we wouldn’t have made the steps to move the charity 
forward that have been made had Andrew not joined us. He is passionate about working with young people and 
improving their lives in so many ways. 
 
Luckily for us he thrives on a challenge and has energy and drive in abundance. He has always given everything he 
has to whatever he has committed to do. He always gets the best out of our young people and he is highly thought of 
by the other volunteers, the management committee, the families and, indeed, the young people themselves. First 
and foremost he truly believes in all the children and their abilities and never gives up on anyone. 
 
Andrew’s commitment to never giving up has been the main reason why he has been able to trace our history and 
write our story, something that we will always be indebted to him for. He has dedicated hours of his own time into 
writing our story, has produced a useable archive out of boxes and boxes of dusty old paperwork and has searched 
tirelessly for previous participants and volunteers to help complete the history. Without him I am certain our story 
would never have been told and the memories would have been lost forever. I have worked for our charity for over 
32 years now in the role of Chair but in the 15 years that Andrew has been with us he has taught me so much. I 
believe the charity has a real longevity now, largely due to Andrew’s input. 
 

Finally a plea to you all from PHAB – join us, or even return, to keep PHAB moving forward. 
 

No-one is too old or too young to support the charity. We need ever increasing help with administrative jobs, 
publicity, setting up meetings with schools, and of course fundraising! We need lots of help and support with 
fundraising because we have no income, and over £100K to raise each year. We are also on the lookout for future 
trustees who can bring professional skills and oversight to the charity, and of course you should all volunteer on a 
camp! Our volunteers currently range 17 – 72, and that’s by no means the limit – so there’s no excuses! It’s not a 
foregone conclusion that Birmingham PHAB Camps will be here forever, so get in touch to get involved!  
   
To offer help, donate or to add your own story to this compendium which we will keep building on our website,  
email: volunteer@bhamphabcamps.org.uk  
 
Thank you all for making this an amazing organisation and an amazing 50 years!    
 

 

Taking PHAB forward – the group of children who spray-painted PHAB’s logo in 2012. Four are now volunteers either on camps or fundraising. 

https://mydonate.bt.com/donation/donate.html?charity=birminghamphabcamps
mailto:volunteer@bhamphabcamps.org.uk
http://www.bhamphabcamps.org.uk/www/50years/memories.shtml
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