DON’T TRAVEL WITH ME – Newsletter Supplement
By Dr Ann Wilson – Inclusion Scotland Convenor
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“Never travel anywhere with Ann” is the advice from my colleague at Inclusion Scotland.  It took us three tries to get to Orkney to visit a group of disabled people there – try one stopped by snow; it was fog on try two; try three worked by travelling the day before the scheduled meetings.  
A visit to Slovakia was marred by a seven hour holdup in Schiphol Airport.  Closer to home, a visit to Preston involved the shredding of my wheelchair tyre by a very bad tempered taxi drivers ramp.  He cheered up when I sympathised with him about the long wait till he could eat as it was Ramadan.  Then there was another London trip with Ryanair when I was referred to as the ‘wheelchair requiring assistance’ and then they proceeded to dismantle the chair and returned it to me still in bits.  I could go on but space does not permit...

Personal travel is as bad – lost luggage for the whole holiday in Turkey; a 24 hour delay on the flight to Riyadh; a night’s stopover in Tangier on the way to Casablanca.   Avoiding air travel and using boats and trains seems to be far more reliable for me. 

[image: image2.wmf]So, true to form, disaster struck again when I went to London recently to attend a conference on the “UN Convention on the Rights of Persons with Disabilities” and how the Convention can be used in the UK.  At least this time my colleague and I travelled separately.  We were to meet up in the hotel in the evening for dinner.  No such luck – I was still in transit.

If I mention Heathrow, Terminal 5, it may warn you of 
what is to come.  I suppose I was lucky.  Our flight left 
Glasgow only three hours late, on the Thursday when 
things all began to unravel at Heathrow.  The pilot was 
angry.  He spent a good 10 minutes ranting about the 
short comings of the new terminal and the awful day he had had.  On our arrival I waited three quarters of an hour while a massive hunt was launched for the key to the door which would allow my wheelchair to arrive from the bowels of the plane and be reunited with me.  And when it finally arrived, the joystick was bent and damaged – luckily still usable.
I entered terminal 5 at almost 11.00pm which was almost deserted apart from one poor lost soul trying to get to terminal 1. But my troubles did not end there.  I was short changed and robbed by the Heathrow Express ticket machine.  The train would not allow level access for my wheelchair and there was no ramp.  On arrival in Paddington, the facilities for disabled people were locked – “it closes at 10.00pm”.  So disabled people should all be tucked up in their beds by then and certainly not out and about and wanting to pee!

[image: image3.wmf]The upside was a taxi ride through very quiet London streets with all the landmarks viewed – Buckingham Palace (no lights on anywhere) Westminster Abbey, Houses of Parliament.  I finally rolled in to the hotel on the stroke of midnight.

I came home via Gatwick.

