SPINNING
By Charlotte Sanborn

One summer day in Warm Springs, a very small and sparsely populated village nestled high in the piney woods of Georgia, the world went out that “the Circus is coming to town!”   This was an annual event much appreciated and looked forward to by the local residents.  At that time, back in 1948, there were no movie theaters, bowling allies, dance halls, skating rinks etcetera there, to add a little extra spark to one’s social life   The CIRCUS took on that role.

It was the heart of the poliomyelitis season, and as an occupational therapist I was working long hours at the world famous and heavily used Polio Foundation located there.  Two of my patients cornered me in the long reception hall that evening and asked if I would PLEASE take them out to see the circus after work one evening.  Life had been pretty weary for them at Warm Springs up until then, between treatments, bouts of depression and a fairly regulated and non-physical social life.  Nancy had grown up in Chicago and had been an active socialite there.  Paul had been a dentist with a strong yen for the theater.  Both were wheelchair bound.  Both were paralyzed with little or no movement in their upper extremities, as well as in their low extremities and their trunks.  I knew, as well as it was possible for a non-handicapped person, how they felt, and I decided that a visit to a circus was probably the very best thing that could happen to them at that time.

After talking a friend with a car into joining us, we ventured out the very next evening.  The circus acts were pretty limited; a lion tamer, a few clowns, an aerial act and a side show with the usual sword swallower, giant, midget and fat lady.   The main attraction, though, for most of the crowd and for Paul and Nancy in particular, turned out to be an immense Ferris wheel.   We pushed their wheelchairs close enough to hear the screams coming from the riders and to watch the wheel spin around and around.  Then I shortly found myself faced with a horrendous decision.  It seems both Nancy and Paul wanted to ride on the Ferris wheel.   “In NO way!” was my first reaction, “Don’t even give it a thought”.  If anyone at the Foundation found out I had done such a foolhardy thing with two of their patients, I’d probably be fired on the spot. 

Then I faintly heard myself say “O.K., let’s go”. 
With help we lifted them onto a swinging seat and then I managed to climb in over Nancy and squeeze myself between the two of them.  With only a bar to give a false sense of safety, it was my job to act as their safety belts.  With my left arm across Paul’s chest and my right across Nancy’s, I held on to each side of the seat with dear life and knowing that I held all three of our lives literally in my hands.
Slowly the wheel started to move, up and up then around we spun, over and over again.  With each spin I could feel life starting to flow out of my arms, but strangely enough, it seemed to flow into Paul and Nancy.  Both were sporting wonderful wide grins and their eyes sparkled.  We did survive that spinning wheel, all three of us, and to my knowledge no one at the Foundation ever found out.

On looking back, I think that ride did much to show Paul and Nancy that their former productive lives were not over; that pleasurable work and play, though challenging as it would be for them, was both possible and a very positive goal to look forward to.

Paul had to give up dentistry, but went on to become an outstanding comic entertainer in both Hollywood and San Francisco clubs.   Nancy married a very eminent agriculturalist, a farmer from the Midwest, who was asked by the President of the United States to host and demonstrate farming techniques to Nikita Khrushchev when he came from the Soviet Union to observe farming methods used in this country.  He and Nancy entertained the delegation in their home and later travelled extensively throughout the world.  Both Paul and Nancy remained wheelchair bound, but definitely and defiantly not mind-bound.  

