
The Broken Crutch - A Touch of Faith 

For a few years my voluntary work was to drive the bus at a large 

nursing home in the Lakes. 

It was a beautiful old house run by an Augustinian order and served 

the community as a church, conference centre, retreat centre and 

nursing home. My ‘Best Pal’, aged 102, spent many happy years there. 

Every Thursday afternoon was an adventure: I did my research, made 

sure there were adequate loos enroute and off we would set on our 

mystery tour. Tea and cake were the order of the day, accompanied 

by stunning views, if we were lucky.  

This particular day, we had a parish priest with us who was 

recuperating from a hip replacement. He carefully explained this was 

his first trip out and gave me his crutches with some reverence. I duly 

put them carefully at the back of the bus, whilst I loaded a wheelchair. 

Once all were safely aboard, I pressed the button for the bus’s tail 

gate. It serenely closed as usual - well halfway anyway - and then there 

was crunch. I rushed to see the damage and sure enough one of the 

revered crutches was in two - broken beyond repair! 

Have you ever had a fit of the giggles at the wrong time? Yours truly 

was deeply in the mire. I approached the bus in some trepidation and 

slide open the door to explain the accident to the parish priest. It was 

almost Armageddon, but not quite. I made light of it and assured him 

I had a magic wand. 

I announced to the bus we were off to Morecambe today, but would 

have a very short detour via Westmorland General Hospital. I parked 

where I shouldn’t, rushed in and asked for the fracture clinic. I ran 

down the corridor with the offending crutch, only to find the fracture 

clinic was closed. In panic mode, I stopped a passing nurse and asked 



if she could save my life. She would try and found an old storeroom 

where returned equipment was stored. There in the corner was a 

range of crutches. I explained that it had to measure the same size as 

the broken crutch. Very efficiently and quickly she sorted me out. I 

gave her a hug, ran back down the corridor and out to the bus. I had 

been all of 10 minutes. 

‘Look Father!’ I said. ‘Miracles do happen!’ He inspected the crutch, 

measured it against his remaining crutch and gave it his seal of 

approval. Phew! Morecambe was a blessed relief. 

Some two years later, I was in church with my Pal and a parish priest 

approached and said, ‘I seem to know your face.’ I knew his too! How 

I could ever forget Armageddon. ‘Oh yes,’ he said. ‘The woman who 

broke my crutch!’ 

Which one I wonder?? All in a day’s work.                       Tricia 

 

 

 


