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Personal Viez

After all those years of the joys of ski-ing on the rock-strewn
slopes of Scotland, that it should happen in this lovely open
sunlit snowfield was unexplicable. Anger, humiliation, shame
surge up with the sudden blinding pain; with my face pressed
against the snow I want to cry, far more from mental than from
physical agony: there is no doubt that the right tibia has gone;
I can feel the hard edge of the shattered shaft and see the
grotesque deformity of the lower leg.
The ingredients were all here for the family holiday we had

planned, saved for, and talked about: the magnificence of the
High Tyrol in April; firm easy Spring snow.
On this last "schuss" home on the second day of our fort-

night, the cool glass of beer and friendly talk around the
little tables in the sunshine were almost in sight. Then comes
this ghastly explosion of snow, skis, ski sticks. In those first
dreadful seconds, consciousness is momentarily blurred;
thoughts and images flash to and fro-tibia midshaft-weeks
and weeks in full-length plaster-partner Hamish due his
holiday soon after my return-can you do home visits in a full
length plaster with crutches ?-or confinements ?

* * *

The decent German family who gathered round seemed
highly amused when I said that I was a doctor. My own
laughter was just a little forced. Bone crepitus is not exactly
a hilarious sensation when it comes to you not from a palpating
hand but via your own sensory pathways.
Whoever thought of the inflatable splint deserves mankind's

undying thanks. As the pressure of the inflating air increases
there comes a point when relief is instant, and the journey on
the stretcher sledge is much more painless than it otherwise
would be.
The village GP, a man of few words, quickly x-rayed my

leg in his well-equipped little surgery. An efficient aluminium
gutter splint made the pain tolerable enough for me to refuse
the proferred injection. My poor wife-summoned from her
ski class-had hardly time to shove a few things in a suitcase
before I was speeding to a private hospital in Innsbruck, 100
kilometres away.

Covered by our holiday insurance policy I had paid for the
first-aid sledge, paid the GP, and the ambulance. I did so
happily for jobs well done. The x-ray plates which accompanied
me obviated the need for further investigation at the hospital
and (having eaten nothing for a long time) within about 15
minutes of admission I slipped into the blissful oblivion of
intravenous anaesthesia.

So, here I am, with my right leg in traction tended by the
charming nuns who, with their assistants, staff this hospital.
There is much laughter at my pathetic attempts to master the
German tongue. They do not seem to mind at all that I am one
of a class regarded now by certain of our masters in Britain as
near criminal-a private patient. In such sudden enforced
helplessness and isolation, my hectic chasing of the clock as a
rural GP seems a misty dream. There are hours just to lie and
think, as the sound of the church bells of Innsbruck comes lazily
over the rooftops.

* * *

The news from Britain contrasts with the cheerful atmosphere
of this place. So low has British worth fallen that the English
newspaper, purchased soon after my admission, cost 12 Austrian

schillings-about 34p. In it I read that the pound had fallen
yet again to its lowest ever level. I am sure that our fall to the
role of the sick man of Europe is because our Island race,
once so confident in its faith and in its future has since the end
of the last war fallen into a deep trance. This trance has been
induced by a busy, numerous, and highly vocal band of hypno-
tists-false prophets is perhaps a better word. They are the
prophets of the permissive society and the prophets ofthe welfare
State. Both groups rely much on the imbecile slogans, with
which day in and day out they bemuse the unfortunate citizens.
Do you remember the slogans written on the barn wall in

Orwell's Animal Farm? The particular slogan which concerns
us here is "A medical service free at the time of use." What rot.
At any time before, during, or after use a medical service is
highly expensive. Then who pays ? "Why our great generous
State, of course," cry the prophets. The same idiot chorus
applies to education, subsidies, grants, benefits, etc.
The State pays for nothing, nothing at all. You and I pay by

the wealth the State seizes from us; and because, in its trance,
the British people inhabit a world of complete unreality we
have not faced the fact that for a nation as disease ridden as ours
(and many of the worst diseases are of our own making) the cost
of medical care is infinite.

So as the mammoth fabric of State spending goes higher and
higher, taxes are increased; still not enough money, so our
masters debase the currency, a dishonest thing to do, and strip
us of our defences, a highly dangerous thing to do; still not
enough, so they go crawling to the moneylenders. And how the
latter must rub their hands at the thought of all that interest
to come, and of the control they will have over the direction
of our affairs.
How deep is the trance. All this in a land producing only half

its own food and having thousands of acres lying idle and
thousands more being weekly destroyed. Meanwhile, the State
services get steadily worse. Will we ever wake up and somehow
free ourselves from the monster of over-centralisation of State
power?

* * *

One book I have brought to hospital is Alexander Solzhenit-
syn's The Gulag Archipelago. This great writer has been spared
to give his terrible testimony of what happens when the prophets
of the welfare State, and of the permissive society, backed by
their great overlords the prophets of the super State, have it
all their own way thanks to the bullet, the torture chamber,
and the slave camp. "Ideology," he writes, "is what gives evil-
doing its long sought justification and gives the evil-doer the
necessary steadfastness and determination ... thanks to ideology
the twentieth century was fated to experience evil-doing on a
scale calculated in millions. This cannot be denied, nor passed
over, nor suppressed."
An assistant nurse has just come in to fix a small palm leaf to

the crucifix on the wall. Here in Austria bells are ringing out in
anticipation of the joy and renewal of Easter. And I lie and
wonder if time is running very short for the survival of the
land I hold so dear and which at this moment seems so far
away. Will we have the sense to send those false prophets
packing and to hallow again such simple things as humility,
work, family, thrift, honesty, and that vision without which
the people perish ?

W YELLOWLEES
Aberfeldy, Perthshire General practitioner
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