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“If you want to get the full picture of what they do you can go out for a "run" on Wednesday. Very interesting driver. Sort of like what John Lennon would look like if he was still around. He comes in on his little scooter and then drives our van. He's looking for an assistant that day cos his hips and knees are giving him jip......let me know if you're interested.....about 9.30 till 12.00.”

Fran Heidenreich Meals on Wheels Coordinator – City of Melville

I was intrigued and set out to find this man, John Charlesworth.  I was there at Stock Road Meals on Wheels kitchen when he roared up on his scooter.  We loaded up the van off we flew delivering meals to 35 City of Melville residents. While we zipped around Melville and Attadale, I asked John to share his thoughts on volunteering…

“I’m 66 and lived in England until I came overland to Western Australia 30 years ago.  I initially worked in the mining industry ‘till I eventually bought a unit and decided to stay here.

Then I sort of ‘fell in’ to doing a teaching degree – a friend of mine said ‘you should do a teaching degree, I’ve met a guy who is teaching manual arts… just up your street. Why don’t you do a teaching degree?” So I did… and then I taught for 3 or 4 years.  

Eventually I got sick and spent 4 years being diagnosed as having Chronic Fatigue unitl the correct tests were done and I had my second hole in the heart operation. 

So I moved back to Perth from Denmark and literally, I saw an advert in the newspaper.

Would you like to be a driver?

DELICIOUS FOOD PROVIDED

And I though yeah that suits me!  

So I came down here to Stock Road and saw Trevor and that was seven or eight years ago.

Until that time I hadn’t really thought much about volunteering.  But when I saw the advert everything fell into place really.

So basically I am a driver for Meals on Wheels, I deliver the meals to residents.
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Once you are in it, you’re in it. I would like to travel as well but sometimes I feel I have a responsibility to my ladies, I don’t like to think I’m going to be away too long. You can’t help but develop a relationship with the people on your round. You don’t see all of them but there are people that become like old friends in the end, you see them for years.

Occasionally they shuffle off and that’s quite upsetting really.

I like the thought of driving, I was a driver in the Army so I like being out on the road.  And I guess it’s really nice to think that you are helping someone.

In a more philosophical way, being a practicing Buddhist, I often to question what we are all doing just, hunting around for money and acquiring all of these possessions.  

I just question the whole thing, and I can’t live easy with myself thinking that we have all this wealth and most of us channel it into our own personal life.  It’s nice to give a bit and just think of someone else.

 I don’t think I’m particularly kind really  - I think the more you do it the more it reinforces that this is what it’s all about …VOLUNTEERS.  There are so many different types of volunteers that the whole place would grind to a halt if someone didn’t do it.

I’ve gained a lot of friendships through volunteering.  It’s nice.  You realise that the people that volunteer do it because they want to – it’s coming from a good heart and they are all cheerful to do it. Yet often it’s not the same for paid people – they go work to get paid and they seem to resent it!

Volunteering teaches you a lot – like thinking about other people, and you realise that you get pleasure from giving – simple as that!

So when you start to ask the big questions like ‘what the hell are we doing here?’  at least you can say to yourself ‘I’m doing a bit you know’ and it’s a nice feeling.

Everyone should do it!  

A client of mine had dementia, and so did his wife – so,  of course they didn’t know me at all from week to week and we had the same conversation each time I saw them. They were such a lovely couple these two – and I would just appear every week and they didn’t have a clue who I was, but they trusted me to come in, and chat, and they had these two cats that I would play with.  It was very sad but it was also very nice.  A wonderful memory.” 
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