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Lesley, 58, retired from public sector management and is now a magistrate. She lives in Tavistock, Devon with husband Scott, 62, a business analyst, and they have three grown up children and four grandchildren. Lesley says:
My first fall happened while staying at my daughter’s house. I’d forgotten something downstairs but not wishing to wake anyone, I didn’t turn on the light. The grandchildren had left some toys on the steps and as I navigated my way around them, I tripped and fell down the last few stairs. There was no bannister to grip onto so I landed on my side and screamed out in pain.
Scott raced down and panicked a bit. But the adrenaline had kicked in and I felt more embarrassment than pain. I knew my foot hurt but somehow Scott got me back upstairs and with the help of some painkillers I managed some sleep.  
Next morning, I woke to find my ankle was swollen and bruised and I couldn’t bear any weight. An x-ray at A&E several hours later confirmed it was fractured. I had to wear a plastic boot for eight weeks which was horrendous – not only difficult to walk in but to do everyday things like shower and get into bed. I couldn’t do any consultancy work as I couldn’t drive which meant that I lost out on several hundred pounds. Plus, I had to buy specialist equipment such as a chair for the shower so I could wash myself.
It took months to heal properly and gain the confidence to walk without a stick. But in the September of the following year, I fell again. This time, we’d moved into a new townhouse with two flights of stairs and I wasn’t entirely familiar with the layout. I had nothing on my feet – again – and was nearly at the bottom of one flight when my leg gave way and I fell down several stairs again.
I couldn’t believe I’d hurt the same foot. I packed it with ice but went to the minor injuries unit where I was told it was only a sprain. But five days later, the pain was unbearable so I went back for an x-ray and was told that the side of the foot was fractured. I burst into tears. I knew it would mean having the boot on again for another six to eight weeks and all that entailed. It’s three years on and my foot has never been 100 per cent right since. 
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