TYPES AND EXAMPLES OF ELDER ABUSE

PHYSICAL

Punching, kicking, biting, burning, bruising, over use of medication, restraint

PSYCHOLOGICAL

Taunting, bullying, shouting, threatening, humiliating

NEGLECT

Lack of food, clothes, warmth, attention, love, stimulation, comfort, medication (including pain relief)

FINANCIAL

Stealing, fraud, forcing the sale of belongings, accepting of gifts by professionals

SEXUAL

Rape, sexual assault, unwanted touching of genitals and other body parts, unwanted sexual conversation

BE AN ADVOCATE FOR ELDERLY AND PATIENTS IN THEIR CARE

“Advocacy is about supporting a person to voice their choices and wishes and to secure their rights. The advocate is there to give them more control over their lives and to protect their interests. It involves finding out as much as possible about the individual, particularly if they can’t voice their needs and wishes easily.

The aim is to give the individual a sense of self-confidence within a situation where they may feel out of control or powerless, allowing them more say in decision making.”

“No organisation that is concerned with maintaining re standards in the provision of professional care services can afford to ignore any form of abuse which affects the well-being of the people for whom they provide care.”
PREVENTION AND RECOGNITION OF ELDER ABUSE              

Best practice in the care sector depends on the ability of individuals and whole organisations to work in ways that are respectful of individuals and assist users of the services to be as independent as possible.
The POEM

What do you see, nurses, what do you see?

What are you thinking when you’re looking at me?

A crabby old woman, not very wise, uncertain of habit, with faraway eyes.

Who dribbles her food and makes no reply

When you say in a loud voice, ‘I do wish you’d try?’

Who seems not too notice the things that you do

and forever is losing a stocking or shoe.

Who, resisting or not, lets you do as you will

With bathing and feeding, the long day to fill.

Is that what you’re thinking? Is that what you see?

Then open your eyes, nurse; you’re not looking at me.

I’ll tell you who I am as I sit here so still, As I use at your bidding, as I eat at your will.

I’m a small child of 10 with a father and mother,

Brother and sisters, who love one another.

A young girl of 16, with wings on her feet

Dreaming soon now a lover she’ll meet.

A bride soon at twenty – my heart gives a leap,

Remembering the vows that I promised to keep.

At 25 now, I have young of my own

Who need me to guide and a secure happy home.

A woman of 30, my young now grow fast, bound to each other with ties that should last.

At 40 my young sons have grown and are gone,

But my man’s beside me to see I don’t mourn.

At 50 once more babies play round my knee,

Again we know children, my loved one and me.

Dark days are upon me, my husband is dead;

I look at the future, I shudder with dread..

For my young are all rearing young of their own

And I think of the years and the love that I’ve known.

I’m now an old woman and nature is cruel; ‘tis jest to make old age look like a fool.

The body, it crumbles, grace and vigour depart,

There is now a stone where I once had a heart

But inside this old carcass a young girl still dwells,

And now and again my battered heart swells.

I remember the joys, I remember the pain,

And I’m loving and living life over again.

I think of the years; all too few, gone too fast,

And accept the stark fact that nothing can last.

So open your eyes, nurses, open and see,

Not a crabby old woman; look closer – see ME!

