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FOREWORD

Hilary Mantel

What will we find, if we step into the consulting room? Who will give us permission to enter, and who owns the house in which the consulting room is contained? As I write this first paragraph, I feel I am poised on the threshold, wiping the dust of the streets from my shoes, about to enter a negotiating chamber, a work space, but also a house, a home – perhaps a home away from home.

This is not the first book where a therapist opens her case files, but it is surely the first one where the reader feels so welcomed on an equal basis. Jane Haynes doesn’t keep from us her own story – her strange childhood with its enfolded and sequential mysteries – and she explains how the process of psychotherapy has worked for her. This is in fact a book of stories, and the stories behind them. It is commonplace to observe that we are storytelling animals, and that our urge to make sense of our experience through narrative form is ancient and powerful and remarkably strong. The trouble is, though, that many of our stories are fractured, incomplete and incoherent. Jane operates, to my mind, in the territory of healing fiction; if the teller can fix the broken tale, if he can impart it successfully to the people he means it for, then he or she often finds new energy, authority and a sense of completeness.

I first met Jane Haynes not as a patient but as a fellow practitioner in the art of narrative. I found that talking with her provided insights and illuminations that seemed to come out of the blue, and that it allowed me an imaginative freedom that, as a novelist, I am always struggling for. Writers do not have imaginative freedom as a matter of course. They have many different temperaments and many different strengths, and no doubt some of them feel, as I do, that the rash excesses of creativity must be paid for by a daily life that is prosaic, rational and constrained. From day to day my words are under tight control. All the same, I live by metaphor, and sometimes I like to speak in it. It is wise to pick your audience when you do this. Jane was the audience I picked, and she picked me; both of us, in turn and sometimes together, constitute the performance. We have a working relationship, as people say: a friendship which gets results. The knowledge that such a thing could exist led me from a dialogue with Jane herself to a dialogue with her book, and leads me to recommend it to anyone concerned with the life of the imagination and the healing arts.

Sartre says, ‘Long before we are born, even before we are conceived, our parents have decided who we will be.’ Certainly we are very young when our particular role in the family is allocated to us. Whether we are the favourite or the misfit, Mummy’s little helper or Daddy’s sugar-plum, whether we are a big brave boy or a nuisance or a mouse or a brat, there is an early disjunction between the reality inside our own heads and the picture that is reflected back to us by others. We are handed our masks very early and forbidden to take them off. I think back to my own schooldays, when handwriting was taken to be an indicator of character: what most concerned our teachers was that writing must be consistent. You must present yourself, today, as the same person who sat in that place yesterday; in adolescence it is almost an impossible undertaking, but unless you accomplish it you are unlikely to succeed in any terms the world will recognise. The figures who rule at carnival are the ones who have riveted the masks to their flesh; those who pull them aside are likely to be found at daybreak stabbed in back alleys. We punish curiosity, difference and variation: ambivalence scares us, and perhaps it is because of this that we find the idea of science so comforting.

When people dismiss analytical psychology as ‘unscientific’ they are really saying that it is subjective. How could it be anything else? Our whole world of experience comes to us subjectively, but that doesn’t mean we can’t make valid statements about it. We just need to differentiate between qualities that can be measured and qualities which can’t – without stigmatising the latter as less useful. The heart’s electrical pattern can be traced, but not the wayward impulses of love and hate. Yet who could maintain that the latter don’t have real effects in the real world? Those who do not believe in what cannot be measured or quantified are on shaky ground; their inner reality is doomed to be alarmingly divorced from the reality of most of those about them.

For most of us do not live our lives in a spirit of scientific enquiry. We live by faith. It’s an act of faith when we swallow a pill prescribed for us. If it works we’re happy, and we don’t particularly need to know why. It’s the same with the machines that govern our daily lives; we passively consume the marvels they perform. This makes us subordinate – intellectually, if not economically – to the creators of the machines, the dispensers of the pills. The practice of psychotherapy makes some uneasy precisely because it is not a passive process; the patient is not ‘done-to’, is not merely a consumer, but is an active agent of change. The power relations between therapist and patient are far more open to shift and negotiation than they are in the usual process of Western medicine. Those scientists and physicians who define themselves by status rather than by usefulness, by being rather than knowing, will always feel threatened by the psychotherapeutic process, and the assumptions of reciprocity and equality that are written into it by the sensitive and ethical practitioner.

But these arguments – which are about the definitions and boundaries of areas of knowledge – may be beside the point. If you read a little into the history of analytical psychology, you soon encounter the insecurities of the early practitioners – they wanted to be scientists because scientists were respectable and attracted grants and prizes, whereas sages and mystics weren’t respectable and had to go begging on the roads. But we should have the wit to see beyond the origins of any discipline, and ask ourselves how it has evolved; we don’t routinely mock astronomers, because they once thought the earth was the centre of the solar system, and we shouldn’t let the intellectual wobbles of the founding fathers distract us from the value of a body of knowledge and a method of practice capable of creative variation and interpretation, which has shown the capacity endlessly to examine its own processes, to re-evaluate and innovate. I am not very interested in the divisions between disciplines, but if I had to make a choice, if I had to categorise, I would argue that the understanding of the human psyche is an art. I don’t think that makes it less. We don’t sneer at music because it is ‘not a science’, nor deride Rembrandt because he didn’t paint The Night Watch twice.

Another objection made to the process of analytical psychology is that it is, simply, slow. I cannot refute this; Jane Haynes herself undertook an analysis which lasted for thirteen years. Though the important creative leaps may be made within a matter of seconds, analysis is slow in the way that writing a novel is slow; it is an open-ended commitment to watching a narrative unfold, and you can’t force the pace without selling yourself short. We need to wonder if our addiction to the quick fix makes us gullible.

Why should we think that the crucial process of making sense of ourselves can be accomplished to a schedule? No work of creation, however humble, is to be hurried.

Writers are often asked ‘How long did your book take?’ The only reasonable answer is ‘My lifetime.’ No matter what the subject, the book is the sum of your lived experience and the product of the character that experience has helped form. Similarly, to the psychotherapeutic engagement we bring the whole of our lives, and more. When we enter the consulting room, whether as analyst or patient, we bring with us not only our adult self, but a curious or shy child, and – hanging back perhaps, lurking on the stairhead – the fragile shadow of the person we will be in old age. We don’t come alone, but with our parents and grandparents, and behind them, jostling their ghost limbs for space, our ancestral host, our tribe. All these people need a place in the room, all need to be heard. And against them, our own voice has to assert itself, small and clear, so that we possess the narrative of our own lives.

What are these narratives like? For some of us, they are a jerky cinema flickering against a rumpled bedsheet, the reels out of order and the projectionist drunk. For some of us they are slick and fake as an old dance routine, all high kicks and false smiles and a desperate sweat inside an ill-fitting costume; and didn’t our mother sew on the sequins with her own hands? For others the narrative is the patter of a used-car salesman, a promise of progress and conveyance, insistently delivered with an oily smirk: impossible to stop it, unless you have the courage to turn your back and walk away into the raw wind on the dark forecourt, and demand to see another model. But which? Whether the inner narrative is disjointed or fragmented or deceptively coherent, it doesn’t always convince us. There is a story we need to tell, we think: but this is not how; this is not it.

In the course of this book Jane Haynes rehearses the painful construction of meaning in her own life, as well as in the lives of her patients. She makes no inflated claims for her discipline and is honest about doubt, failure and the operation of what seems like chance or fate. Some of us are lost by chance and some of us are saved by it; others are saved by work, and a particularly intense and inward form of work is what is described here. Those hostile to analytical psychology often characterise it as a rich person’s hobby, a pursuit for the self-absorbed; those who try to rework their inner being come in for much more condemnation than those who take up cosmetic surgery. It is evident from Jane’s text that her patients are patients in the true sense – they are suffering. Some of them would prefer death, rather than to carry their burdens any further on a path they may feel they have not chosen.

The book follows various patients on their journeys, as they approach those crucial forks in the road and realise that they have a choice. The therapist is a companion on these journeys, but she is also part of the landscape: I have an image of a face watching from behind the leaves of a tree, or looking up from the depth of a still forest pool. The therapist, too, undertakes a journey and sometimes changes her destination. One of the remarkable features of this book is how the author describes shifts in her own thinking – her patients, in dialogue, point the way forward. In the early days of her own analysis she was so afraid of change that she compared herself to Miss Havisham. Through the process of her own analysis, and through her professional work, she becomes persuaded that change can set one free, and this is a truth she is able to proffer to her patients, when they are ready to receive it. The skills of listening and observing are primary in her work, and these are learned skills, polished and perfected over years of practice. ‘I consider that a primary task is to listen, to observe unconscious signals, in a skilled and specific way, rather as a naturalist is painstakingly trained to listen to, and recognise, the sound of different winds. I try to act as midwife to the potential for a unique conversation, or extended dialogue in which I become engaged . . . and make myself available with all the appropriate therapeutic skills, general knowledge and life experience that I have at my disposal for the duration of our alliance.’ Within a framework of professional knowledge and discipline exists the opportunity for an eclectic and responsive practice – this, surely, is what is needed by the beleaguered and sometimes despairing souls who bring themselves to the consulting room.

It seems to me that one of the uses of therapy is to help make sense of suffering. Unless we are conventionally religious, suffering often seems no more than affliction from which no meaning may be drawn. Our culture does not like us to show the marks of inner distress. When we are bereaved, we don’t wear black: or only for a day. The inky ribbands and jet brooches which denoted mourning to the Victorians are worn inwardly, in our day, to bind and lacerate the heart. The sad lilacs and greys of half-mourning are forgotten, those transitional states in which our ancestors lurked for a year or two; now, the day after a death is time to put on your work clothes and pretend nothing is lost. No wonder that, when Diana died, thousands of people felt unresolved griefs take possession of them. But we can’t, on a regular basis, find a princess to kill.

In the same way we are expected to deal with other sorrows by minimising them. Divorce must be seen as gain, not pain. Physical disability must be faced by ignoring it as far as possible. After illness, there is no period for convalescence. We have the right to be upset by a car accident, but must ignore the trauma of surgery – which our body reads in the same way as any other life-threatening injury. We spare a certain amount of sentiment for sick children, and the infertile. But in general, if something goes wrong for us, we are expected to spare society the pain of it, no matter what the personal cost. Forgive and forget. Put a good face on what can’t be helped. So what do we do with our rage and grief? We distil it and bottle it. Convert it into physical damage. Write it on the body. Or allow it to mutate into lifelong depression, obsessive thinking, chronic anxiety.

The alternative is to work with it. The therapeutic space offers an arena for the work, and the therapeutic method offers a line to guide us, like the ropes strung to mark out the path in dark caves; someone has been on that rocky road before us, and we should take advantage of the fact. The intuitions we share with the therapist are the torches and flares that light the path till our eyes are dark-adapted, and we can move with confidence in our own black inner space. To have a companion in the underworld is a privilege we should not scorn. Both our minds and our bodies seem able to recover from the grossest insults, but they don’t always initiate this recovery spontaneously. What Jane’s case histories show is how resilient human beings are, and how strong, almost inextinguishable, is the desire for health; how tenacious is the idea of happiness. There are many of us who, quite sane and functioning competently, still feel that the sweets of life are passing us by because we are (in the words of a character I once wrote about) ‘happiness stupid, happiness blind’. We may need another person to help us learn the alphabet of happiness, just as someone once taught us to read our native language. If that person is a therapist, we are not necessarily more in thrall to him or her than we are to the one-time teacher who, by guiding us through the sounds and syllables, made us able, one day, to read King Lear. This is our task: to become like the survivors in the play, human beings who can ‘speak what we feel, not what we ought to say’.

The consulting room is a space where, to borrow a phrase from John Donne, ‘souls negotiate’. It is a space in which secrets can be spoken – where they feel, perhaps after many years underground, the first shock of light and air. The force for change that is unleashed in the consulting room is not a one-way process; the wise therapist changes too, and Jane Haynes shows how this happens. There is nothing formulaic about the dialogue she holds with her patients, and nothing doctrinaire. Anyone who comes to her book with an open mind and heart will see that the practice of psychotherapy she describes here is open, flexible and humanistic. It offers the possibility of healing – which is very different from the business of removing symptoms. It does not medicalise unhappiness or claim that unhappiness can be abolished. It offers the individual a way to survive, to progress, to thrive: to deal with our natural deficits and desires. What’s lost, we want to find. What’s damaged, we want to mend. The psychotherapeutic endeavour is a natural one, and it is wise; if it demands the close survey of our past lives, it is in order to create the possibility of doing better. Individuals and societies thrive when they learn from their history, not when they dumbly repeat it; and it seems to me that the desire to forge from past distress a present peace is the desire that binds the individual to society, that saves us from our long and weary alienation, that offers us at last a house, a home, a room that we can call our own.


PART ONE

Your Consulting Room

The human face is without doubt like that of a god in some Oriental theogony, a whole cluster of faces side by side, but each on a different plane and never all visible at once.

Marcel Proust, In Search of Lost Time


CHAPTER ONE

The Statue and the Bust

I entered your consulting room on a mild afternoon; the sun was shining and it was July; a gentle day. Blue tits chased between the shrubs and then were lost among a tangled squall of briar roses. Distant but audible church bells rang the hour as I imagined myself setting out on a pilgrimage that felt as seductive as a cliché. When I entered your room I was confronted by an open grand piano. I felt intimidated because I knew so little about music. I am tone deaf and ever since my schooldays, when I was excommunicated from the choir, I have been anxious about my inhibitions to respond to rhythm. Your room seemed arcane; it seemed to me that the belly of your piano contained mysteries of nature. I remember thinking, as I monitored my reflection in its surface, I could not raise my eyes to look at you, that you knew all sorts of things that were still out of my reach. I felt uninitiated and excited. The timbre of your voice appealed to me and I liked my first impressions of your self-possessed confidence and the absence of flamboyant male ego. I did not like the fact that the book-lined walls were crammed with ancestral authorities; a large figurative painting of a naked couple took me by surprise and, at once, made me curious about your taste. I imagined you to be married – but there was something androgynous about your presentation – and a faded quality of blue to your eyes. I started to think of you as the Greek trickster Tiresias, in Eliot’s ‘The Waste Land’, who ‘though blind, throbbing between two lives, /Old man with wrinkled female breasts, can see’.

Halfway through this consultation, or should I say epiphany, you said, ‘You do know that my agreeing to see you for a consultation doesn’t mean that I shall be able to take you into analysis?’ My only response was to choke on my invisible tears. I already knew that I did not want to go anywhere else and you did not raise the issue again.

What I could not then know was that I was going to return to your room five times a week for thirteen years and that this experience was going to change my life fundamentally so that I would even forget about my intention to train for several years. It was not possible for me to imagine the nature of the odyssey that I had already embarked upon. Later, I looked back, imagining that I had set sail towards Byzantium. The therapeutic experience did not become less painful as the years gathered pace; neither did it diminish in its intensity. Only with hindsight can I acknowledge that when I first met you I was as damaged as Humpty Dumpty but, as a result of your patience and professional skills, I was able, slowly, to reassemble my shattered internal world. I am not ashamed to acknowledge that I was – to begin with – more damaged and more dependent than many of the patients who subsequently have entered into therapy with me. Yet, I remain wary of the phrase ‘a wounded healer’: it is not sufficient for the wounds to have healed but rather for that person – who wishes to move from patient to ‘healer’ – to have also acquired, through a rigorous training, an objective understanding of the common origins of human suffering and depression. This combination of insight and professional competence must be accompanied by the wise acknowledgement that we are all unwilling children of an awesome coupling between fate and mother nature which can shatter dreams and lives.

I remember the first time I dreamed about you. I dreamed that you lived in a beautiful and ancient house that had many entrances into large and perfectly proportioned rooms; its design resembled a neo-Palladian villa. There were many long corridors; utility rooms such as laundries and larders, which contained preservatives, occupied some; others were dignified and luxurious. Your dream wife was scuttling about like a very busy bird preparing to nest and you introduced us formally. (It used to annoy me that during my sessions with you I heard her moving around your house, carrying out domestic tasks whose sounds intruded into the inner sanctum. I never told you, but my nickname for her was ‘Little Trotty Wagtail’.) In this dream, you invited me to move my family into your home; you said that there was ample room for all of us. I went home and informed my family that we were to move house imminently. I became immersed in the activity of packing up my linen cupboard, folding my white sheets and towels and carrying them to your house. I emptied all my cupboards and rearranged the objects, including my children’s toys in the accommodation you gave me in your house. Your wife pointed the way.

To begin with I managed a precarious balancing act between the roles of wife, mother, postgraduate student, teacher and your patient. As I became more submerged in the analysis so did it become harder to concentrate on my research. I used to lose myself for hours in reverie in the British Library reading room, with unopened texts in front of me. Instead of consulting my Concordance to the Works of Shakespeare I consulted those journals that contained papers that you had written. Instead of consulting Hooker’s Ecclesiastical Polity, I roamed in a dictionary of names in the Bible and discovered that yours translated as ‘kin of the desert of sin’. I couldn’t have dreamed up anything that seemed more appropriate for a Jungian analyst. To begin with you did not speak very often and spent most of the time listening to my story.

When I was about one year old my mother wheeled me to the department store John Barnes, in the Finchley Road. In those days, I am told, John Barnes and Partners provided a pram park that was presided over by a harridan that I can, from a later sight, still remember. Then it operated on the same ticketed principle as left-luggage offices. My mother finished her shopping and took the bus home. At closing time she was contacted by the outraged pram-minder. I cannot remember details but my mother later told me that the memory haunted her. This was to be the first of many such experiences. I am also told that as a child I had an appealing expression and my pale face and brooding dark eyes managed to attract attention. Strangers would stop by my pram and talk to me. This was fortunate because I came to depend on strangers. As an adult, a friend presented me with an alternative explanation. He thought I had been born under a lucky star and compared me to Shakespeare’s Beatrice: ‘But then there was a star danced, and under that I was born.’ Most of my experiences of misfortune have been tempered by human goodness.

My mother, like many Jews, particularly those with parents who had sailed on the onion boats from Russia to find their fortunes in England, lived in superstitious fear of the envious eye. My maternal grandparents arrived in England without English and when they were questioned at immigration they insisted that they had come ‘to find gold’. By family account, this was the origin of my mother’s maiden name, which was Finegold. For as long as I can remember I have hated this compound. As a child I believed you could have such a name only if you were rich. I was equally ashamed of the fact that my grandmother came to possess a collection of gold and diamonds that I thought rivalled the Crown Jewels. I was, until recently, embarrassed by anything gold. It was a small moment of transformation in the analysis when we nicknamed it ‘The Golden Game’. My grandmother, who was no alchemist, also presided over a large fashion emporium in Oxford Street, called Della Gowns, whose façade, emblazoned in electric light, flashed the disastrous phrase ‘Famous for Cocktail Wear’. I remember the consequences of this neon information seeping out when I was away at school. The informer, who had been my half-term companion, convened a special midnight dormitory torture session. I think I was sent to Coventry for a week because I had a grandmother who boasted.

My mother, and my mother’s family, lived in fear of that envious eye. None of the women in my family was allowed to utter anything that resembled a compliment. Should someone be so foolhardy as to say, ‘You have a lovely baby’ my mother spat a Yiddish incantation . . . I hated Yiddish, and the way that, in my family, bad news, particularly when it was someone else’s, was the preferred conversation.

There is very little I remember about those first years that concerns my mother. I remember more about my nanny and her formidable moustache. I remember that I always wanted my mother but she didn’t seem to want me unless I was already bathed and fed. I remember my tortoiseshell cat called Rainbow; he was the first of my pets; he was also the first of a succession of mysterious disappearances. Fortunately he was too big for my mother to flush down the lavatory. I remember, from the first years of my life, sun-bathed summer days spent at Westgate-on-Sea with my parents, when I seemed to live in a sun-suit, riding along the promenade in a donkey and cart. I remember that to begin with I was afraid of touching the sand with my toes, as well as my fascination with the fact that birds could fly. My father told me that if I managed to throw some Cerebos salt on to the tail of a bird I would be able to catch it. Now I look back, with nostalgia, on the innocence of that small girl who occupied so much of her time trying to catch a bird.

Most of my childhood memories are about separation, even before my parents separated, even while we still lived together, and called ourselves a happy family. I always wanted my mother. The birth of my second child precipitated a severe post-natal depression. When, later, I described this depression to you, you felt that I should have sought help then, but I was proud that I had suffered alone. Well, not alone, as my husband was afraid to leave me alone with our baby son. I knew that I needed my mother; he knew that I needed my mother. She thought I had gone quite mad: what on earth did I mean when I said that I needed my mother? These words were foreign to her. She thought I needed a psychiatrist and offered me some of her anti-depressant Tofranil to sort me out.

How globally non-comprehending she would have been if she could have listened in to a psychoanalysis seminar I was teaching some years later, when the group started to consider what might be a woman’s equivalent to the Grail quest. At least the men present seemed to understand when the women reached unanimous agreement that their Grail would be to feel loved by their mothers.

I have, from time to time, reflected more on the meanings of this inexhaustible and archetypal longing for unconditional maternal love. I have made sense of it in my thinking that it is even more difficult for women to feel authentic if they cannot – as they are moving between puberty and sexual maturity, between dependence and independence – along with all the pitfalls of accompanying humiliations, feel comfortably themselves in the presence of their mother. By this elusive phrase I mean that throughout the vicissitudes of the female adolescent quest for sexual identity, and individuation from the family of origin – with its accompanying experience of the tyrannies of parental control – the young woman does not fear maternal retaliation or indifference. She is forced neither into compliancy nor hyperbolic rebellion. There may be conflict, but it is without the fear of maternal retaliation. The daughter does not have to sacrifice her private sense of self in exchange for maternal affirmation. In my own case it was indifference: utter indifference. My über-rebellion failed to elicit a response, even when I left home for good, aged sixteen. With the birth of my children I hungered for my mother’s confirmation of my worth. Her seeming indifference to my generative accomplishments, achieved only after a series of miscarriages, took its toll in the form of a post-natal depression.

My mother would have thought she was in Wonderland. It was absurd for a grown woman to want her mother and besides she could not find the time. Babies had never interested her. Babies did interest you. I was fortunate in my choice of analyst. You did not work at infancy with your head; you understood it from your heart. My demand embarrassed my mother. She told me that I was like Alice in Wonderland in a pool of tears, and that tears spoilt the complexion. By some very free process of association she decided that if antidepressants were not the answer then it must be a dishwasher that I needed. I did receive the dishwasher but it didn’t help my post-natal depression. It did not help the maternal relationship either; I think it died that year. When we met you didn’t accept that. You said that I was always trying to repair my relationship with Mother, that I always gave her another chance.

Most of the memories I have retained of my parents are not happy ones; as I grow older it does not bring me pleasure to look in a mirror and catch a ghosting sight of either of them. I have tried, assiduously, to be as different from them as possible, and this may create a written impression that I remain unsympathetic to the memory of their suffering. I believe that it was different when I was a child: then most of my energy was occupied by the huge task of trying to make them feel better, and I failed. Unlike Cordelia, there was nothing that I could do to comfort my father in his madness and isolation. Nothing I could do to recover my mother’s soul when it was lost to depression and manic despair. I tried and always failed to make her smile. I am certain that it is my memories of their suffering that have made me sensitive to the suffering of others. If I could not make any difference to my mother’s depression I must have made a childish resolve not to close my ears to the terrible suffering that, as an adult, I was to discover infects a staggering proportion of the world’s population.

We did manage, more or less, to live together as a family until my sister was born. I was nearly five when this happened and I remember my father taking me to see her in St Mary’s Hospital. I was disappointed because she wasn’t as pretty as my doll. My mother didn’t seem at all pleased to see me; she was crying. I was pleased when my mother brought my sister home, except that my mother was still crying and didn’t stay for long. I remember waking up that night, or the next one, and hearing my parents arguing in the bathroom. In the morning my sister was still in her cradle but I couldn’t find my mother anywhere. The only person who didn’t seem to mind much was my Nanny Barker. Nanny ran the show. She said that a house had collapsed on to her during the war and her body was full of safety-pins to hold her together. She told me that her house was in ‘Cricklewood’. The name was full of mystery; for years after she disappeared, I longed to find my way to Cricklewood.

When my sister was about a month old I fractured my arm, which I suppose was also a fracturing of my world and body space. I had to go to hospital. Nanny Barker couldn’t come with me because she had to look after my sister. My doll came instead. My doll was called Sweetie Pie; my uncle had brought her back from South Africa. She had real hair in the tightest black curls I had ever seen and she was as big as I was. Now I cringe with the realisation that those tight curls were manufactured from African hair, but I hadn’t seen an African then. I remember being frightened when I arrived at the Hospital of St John’s and Elizabeth: there was a very tall man in the lobby without any proper clothes, except for a towel. His arms were pinned to a wooden cross and he looked as though he was crying. He didn’t seem to be getting better. I still remember waking up in the night and seeing another smaller man beside my bed who was nailed to another small cross. He also looked very unhappy, but I was even unhappier and my bed was all wet.

I think my mother came back when she heard that I had broken my arm, but she never seemed to stay for long. There were more arguments with my father. They always seemed to take place in the middle of the night in the bathroom. Nanny Barker was still there. That is until we moved into our new house. I didn’t see her again after that. She said that it was all to do with those pins inside her.

It was very different living in our new house in Hampstead. My father was proud of it and told everyone that he had built it for his family. It had a large garden and lots of empty rooms. There was something weird about my father; he didn’t look the same. His eye went funny and I couldn’t tell whether he was looking at me or not. The house had a weird metallic smell: my father had this machine that was rather frightening because you could only use it in the dark. He used to stand in front of it in a towel and he wore goggles. He said it was good for your skin. Sometimes I put on his goggles and stood in front of it too. It had a strange smell, rather like the seashore, and I remember that it turned the air purple and all I could ever remember about its name was that it was made from violets. My father became thinner. One night I heard him shouting at my mother because she didn’t cook him enough food. I had such a beautiful room; it was full of pink flowers, they spread over the bed and on to the curtains. The floor was also pink and I could look out of my window and watch the birds. Sometimes I heard my small sister crying; she just cried and cried and I felt sad. I used to put my fingers in my ears. One night I heard my mother shout at my father. In the morning she was gone. We stayed with my father. I decided that I would look after my sister instead of my doll and try to make her happy. It made me sad when I had to go to school and leave her behind.

I was happy at preparatory school. I liked wearing the green uniform and I made a best friend. I learned to read quickly and my father was proud of me when we went to speech day and I won the reading prize. I wished my mother could have come too but I never saw my mother and father together again.

One particular memory creeps out of the shadows after my mother disappeared. I was helping my father in the garden and I went to put some leaves into the dustbins by the kitchen door. I lifted the lid and discovered that the dustbin not only smelt rank, but it was alive with a hive of white-docked worms. They seemed to multiply, even as I watched them. I asked my father what they were and he told me that they were called maggots. I asked him what we were going to do about them. He sent me into the kitchen to boil some water and then I watched him – in an alchemy of excitement and nausea – singe them under the boiled heat. I can still hear their dying smell. My father told me that I should not be afraid of the maggots as although they were dirty they could also be used to cure people, if you allowed them to suck on your flesh. I ran into the kitchen and was sick, everywhere. It is strange how easy it is to be, rather than feel, sick when one is still a child.

It was not until I became an adult that I made the connection between maggots and flies. I had no idea that those translucent maggots were bluebottle babies, but instinctively I did not position them in the same benign category as the snails I used to collect and then implore to come out of their shells to have a race. As an adult I have been struck by how difficult it is, if not impossible, to maintain a fly-free environment. For me, it is the common fly, rather than wasps, or even hornets, that is a reminder of our fall from grace. It is the diptera, or single-winged fly, which is most likely to interfere, via an intrusive blue buzz, whether on the beach, or in bed, with our solitude.

I do not have many other memories of that time. Much later, at my insistence, my mother tried to explain my father’s behaviour to me. She explained that my father had an inoperable brain tumour and that the disturbing squint I remembered he developed at this time was its first symptom. I was told his tumour was responsible for his aggression and changes of personality. Now I have little difficulty in empathising with some patients who, as children, experienced similar unpredictable changes of mood in their caretakers. My father’s volatile temper, inappropriate actions and mad mood swings petrified me: however skilled my psychic antennae became at detecting the winds of change, he always managed to outwit them.

I used to dread it when my father drove me to school because he was subject to terrifying outbursts of rage at other motorists. When he caused minor accidents he leapt out of the car, his eyes bulging, and shouted expletives until the victim threatened to call the police. On one occasion a police car arrived at our house, but by then father was a model of courtesy.

There are two experiences of my father’s madness that will never fade. You pointed out to me, again and again, that I did not, as a five-year-old, have any explanations of my father’s bizarre behaviour available to me. It was only retrospectively that I could find some relief in labelling him mad. You were so moved by these two memories. At first I was indifferent to them; they had become like sun-bleached pieces of driftwood; all the intensity had been absorbed into my unconscious.

Two memories of living with my father

My best friend had invited me to her fifth birthday party and you agreed that I should go. When I was ready I came down to show you my dress and you complimented me but then you noticed that I was wearing white party shoes and started to rant at me and to call me awful names; I couldn’t understand what I had done wrong. You told me that I was a Jezebel and that you were ashamed of me. You told me to go and put on my lace-up school shoes. When I cried in protest you threatened to hit me so I did as you said. I cannot remember the party at all, but I do remember what happened when I returned home; you were sitting in a darkened room where you had lit a fire, even though it was midsummer. When I came close to you I could see that there were tears in your eyes and that you had been crying. I did not know that fathers could cry and then you insisted on kneeling down beside me and unlacing my school shoes. I begged you to stop crying and tried to tell you how much I had enjoyed the party, that I still loved you and you said that you would never forgive yourself for sending me to a party wearing my brown lace-up shoes. I tried very hard to comfort you.

I used to love the nature table at school, I was always fascinated by trees and birds and birds’ nests and fir-cones and shells and dried leaves. I also loved containers and jars. I used to play with my mother’s pots of cream. I remember my favourite cream was her elderflower. When she left I found that you kept your shaving cream in equally beautiful small and opaque glass jars with tightly fitting shiny black lids. I remember one Monday morning when I wanted to have something to take to the nature table and I asked you
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