Mental Health and My Family

“How is your family?” asks Alexander Pushkin in the most famous of all Russian poems, Eugene Onegin.

I would dearly love to meet that poet and tell him. My family is something that is close to my heart, part and parcel of myself. I have always been very close to my mother and I have a cordial relationship with my sister, whose chief offence, to my mind, is that she needs to make a better cup of tea. My father is a strong but silent type, except when he wants to give you a lecture – and these lectures can be very informative and extremely well narrated. He’s one of those people who can actually talk like a book. He has a Masters Degree in English from Aberdeen University, but never reads fiction. My brother, who is older, is a strong character, very cynical sometimes and very complex. England made him, I sometimes think, a bit like the title of that Graham Greene novel, England Made Me. He dominated my mind in many ways until well into my twenties, always there as part of me, partly disapproving, partly humorous, definitely a big brother’s presence.  I am forty-one now. He is a successful eye surgeon who has emigrated to Australia. I am sure he is a good surgeon, very cautious and very caring.

So there were five of us, two parents and three children, moving between Scotland and the Solomon Islands, where my father was an overseas civil servant and my mother a doctor, before we all settled on the Sussex coast.

I’ll tell you a bit about myself and then I’ll try and examine the tangle in family relationships that is due to my illness. People do have separate lives of their own, but I’ll just confine myself to speculation about how schizophrenia in myself has affected other family members and how they have influenced me.

I went to India between school and university, where I failed to complete the medical course to become a doctor. As I work in healthcare, as a pharmacist, and as my family is full of doctors, this failure has left me feeling a bit bitter and second-rate and it weighs heavily on me. I suppose my family don’t think too much about it, maybe that its my loss, or the illness schizophrenia was the cause of the failure, or its one way of cutting me down to size if I get too big for my boots, but its definitely coloured me and my experiences, at least inside. 

I began to follow and practise Sahaja yoga when I first “went up” to Cambridge. Someone had put a poster advertising a visit to New Hall College by Shri Mataji (who was based in England as an ambassadors wife at that time) and, as I was conscious of what I didn’t know about Indian religion after my five months in India, I went along. I had begun to suffer mentally just before Cambridge (Sahaja yoga eased this distress rather than caused it) and if you are interested, there is some testimony, narrative of mine, on the website of the National Voices Forum, www.voicesforum.org.uk.  One piece, about my fear of coughing and traffic and laughter and an obsessive sexual guilt complex, is called An Enduing Case of Schizophrenia.  Now there is a second piece, entitled Jealousy, which really I gave the title Jealousy. Plus I’ve had three contributions in Perceptions, the magazine of the National Voices Forum, so may be they’re there on the website too.  The long essays draw on my experience of Sahaja yoga, and mention a lot of reading. My liking of India and Sahaja yoga opened me up to the possibility of going out with an Indian girl, and I have a partner of Gujarati origin, and we have a little girl now. I’ve not been to India with my partner yet, and she’s quite outspoken in her criticism of Sahaja yoga.

Let me say that schizophrenia is a complex condition, as you m ay or may not know, and really I say it is generally not one condition, but two, namely both schizophrenia and depression.  In pharmacy, where I work now we often see prescriptions calling for both an anti-psychotic medicine and an antidepressant. People with schizophrenia are crying their eyes out inside a lot of the time. But in so many ways it is a clandestine illness, and people don’t shout about it generally, so it is unseen and often unknown.  I was really shocked to hear from Rethink a charity for severe mental illness, that one in seven people with schizophrenia have been physically attacked. The stigma alone is colossal, its no wonder families try to conceal it, and the level of aggression is high too. I certainly faced a lot of coughing when I was distressed. The mental health professionals still say I’m deluded about coughing and traffic, if they can be bothered to say anything at all, but forget about them, their madness, and cowardice as Shri Mataji says in her lectures, and lets just try and concentrate on what is good, true and beautiful. Schizophrenia is not really much to do with good or beautiful, but ill try and give you the truth. “Truth hurts” as my partner tells me, so let us explore the psychological wounds a bit more closely. Like Shakespeare’s Coriolanus, I will show you my wounds, but I don’t want your “voice” (your nomination or vote), just your sympathy and understanding, and unlike that proud Roman general, I shall be sincerely grateful.

Both my brother and sister have done very well for themselves and have not really had much to do with my care. That said, I am grateful for their contact and telephone calls and letters. They don’t forget my birthday, al though I must confess; I’ve often forgotten theirs. I remain in touch with them, and show them my writings on schizophrenia and so on.  They don’t owe me help, surely that’s what health professionals are for. My mother has been more of a front line soldier in my care, useless in terms of what I think is useful, namely books and cross-references, but she has put up with a lot of shouting from me and she visited me almost daily when I was in hospital for 6 months. As hospital confinement is deathly dull, I will never forget that, and the basic fact that you only have one mum, and it is heart-wrenching to think of her with Alzheimer’s disease, which she now has.  When I think that I may have played a part in shocking her mind into this state, “blasting it into ecstasy” as Shakespeare would say, my blood runs cold. Personally in think my mother was unable to be honest about coughing and so on, like everyone else in my care except authors in the works of fiction, and the trouble is she took it to heart. Its not helped her to reconcile it in her mind that she was a doctor herself, in general practice. Having my interests honourably in place, unlike a casual or occasional visitor, one was unable to be dispassionate about my case. Unable to be dishonest in the regular and conventional way. That’s my opinion, my humble opinion, not one to be found in a textbook.

So all sorts of complexes are going through my mothers mind, and its resulted in Alzheimer’s. All sorts of complexes are running through mine as well, and its resulted in schizophrenia, and that is the truth not just speculation. Practising medicine gave her a dynamo while she worked very, very hard for many years, but now that’s gone after retirement.

What I call life’s white envelope has been replaced by, well, not a lot, and she’s gone down in mental health. I feel so sad about this. In Sahaja yoga we speculate that the right visshuddhi charka, the right side of the neck, can be blocked in Alzheimer’s condition. Maybe that’s true, I can’t really say, but it’s sad to see my mother deteriorate and think I’m partly to blame. The French have an expression, enfant perdu, meaning a forlorn hope, or shock troops. Somewhere, deep I my heart, although it is like a forlorn hope or lost cause, I hope my mother can recover from this condition which medicine says is a degenerative one. Doctors and so on speak of neurological plaques and tangles. If only some sort of “spiritual pair of spectacles” could be put on my mother’s eyes, I think, perhaps deludedly, she would improve, the mess would be straightened out, she’s be able to see clearly and the former energy of life would return.

My mother retired form her job, lost a good friend and had a major breakdown of mine to contend with all at the same time.  The trouble did not come in single spies, but in battalions, and also to lift from Hamlet, her mind was “quite blasted into ecstasy”, ecstasy meaning madness.  My mother was a brilliant doctor, popular and conscientious, loving mother, someone who could really open up the conversation and lighten up a room, and that’s gone now.

That’s my home family in Sussex, seeing as we are originally from Scotland that’s a family of “sweats” or “sweaty jocks”, although I think Scotland has bee scripted out of the minds of some of us, but I wont name names.  My mental illness has been scripted around for over twenty-three years now, certainly long enough one would hope to have acquired a complexity and depth. I feel fortunate to be able to function normally, to contribute to family life, and any anger or resentment I feel is generally towards health carers. People are paid to look after mental health, and I for one think its surprising no health care professional has anything to say on coughing or traffic or feeling guilty.  Surprising considering my frankness and openness. Is there any one a home? Is all I am to receive just silent mockery – and when I consider my partner and what she says about me in arguments, it is mockery. “Schizo” is mild and normal in the way of insults, and I often have the impression that she thinks I’m someone with learning difficulties.  When the jibes kick in and the pain bites, I feel a fury, and I curse psychiatry.  I sometimes wonder if my life might not have been better off without the doctors, their early betrayal has marked me for life. One GP I spoke to said I had unrealistic expectations. Well, you know I find it all surprising, but one very useful thing is to imagine I’m in the United States, where health care is basically all private. You pay your money, and if doctors can’t or won’t talk about Joyce or coughing or traffic, then you’re a fool for believing they might. Particularly in America, Shri Mataji just once mentioned, people with schizophrenia can do well with Sahaja yoga. Maybe its something to do with the mindset. Still, closed-hearted, chicken-hearted, dirty-minded, safely ensconced in a comfort zone of asinine stupidity, pompous, arrogant, mean and aggressive, and proud of their ability to lord it over the weak and needy. I give you doctors. Twenty odd years of them and I’m still no wiser.

Practically every household has some form of mental illness, or so we are told, and our family has been touched by mental illness the same as everyone else. When you look at James Joyce’s Finnegan’s Wake, you’ll maybe notice what a family book it is. Earwicker’s wife is supportive of him, and some critics point to the father-daughter relationship in the Wake, especially relevant when you consider Lucia Joyce’s schizophrenia.  Earwicker’s name came from the grave of a man buried in Sidlesham in Sussex, and if you’re ever there in the cemetery, look out for the Rusbridge family graves. They form a united line that is quite striking. It makes you think. I’m not saying that’s a good thing or a bad thing, in fact I don’t know the slightest thing about them, but it is remarkable.  Who knows what secrets lie under the sod.

My partner, to talk of my current family situation, has definitely suffered because of my mental illness, in that I know I have been a disappointment.  We have a lot in common, we like BBC Radio 4 and book and newspapers and restaurants, but I think at heart she finds it hard to accept me as a mentally ill person.  I’m not quite a pukka sahib in her eyes, not quite “comme il faut’, type A people wouldn’t give me a stamp of approval.  If only I had some of life’s long white envelope, less of the brown manila, you know the sort of income support and incapacity benefit experience, coupled to see psychiatrists who call you mad.  Also my partner is not behind Sahaja yoga at all, and when I talk of the Holy Ghost or Kundalini, I might as well be talking about the great Umkulukula or whatever she perceives as complete nonsense.  This antagonism causes me some distress.  There’s tension if I want to go to a local meeting, and as for a tour with Sahaja yogis to listen to Shri Mataji, I might as well forget that.

If there is an argument, which, as we are not exempt from quarrelling, does happen, I’m never quite man enough for her, just a “schizo”.  It really is hard, not nice to got to work on an argument or come back to a home where there is only a lukewarm reception.  Now, I take great comfort from literature, and while my experience is not quite in the league of a return to a dark house and a deserted wife (Shakespeare, All’s Well That Ends Well 2.3 290-1), I find solace in Graham Greene’s The Heart Of The Matter.  Major Scobie is a highly principled police officer in West Africa, but his wife is not really a kind person.  She wants to move to South Africa and she is basically a bit self-centred.  As they lie in bed at night in the oppressive heat and Scobie needs his sleep, she’s nagging him to arrange a transfer.  “Scobie, will you fix it for me?” she nags and pleads.  She asks him, “Scobie, do you love me?”.  The thing about Major Scobie is that he is a genuinely good man.  He has good intentions, he says the right thing, in this case that he loves his wife, but that’s a tough way to end the day.

Actually in Night Runner of Bengal, by John Masters, there is a description of a soldier going to sleep beside his wife in military quarters in India.  He knows she’s unfaithful , but he takes it well.  What is there to do in such difficult circumstances?  One could take to the bottle, drink gallons every night, or howl aloud in pain.  One just tries to be as stoic as possible.

So I hope you see that schizophrenia does cause difficulties in relationships, and I flounder around, forwards I hope, trying to help with my mother’s condition and my partner’s disappointment.  There’s plenty of “expressed emotion” in my home, lots of critical comment and hostility.  Basically one just has to try to master one’s rage or heartbreak.  Inside it’s a cauldron, morning hate and evening arguments (rather than evening prayers).  Try to dampen down the aggression, and never criticise, condemn or complain yourself.

As an antidote to the high levels of aggression around me, I take refuge in Sahaja yoga.  One of the kindest faces you will meet on a long day’s march, admittedly only in a picture, is Shre Mataji’s, the guru of Sahaja yoga, and if you are interested or want to go to a local meeting, do visit the website www.sahajayoga.org or, more simply, www.sahaja.org.  Actually I find it calming, very necessary to practice Sahaja yoga amidst these stormy emotions.  I consider myself mature enough to have a spiritual life, even if my partnership in real life is not ideal.  Medical research in Russia has shown that Sahaja yoga can help with many things, including marriage difficulties, where there is reduced divorce.  I am very grateful to one of the Sahaja Yoginnis in the Harrow group for lending me a book of papers of scientific research from Russia translated into English.  It’s good to know there is evidence for the salutary effects of Sahaja yoga.  It’s good to know someone’s doing this kind of research.

Schizophrenia plays a part in the intricacies of family life and let me give you an example.  An uncle of mine, now dead but then another successful physician in my ken, was over in England on holiday from Canada.  My partner was talking to him and he gave his opinion of me; “Andrew’s not like other men but his heart is in the right place”.  These words, which my partner reported to me, have hurt me, and puzzled me too.  They alienated me from my uncle, with whom I had previously enjoyed a very good relationship and whatever they were intended to do to enlighten my partner, they were yet another negative in the whole complex equation that is my relationship with her.  Well, here’s to them, all those other men, who are not like me.  Let’s hope they make your party swing.

Another critical comment that caused me deep distress, blighted my emotional life for a long while, and robbed me and my family of a decent livelihood, was from the dean of the medical school at Cambridge.  He said, in reference to my mental state, that I’d been so deluded that I’d never be able to adequately put myself in someone else’s – the patient’s – position, so I would not be re-admitted to the clinical school.  I had left the clinical school with mental health problems with a view to returning when recovered.  Maybe the dean had honourable intentions when he said that, that I couldn’t put myself in other people’s shoes, but it certainly hurt me.  “The insolence of office” as Hamlet might have said.  Within me I often say that the world’s gone crazy and my care is a farce, but that’s definitely not how medicine and therefore many others have seen it.  These are doctors, the bricks and mortar of society as Robert Louis Stevenson called them, and their opinion is definitely going to influence how people, including my close family, see me.  This opinion and stigma, which I have been described as colossal (in a continuing education pack for pharmacists on mental health) are problems in addition to the condition itself.

Going once more beyond the wintry place that is the prison I call my soul, let me tell you more about my family.  My family have taken part in genetics research conducted by Professor Robin Murray at the Institute of Psychiatry at The Maudsley in Denmark Hill in London.  It was very kind of them to take part but I think my mother in particular found the fact that they (the researchers) did not keep us informed of developments and publications and so on quite hard.  I have to say that Professor Murray himself has been very kind with replies via his secretary in my case personally, and I have been a subject for a project by Dr James MacCabe on high functioning and schizophrenia, but I do see my mother’s point.  In my case, as regards being kept in the dark by medics and paramedics, that is nothing new, and there’s no more heart to bruise, but to the fair, the institute (of psychiatry) is improving in terms of keeping in touch by newsletters.  In the world of us forgotten people, invisible men, that’s a very practical point.

As a family we have also sent blood samples for genetics research.  I may not feel that doctors are honest with me, but Shri Mataji says of scientific research that it is honest endeavour, even though we in Sahaja yoga feel that Sahaja yoga needs to be researched more, and not set up against science as incompatible with it.

What is closer to my heart than medical research is the family dynamic in Finnegans Wake.  The book certainly strikes a chord with me, and there is quite a lot of material that is interpreted in the light of the incident (sexual misdemeanour or sexual crime) that takes place in the Phoenix Park/Waterloo sequence.  For example, if the weather is the subject, it is really an elliptical discussion of what went on in the park.  The plot concerns a family, the Earwicker family as I have mentioned, who live above a pub in Dublin.  Critics speculate on the meaning of what Joyce has written in the enigmatic text.  When I think of Joyce and schizophrenia, and there is an association there, I think of the “dirty” bits and the sexual content and how it applies to my case rather than genetics.  (Genitals versus genetics, you might say).  A local G.P. wrote in a medical report of mine that I was obsessed with genitals.  Possibly he was just reporting what another doctor had written.  It’s hard to forget what medics are saying, when they give you the schizophrenia label, but I try to remember more positive things.  Lucia Joyce has schizophrenia, and one of the gentlemen on the admissions counter at The James Joyce Centre gave me a cassette on Lucia Joyce and schizophrenia, a lecture by Professor Anthony Clare called The Artist and Insanity.  That was when we visited Dublin in 2004.  Schizophrenia Ireland’s awareness day is actually called Lucia Day.  At the centre they said they would recommend my essay An Enduring Case of Schizophrenia on www.voicesforum.org.uk to people enquiring about James Joyce and Lucia Joyce and schizophrenia.  So that was gratifying.

On the subject of family and how odd people can seem, I must mention that I intended to put a sentence from James Joyce’s A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, namely, “God spoke to you by so may voices but you would not hear”, in the announcements section of The Daily Telegraph.  This would have been if the controller of that section of the paper allowed it, of course.  I am aware that the James Joyce Estate is very touchy about copyright, and I asked for permission to use the quote, via the lawyers.  Stephen James Joyce, James Joyce’s grandson, eventually rang me up to refuse permission.  We had an amicable discussion after he told me what rubbish I was saying about it being a useful quote, but he said James Joyce was not religious and he could not allow the quote to be used as a statement in the newspaper.  “People would think the Estate had gone mad”.  Well, thou knowest by now that I am mad, but as a quote to illustrate the workings of the individual in Sahaja yoga, passing on Divine Love by mantra or prayer to another soul, I feel it is hard to beat.

I’ve tried to read as much Joyce material as I can, I definitely have “Joycitis” and I’ll pass on to you some useful information from that family book Finnegans Wake.  One critic said the best description of the “battle of Phoenix Park” was Margot Norris’s The Decentred Universe of Finnegans Wake: A Structuralist Analysis.  Physically it’s not a very big book and it’s very frank.  For example, the word erection is used at least twice (i.e. Earwicker’s erection) which I consider quite daring in an academic context, and Margot Norris is still very much a leading Joycean.  In fact she is president of the International James Joyce Foundation and based in the University of California in Irvine in California.  She wrote of the sexual guilt that seems to be at the core of Finnegans Wake, and I am very grateful for that.

Better than having an injection on anti-psychotic any day.

I definitely feel neglected by psychiatry in many ways, and my family have not really addressed my problems either.  It’s not their job, just as it’s debatable whether medicine owes you the cure to your emotional problems.  The illness, although the honesty seems basic to me, really is a dark one, so let me tell you more about how families can be affected.  When I did some voluntary work as a pharmacy student in the pharmacy at Graylingwell mental hospital in Chichester, a patient’s case notes were being reviewed by the pharmacist.  They lay on the table where lobotomy operations had been performed in former times.  The pharmacist remarked that it was really a case of neglect rather than anything else.  There was one letter from a concerned sister, but that was it over a course of several decades at the hospital.

It was just another dismal case.  But, schizophrenia, if it happened to you, people around you might not care, you’d know about it.  It’s very bitter, it’s very lonely.  There’s no saying who it will affect.  In the book, Surviving Schizophrenia, by the American psychiatrist, E. Fuller Torrery, it mentioned John F. Kennedy’s sister Rosemary.  She developed schizophrenia and had a lobotomy.  What a dreadful condition it is.  No amount of talk will bring back what some people, some families, lose to schizophrenia.

It’s important to have a bit of chit-chat with family members.  I never found it difficult to talk to my mother, and I can have a good old chat with my sister, and brother too really.  My father is somewhat reserved, but I always look for common ground.  We can discuss rugby, for example.  My father was a triple blue at Aberdeen University – athletics and the 400 metre hurdles, boxing and rugby – and they should have made a statue of him.  He was still playing for a London Scottish team in his forties.  I was sent to Glenalmond, a rugby playing school in Perthshire, and, like it or loath it, it was an integral part of life.  So we can talk about international matches, and I have the benefit of loyalties to Scotland (my father) and England (my maternal grandmother, from Hadleigh in Suffolk).  I share an interest in submarines with my father, who did his national service in submarines and was an officer at some point.  He was part of the submarine cast in the war film The Man Who Never Was, and my father gave me the book to read.  It is by Ewen Montague.  Something about submarines, perhaps their clandestine role or the need to keep one’s self control in a close environment, appeals to me.  The time to join the forces has gone, and with my mental health problems, I wouldn’t have been accepted.

One the subject of connecting with friends and family, we were very friendly with a local doctor in West Sussex, a retired G.P. who had won the Military Cross in Sicily in the war.  I owe him a great debt and may he rest in peace.  We used to discuss books and news and listen to music at his cottage.  He had a keen interest in the Middle East, which was very prescient of him.  It was he who introduced me to Pushkin, for example, and the opera of Eugene Onegin by Tchaikovsky.  I’ll never forget the Russian opera singer Elena Prokena singing of courage and sending her letter to Onegin.  That’s precisely how I feel about sending letters telling people or websites of coughing and traffic and so on.  It appeals to me on the level of a personal aesthetic, as does Joyce.

The Beacon Fellowship gave me a commendation for courage in my charitable work in 2003 and I feel that is worth mentioning.  My father was pleased, more so than my mother I would say, and even my partner was pleased too.  It’s important to valorise the roles of people who are vulnerable in society.  This does apply to people with schizophrenia, as it does to people with learning difficulties, where I learnt the term Social Role Valorisation when I was working in a project for people with these difficulties.  Good S.R.V. (formally called Normalisation before that term was seen as slightly negative) in schizophrenia would be the film A Beautiful Mind.  Bad S.R.V. would be a tabloid report of a violent attack by a person with schizophrenia.  Actually people with schizophrenia are only a little more violent than others, and there are plenty of other murders, the greater part by so called normal people, so why not report them.  Actually, if you’re looking for the victim, look within the ranks of those with schizophrenia, one in seven of whom report having been physically assaulted themselves.

The thing about my family is that it is the place where I have been blessed in one sense but tortured and handicapped in another.  There has always been food, they’ve never resented the amount of tea I drink (I like that hot, sweet brown fluid) or rationed the milk for the cornflakes, and there’s always been a roof over my head.  When I was unemployed for example, they’ve been my salvation and saved me from a life on the road, but there has never been the spiritual sustenance I crave.  In the sense that no-one told me about Joyce and his treatment of sexuality, or coughing or traffic, I’ve had a starvation in the midst of their own increase in awareness.  But then that’s not their job, and no-one owes it to you just for kindness.  Obviously I’m disappointed in my family, as I am disappointed in mental health professionals.  And how easy it seems for people to deny me.  What goes on under the cloak of respectability, eh, Doctor Jekyll.

Things do feel a bit like everyday crucifixion, and clearly it is in my interest to avoid stress and confrontation.  A good family nest if important.  If you find yourself dealing with schizophrenia, try not to make hostile critical remarks that can only inflame.  Use emollient words and phrases, the verbal cuddles, as you would for anyone, so there do not need to be flashpoints of anger and pain.

What of my own vile opinions?  It’s difficult to know what to say there.  Obviously one wants to stand up to bullies.  And my feelings and imagination rise up in revolt against what medicine leaves me to face alone.  How does one keep one’s cool and be fair when feeling is running so high.  I treasure a book called The White Rabbit by Bruce Marshall, about a British agent in France during World War Two.  Actually he wrote a guide about how to resist torture should an agent be caught by the Germans.  One point was not to antagonise them, but not to show signs of weakness or vulnerability either.  Now British orthodox medicine has different hallmarks from the ways of the Nazi Gestapo, but it’s a good guide to try to follow.  It stops you reacting so much, which nobody wants, in the family or anywhere.  Passive resistance was the term adopted for the resistance by the Indians in their struggle for independence, and I think that’s a good term.  It’s non-violent, and it rid the Indians of their oppressors.  Okay?

In society, schizophrenia is really an unseen, almost invisible illness, not mentioned in the media really unless there is an incidence of violence.  Surprisingly, and I think it is really surprising, the violence levels in people with schizophrenia is not that much more common than in “normals”.  So to deal with schizophrenia and rise above the mundane and tangible, one must use a bit of imagination.  Who has imagination?  And have you ever met it.  Once I read a transcript of a radio broadcast entitle Courage by General Sir William Slim – he made the point that courageous individuals often seem to have imagination and moral courage as well as physical battle field bravery.  They were people who tended to live on their nerves, rather than nerveless people.  It was an interesting point, and I do think you need both imagination and moral courage when confronting and dealing with schizophrenia, a forgotten illness much as General Slim’s fourteenth army in Burma was a forgotten army.

I shouldn’t lecture you, as the only schizophrenia I really know is my own.

And if you receive a love letter with Burma on it, it’s really a code – BURMA – be undressed and ready, my angel.  I have a sex life, not a great one before you all go green, but I remember the pharmacist at Graylingwell mental hospital just making the blanket statement that people on anti-psychotic medication don’t have a sex life.  That’s not true though.

I have noticed within my family, and it may be illusionary that there is sometimes a tendency to blame me for things, a kind of scapegoating.  The tone that accompanies the accusations is not pleasant, a completely self-justifying tone, and behind the closed doors of my house and my mind, this is part of my sorrow.  It’s difficult to remember restraint and dignity when someone’s barking “schizo” at you.  It does take courage to stand up to the madness, and I actually see that madness as that of people around me to a great extent, within my family, within medical care, and within society too.

So I’ll sign off now, I hope this piece of writing pleases you, and that it will not fall into the wrong hands.  So we’ve covered a lot, James Joyce, Sahaja yoga, aspects of the schizophrenia, aspects of my family, quite a few references to books and authors and one or two other things as well.

As those with Shakespearos said in those old, old plays God b’ wi’ you

