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            PREFACE

         

         
            And when we speak we are afraid

            Our words will not be heard

            Nor welcomed

            But when we are silent

            We are still afraid

            So it is better to speak

            Remembering

            We were never meant to survive

            Audre Lorde, The Black Unicorn: Poems, 1995

            Everyman,

            I will go with thee,

            and be thy guide,

            In thy most need

            to go by thy side.

            From an anonymous medieval play, said by Knowledge and used for each Everyman book from Dent publishers.

         

         It can be hard to speak in difficult times, as well as hard to hear. The voice of trauma, even when whispered, can hurt the speaker and the listener. We need to be accompanied xat difficult and dangerous times in our lives. We need this, whether our attachment figures are human, spiritual, bird or other animals. Or, in our current time, as a brave and traumatised adult told me, there are also non-animate companions and guides. ‘There is my iPhone. It is my brain, my heart, my memory and my guardian angel. It puts on a torch light when it is dark. It lets me call safe people. It provides music and pictures; tells me the time and it is always there. Not like therapy. Not like social services. Not like refuges. It doesn’t close at Christmas.’ Or the child, clutching his worn teddy bear, ‘Teddy went into the bad places with me and the bad man hurt him worse.’ We all need company in these complex days and especially when thinking about trauma.

         This book is a guided tour of pain, of trauma that comes into us from the outside and its internal and external consequences that can continue for generations. It is a guide given by a wounded healer, who has been educated by the professors of pain, those with lived experience, as we all are also to whatever degree. We know it. We recognise the landscape. We have heard it and felt it and yet we do not wish to know what we know. Reality is too painful. As Philips stated (1995, p.34), ‘the analyst has to enable the patient to know what he already knows’; and the patient/client has to drip-feed trauma to check out the capacity of the analyst or therapist xiuntil the words and thinking break through the relational mind.

         Follow the path of this book with me as I try, within the limits of my own capacity, to stay mentally present with the contradictory enormity and simplicity of this subject.

         The same points that we know and don’t want to know appear and reappear in different ways and different layers to try to bypass our dissociative defences.

         Dip in and out. Look after yourselves.

         Thank you for being willing to try to hear.

         There are rewards for this journey. We appreciate the world in a real, non-delusional way, and we appreciate the kindness of others even more.xii

      

   


   
      
         
            1

            
               [image: ]

            

            The coronavirus and other plagues

         

         
            Lord! How sad a sight it is to see the streets so empty of people.

            Samuel Pepys, 16 August 1665

            I did endeavour all I could to talk with as few as I could, there being now no observation of shutting up of houses infected, that to be sure we do converse and meet with people that have the plague.

            Samuel Pepys, 14 September 1665

            I am fain to allow myself [alcohol] during this plague time … my physician being dead.

            Samuel Pepys, 15 September 1665

         

         As this book was being written, the conditions in which I wrote were of shielding. I and my husband are over 70 and therefore more vulnerable to our 2020 plague – coronavirus.

         Most of us, whatever our age and background, are facing, 2with a twenty-first-century plague, something that we never expected. For those of us lucky enough to not live through a war, this is a close second, even though the enemy is invisible and we do not see bloodshed in the streets or hear the explosion of bombs. Instead, the nightly mortality lottery, in which the numbers of the newly dead are reported, can be viewed dissociatively in the comfort of one’s own home. What do the numbers of dead mean to us? Faces of loss and anguish flit before us, sandwiched by scientific and political discourse.

         The British Prime Minister has been using the language of war, and so is the National Health Service (NHS) because the coronavirus kills wherever it can. It needs no passport and initially appeared to recognise no national, religious, gender, age or class boundaries. It has great productivity and works hard day and night to protect itself and expand its territory. Indeed, if it was not so lethal to us, we could admire it! However, although all of us risk death, the consequences are not equal, and nor are the chances of being infected. We hear of age and underlying conditions increasing vulnerability but very few mentions of mental health conditions, loneliness, poverty, terror of bankruptcy, stigma, living with abusers, bringing up children with no resources … Poor areas have a greater risk, and so do people from BAME (Black, Asian and minority ethnic) backgrounds. In a strange way, the earliest and most effective containment for the 3country was provided by those over the age of 90 – the Queen, David Attenborough, Vera Lynn and Captain Tom. Great-grandparents were needed, let alone grandparents.

         Faced with something so unprecedented, there was a longing for wise, elderly people who had lived through a war, were self-contained and stoical, and told the truth. Perhaps the death wish to the over-70s (‘Oh, it is only people over 70 dying a little earlier than usual’) is atoned for by being grateful for those who have survived death wishes and death! Perhaps too, in an age of disinformation and fear of transparency, the retired and old people were the only voices to trust in this time of change.

         Whatever our family circumstances, whatever our situation, the medical appointment, the meeting, the get-together, the social event of the year, the wedding, the party, the sports event, the conference, the walk together, travel and holidays, holding the new baby, all these issues through which our identities have been formed, reconfirmed and enriched, have been on hold. Even touch, the most basic need for intimacy, has been compromised. All intimacy becomes cyber-intimacy. Orbach’s seminal work on bodies (2002) takes on further meaning. She wondered if we would be the last generation to have bodies that were familiar to us. She looked at how, although the body is observed with more intensity than ever before, it is also dematerialised. Coronavirus has added to 4this. The body is weak and can die but it is so powerful it can kill others, just by coughing. Will knife crime go down now that a cough can become a lethal weapon?

         How have we dealt with this? If we are lucky enough, we carry a sense of the future and how we expected it to be. We planned our finance, our holidays, our way of loving, living and dying. All of that is impacted on by the coronavirus and any plague. We have had to learn how to be separate from our children, our partners, our friends and family. We give birth in isolation and we die in isolation. We mourn in isolation.

         The impact of this experience will take years to monitor and understand. Harlow et al. (1965) shocked the world half a century ago with their research on touch and communication in primates. Using methods of ‘social distancing’ and maternal deprivation, Harlow provided infant monkeys with the choice of a wire mother who had a bottle of real milk, or a cloth mother who provided softness but no milk. Infant monkeys spent significantly more time with the cloth mother, using the ‘cold’ mother only for quick feeds. With a cloth mother present, the infant could face impingements, but without a cloth mother, the infant would show signs of fear. Coming as it did in the midst of the 1960s’ awareness of the needs of babies and children, this transformative paper aided major changes. Parents, who had been kept out of children’s hospitals, were now allowed to stay with their children. This change did not come out of the 5air. It was in 1952, influenced by the work of John Bowlby, a giant in the field, that James and Joyce Robertson produced the film A Two Year Old Goes To Hospital. This film showed the emotional deterioration in a small child through being kept in hospital without an attachment figure. James Robertson (1911–88) was a social worker and psychoanalyst based at the Tavistock Clinic and Institute and his wife, Joyce Robertson (1919–2013), was an honorary child psychotherapist who worked at the Anna Freud Centre from 1956 to 1963, when she joined her husband to work at the Tavistock Institute on ‘young children in brief separation’. Together they wrote books on the impact of separation (1971).

         None of this, of course, would have been possible without the crucial work of John Bowlby (1907–90), the father of attachment theory. John Bowlby was a psychologist, psychiatrist and psychoanalyst, and he used the skills from all those professions in building up his pioneering body of work. From 1950 to 1990, he continued to research and educate on the seminal importance of attachment and attachment patterns in our species and the corrosive impact of separation from the main caregiver (Bowlby 1950, 1953, 1969, 1973, 1979a, 1979b, 1980). From an early age he was aware of his own personal loss when his beloved Nanny left when he was four, as well as the toxic impact on him of British boarding school at the age of seven.

         Already by the start of the Second World War he became 6concerned that young delinquents had experienced separation from a primary attachment figure in their first few years. Our forensic services have failed to implement his understanding. Rioting in prisons that is currently caused by restrictions on visits in time of plague and war shows us, only too painfully, the impact of separation to men in ‘lockdown’ for years. Additionally, we have seen in our child psychotherapy work the fatherless boys who long to become criminals in order to eventually meet their fathers in prison, or to know the ‘home’ their fathers lived in, which kept their fathers away from them.

         If the giants in the field of touch and intimacy have worked so hard to help us understand the dangers of physical withdrawal, how will this be impacting on babies and toddlers who were infected or whose parents were infected? Will we see the three stages of protest, despair and detachment spread as quickly as the virus? How will this show in later life and how will this affect those whose homes are already unsafe or toxic?

         How will our own attachment patterns affect how we navigate through these experiences or help others to?

         Insecure attachments of avoidance and diffidence were needed to survive boarding school, being sent to the colonies and being in military service. Will our attachment patterns change now that such behaviours are admired and seen as needed? Since Covid-19, courageous individuals daring to name their non-binary sexuality publicly are no longer rewarded 7 in the same way in social media. When faced with a large threat, there is a fear of newness and accepting a widening of individual issues of identity. ‘Why can’t you be like Captain Tom?’ is the question. Captain (now Sir) Tom Moore is the British man who, to mark his 100th birthday in April 2020, walked up and down in front of his house, raising money for the National Health Service. He raised over £30 million in this quiet, thoughtful way.

         This book aims to provide information and ideas that will help us understand and address these questions. If we are secure enough in ourselves and our personal and professional identities, we will nevertheless still be facing major impingements in our lives. However, we will have an emotional compass to guide us. Whatever our personal psychological defences, they will have their gifts and their curses.

         If we have been unlucky in our history, we may have nearly always had an idea that disasters could happen at any time. Now we might feel our view has been accepted and the world is an even more pessimistic place.

         Pamela, a 45-year-old survivor of extreme abuse who also had to deal with cancer treatment, was more depressed than usual in a Facetime therapy session. ‘I always felt I was contaminating and therapy was the world that told me I was not. But now the whole world is agreeing I am contaminating and must be locked away.’8

         Others with a significant trauma history can feel relieved that the rest of the world is openly expressing feelings that they have always carried in private.

         Stefan, aged 36, commented, ‘I don’t feel mad at worrying every day about staying alive anymore. I can see that when faced with threat, normal people feel scared they will die, just like I do. And this time we are all feeling it at the same time.’

         Suddenly we share the need to protect the one thing that most people cherish above all else – our lives.

         EMOTIONAL FIRST AID BEFORE READING THE BOOK

         
	Acknowledge that these are different times and that stress is almost inevitable.

            	Acknowledge how much our lives have changed.

            	Acknowledge that with a plague or war, we are facing the possibility or reality of death for ourselves or our loved ones.

            	Acknowledge that with a plague or war, we face the fear of contaminating or being contaminated.

            	Acknowledge that the only certainty is uncertainty but that we can do our best to achieve the best goals.

            	Acknowledge that cyber-intimacy is now going 9to temporarily supplant physical intimacy.

            	Acknowledge that a percentage of those who have been unloved and deprived will not feel like protecting themselves or others.

            	Acknowledge that a percentage of those who have been unloved and deprived will want to feel immortal and immune to any danger.

            	Acknowledge gratitude for the freedom we have had to congregate, to shop, to walk and to visit for all the years up until now.

            	Acknowledge our need for physical movement, for affirmation of identity, for structured time.

            	Acknowledge the will for creativity and collaboration in much of the population.

         

The emotional maturity and creativity to deal with this new stage of national and local life will develop even more richly if we manage to openly acknowledge the difficulties posed first.

         The capacity to reflect, write diaries, go online, learn a new language, learn a new hobby, be creative, tidy up, find physical activities, self-regulate or reach out to others can increase in a time where we have more time. There is also the capacity, as my daughter reminded me, for those who have been overworked, slaves of time, to let go of fixed structures. Who are we? What 10affirms our personal and professional identity?

         The capacity to love is increased in a time where we are forced to realise the possibility of loss. At the same time, the increase in fear-driven violence is to be expected in those who cannot face this. Indeed, at this moment, calls to domestic abuse lines have dramatically risen and there are major concerns for vulnerable children and adults restricted to home where abuse occurs.

         The capacity to be grateful to time is enhanced when we know we may not have more time. There is gratitude to those whose work allows us to survive in difficult times: hospital staff, delivery drivers, farmers, shopkeepers, care workers. At the same time, there is the increase in anger and impatience in those who feel in terror for their lives.

         This means we need to find more ways, through technology, of providing physical and emotional support to those who require it.

         What applies to the parent at home with the small child at one level applies to all of us. In order to make an emotional space for a baby and small child, the parent at home has to let go of their emotional control slightly and be more open to earlier emotional states, to lend themselves to the needs of a young age. To manage this well, the parent needs a partner, or neighbours or friends and family to provide emotional support. It takes a village to bring up a child. In 11the current situation there may be no-one who can safely enter the home; no-one to hug the parent, pick up the baby and give the parent a rest. Many parents cannot safely take their baby out in a pram, or their toddler to a playground, because of local risks.

         The containment required through cyberspace and the creation of cyber villages is even more important at a time when trust in information and politics is low. Our regular television announcers, interviewers and newsreaders play a huge part here in containing us. For many of us, charging our phones and tablets is a crucial nightly containment ritual.

         Unlike the Black Death, leprosy or actual visible warfare, we see little of the dying if they are not in our families or part of our professional work. We see momentary images on television screens of ventilators and people struggling to breathe but those we pass with careful social distance can be invisible carriers. They can be going about their normal day with nothing telling them they are carriers, spreaders. Others experience the virus as an ordinary cold. It is the invisible war that is so anxiety-creating.

         Calling the NHS our frontline in this war carries a double-edged sword. Although our soldiers know their lives are in danger, they do not have the freedom to say no. In the words of Tennyson’s Charge of the Light Brigade ‘Theirs not to make reply, theirs not to reason why, theirs but to do 12and die’. However, doctors, nurses, ambulance drivers, bus drivers, shop assistants, refuse collectors, teachers etc., go to work to do their job and will not be hailed as a hero if they die. A strange dissociative game of Russian roulette began in which some considered it possible and acceptable for frontline workers to risk being killed doing their work. One of the issues this book examines, in Chapter 7, is the concept of moral injury where soldiers face committing acts that go against their whole moral compass. This is happening with our new civilian frontline.

         An honest admission from political leaders that mistakes were made in the shock of the pandemic would have been accepted. However, disavowal, distortion and disinformation can all be symptoms of trauma. It has been moving so far to slowly witness a respect for scientists and technology in the face of unsuccessful populism.

         Additionally, as such a plague has few barriers it means that everyone must face the reality of mortality.

         Accepting the fact that we are all mortal is something unbearable for our species. This virus therefore makes us have to look death in the eye and realise we are on borrowed time. For those of us involved in trauma-informed care it is a chance to enrich ourselves and be enriched by those around us.

         Plagues bring a chance to value other citizens whose 13contribution can be ignored at other times. Taxi drivers and bus drivers face worse mortality risks than doctors and nurses. What about shop assistants and teachers? This is a philosophical moment to consider the value of every human life. Those with limited life conditions, those with intellectual and physical disabilities, those who are old, those who are in care homes – what is our worth? How much is there a eugenics-like death wish visible in the undercurrent? How do we titrate the psychological impact of loss of earnings versus the danger of early death? This is a chance for a rethinking of social values. How much, as a society, do we accept the psychic murder and premature death of those who cannot manage?

         How we each reflect on these matters and contain ourselves is personal. Writing provides that space for me and here is a Covid poem I wrote.

         
            
               Dot was safeguarded at home

               Each morning her bruises opened

               Like purple flowers

            

            
               People have always

               Washed their hands of her

               *

               This is the way we wash our hands 14

            

            
               Wash our hands, wash our hands

               *

               ‘Poor little Coronavirus,’

               Explained the tired mother,

               Wiping her raw scrubbed hands,

               ‘He’s only looking for friends to join

               But they don’t want him’

            

            
               ‘Just like me’ says the child,

               ‘Can I play with him?’

               *

               Jayden kissed his knife goodbye

               Admired his face on its

               Polished steel

               He had a better weapon now

               Easier to use and easy to kill

            

            
               Put the knife back in the kitchen drawer

               Goodbye to blood and DNA

               Just a little cough, a little lethal cough

               No Old Bill to frisk it away

               *

               Alf joked he’d bagged

               A top university bird

               Because she had a PPE

               Social Distancing 15

            

            
               Self-Isolation

               He loved his new vocabulary

               (Much snappier, he thought,

               Than P and F and C)

               *

               Joe swaggered

               Down the middle of the road

               Pummelling his thin chest

               Like a miniature Tarzan

            

            
               Slow cars weaved fearfully around him

            

            
               ‘Go Jo’, shouts Tequila Tamsin

               ‘You’re King of the Road’

               *

               Ed jumped Trace in the kitchen

               ‘Now I’m shielding you’

               He jangled the door keys

               ‘Can’t wait for lockdown!

               What about a baby girl called

               Quarantina?’

               *

               Coughing Colin

               One foot in the coffin

               Has never felt such joy

               Wherever he goes 16

            

            
               People disappear

            

            
               ‘I wish I’d had this as a boy’

               *

               Clap hands for Mummy

               Talk to her on the phone

               She’s looking after Nanna

               In the old age home

               *

               Glorious Gabby

               The selfie queen

               Turns on the camera

               In order to be seen

            

            
               ‘I am no body’

               She cries to the condomised computer

               ‘I am nobody’

               *

               ‘I want to touch my fa-a-a-ace

               I want to touch my face’

               *

               ‘You said I could only have my tablet

               For one hour a day

               And now you want me to do school on it all day’

               Grumbled Ali

               * 17

            

            
               At midnight

               Our Covid Cinderella

               Walks to her hospital shift

               It is no ball

               She lacks a mask and gown

               *

               Mara the cleaner

               Scrubs the Care Home floors

               Sticky old crumbs of cake and jelly

            

            
               Around her

               Elegant politicians

               soft-soaping their words

               from the widescreen telly

               *

               Moira claps for the NHS

               Each time she has her bath

               ‘They helped me when I

               Got the clap’,

               She laughs

               *

               How orphaned the country feels

               How desolate it has been

               Needing the brave over-90s

               Captain Tom, Attenborough and the Queen

               * 18

            

            
               This is the way the world ends

               My love and I with a boiled egg and slice of toast

               And Waitrose unable to provide deliveries

               And the earth and sea and sun and stars

               And all the creatures therein

               Just carrying on effortlessly

               Without us

            

         

         Valerie Sinason, May 2020, ‘Bakings’, The Bakehouse Literary Magazine
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