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    Introduction




    This book is a work of non-fiction based on the recollections of James Green. Certain details in this story including names and addresses have been changed to protect the family’s privacy. The author has declared to the publishers that, except in such minor respects not affecting the substantial accuracy of the work, the contents of this book are true.


  




  

    Dedication




    I dedicate this book to my daughter




    


  




  

    Foreword




    By Rob Paxman




    With the assistance of a select few, I discovered something that positively and permanently worked for me, so I developed it into a process to help others and started a charity, ‘talking2minds’.




    I have known James for a number of years. In essence, although our stories are significantly different, the emotional journey is reminiscent of my own and many others that I have worked with at the charity.




    Our mind and body, in many cases, creates an emotional numbing or amnesia, of past events and even a compartmentalisation of memories in order to protect us in the now. Unfortunately, when this protection system fails, there is an overload and flooding of memories into the here and now, with which we can find huge difficulty suppressing. Generally, for many the memories flood back as nightmares and then night terrors, culminating in the vivid emotional dream experience invading our waking hours as flashbacks which join our already confused emotional state.




    In this book, James has openly expressed himself from the heart regarding his extraordinary unique childhood with all the lies secrets and twists. He has explained how everyone is receptive to mental health issues. James Green a sufferer himself offers solutions and advice to those who have and who live with mental disorders.




    James’s journey is a unique map that outlines his recovery from PTSD and depression back to living a satisfying life. A terrific read that can assist others to find their way through the fog to find their emotional peace.




    A cracking read and very honest!




    Rob Paxman


  




  

    Preface




    I wrote this book for good reason, even if you haven’t suffered from the mental disorders that I have mentioned in my book; you will have a better understanding of the people who do. Especially if it is prevalent in a family member or in a friend. I wanted to give you the reader, who might have mental health disorders, ‘hope’ and that you can work out your disorders and that life isn’t so hopeless as long as you persevere. Be truthful mainly to yourself, and especially to close friends and to family; so that they have a better understanding of you. It’s less stress for everyone concerned.




    I chose this topic as it is current nowadays and so many people don’t really understand the complexity of this subject matter, and I do know about this topic first hand. I experienced abuse as a child and with mental health issues as an adult. I want to inform the public that people who do have mental health issues don’t have to suffer in silence anymore.




    What had motivated me and had inspired me to write this book was that I know that most people will keep this quiet – hidden from their friends, primarily because of the shame and the embarrassment. I know this for a fact as I was one of those people. On the contrary I want to inform the public that these people are not weak and that they are not attention seeking individuals. Not at all.




    I believe that you the reader will find this book intriguing, whether you have mental disorders or not. I am using my personal story to convey an important message and that is that there are people out there including children who are suffering in silence.




    One of my aims about writing my personal story is to inform people that if you have been through anything similar in your life, please don’t give up on yourselves. Everyone has something to offer the world, including you, and especially to other people. Everybody has something hidden deep down inside that they can share, to help, to teach or to empower others. Everyone has that spark inside them, it’s just that they haven’t realised it yet. It’s been buried, covered up and forgotten about over the years. If we can sit still in quietness each day for an amount of time, it will surface, it will then become apparent to us. We will realise what it is that we really are supposed to do in our lives.




    I believe that we are all on a quest to complete a mission here on earth. Once we have realised what that is, everything will then fall into place like a jigsaw puzzle. I feel that I have discovered what it is that I’m destined to do now. I’ve had to experience and go through the trauma in my life first hand so that I could empower other people to find their true potential and to live a satisfying life. Through my writing and my public speaking, I truly believe that this is my niche, I feel strongly that this is what I should now be undertaking and once I do then I will be living an authentic life.
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    Chapter One
Disorientation




    “First they come in flashes, then they come in floods: Memories.”


    (Author unknown)




    I was on the Piccadilly line London underground with my wife and my daughter when I had a major panic attack. The anxiety that I was experiencing was horrendous, I had this overwhelming fear of imminent death. As panic and fear began to sink their heavy claws into me, only one thing mattered – I had to get off the train. Moving or not, I had to get off this train. I pulled at the train doors, I rattled the frame, I pushed at the windows. My wife and my seven-year-old daughter were terrified by the wave of panic that had washed over me as I fought with all my might to get off a train that was hurtling at forty miles per hour, thirty metres below the city of London. The train finally stopped at Piccadilly Circus station. I rushed out onto the platform panicking, looking for a way out away from the masses of people but when I looked at the signs which were in English, EXIT-WAY OUT – I could not understand them, which made me even more anxious. I was so confused and disorientated that I didn’t know where I was or why I was there. I remember looking at Marina my wife and my daughter Sarah and I could not understand why they were looking at me with such a shocked expression.




    I was desperately looking for a way out, my mind was in turmoil and my heart was thumping and beating so fast. All my senses were so heightened as though I was in direct danger from something but I didn’t know what. Then I noticed that people were walking up the steps, so I thought that this must be the way out. So, I frantically sprinted up the steps as quickly as I could pushing people out of the way until I finally got to the top.




    Once I reached outside I felt a slight sense of relief; however, I still didn’t feel safe. I went over to a bench nearby to sit down and to try and make sense of what was happening to me. Meanwhile, Marina and Sarah had caught up and they were staring at me with great concern. Sarah had tears in her eyes and my wife was shocked at what had just taken place. She asked me what the matter was and why I was acting so strange and erratic, but I just looked at her, wondering who this woman was and not really understanding what she was saying. It all sounded so confusing to me. I was wondering how this woman knew me, I didn’t recognize her, my own wife. But I sensed that she wasn’t going to do me any harm. Marina stood next to me and stroked my head gently with compassion to calm me down, with Sarah close to her side, gripping hold of her arm looking at me bewildered. Throughout this whole bizarre experience, I couldn’t speak, I don’t know why. Each time I desperately tried to say something, but nothing came out, as if I was verbally paralyzed.




    Eventually, after about fifteen minutes, I came to my senses and everything returned to some sort of normality. I hugged both of them and I assured them that everything was okay with me. Marina insisted that I go straight away to a hospital. She knew that I was a workaholic and that I had been working so hard prior to our holiday in London. She thought that I had definitely snapped and that I needed medical care. I was transfixed by the idea that our holiday in London was set to come to a very abrupt end if I couldn’t get my act together. I tried to put the pieces back together as quickly as I could. I was determined to make sure that we saw out our hard-earned trip in the best way we could. I convinced her that we should carry on with our holiday in London, and that as soon as we got back to Germany where we lived and worked that I would seek help. I had had incidents similar to this one prior to my coming to London, but I thought that it was due to too much stress with work, and that once I was on holiday that I would be all right. I had kept it a secret from my family and my friends that I had been having panic attacks so as not to worry them.




    I live in a sleepy quaint little German village surrounded by hills and forests. Most of the men who live in the village are farmers. It’s a tight-knit community, if anybody needed any help, there was no hesitation from the rest of the community to offer a lending hand. I feel relatively satisfied and safe here.




    Two weeks later after arriving back in Germany from our holiday in London I was checking into a clinic in Germany in a town called Neukirchen. Just before Marina, Sarah and I arrived there, many worrying thoughts were running through my mind. I kept thinking that the doctors and the nurses would pump me full of medication to keep me sedentary. Or that they would find something wrong with me and that they would have to keep me there indefinitely. I was hyping myself up into a state where I couldn’t concentrate on my driving; my wife had to take over and drive the last part of the journey to the clinic.




    When we eventually arrived, we proceeded to make our way to the reception desk. I was having extreme difficulty filling in the administration form. I couldn’t even write my name or my address …. I just couldn’t concentrate properly. My wife and my daughter looked at me in desperation. I noticed that seeing me in this state, was making Sarah feel uneasy. My wife took over the filling in of the form as she knew that it was too much for me to handle. I felt ashamed and I was embarrassed that she had to do this for me, I felt like a helpless child whose mother had to help him.




    Once we had finished with all the paperwork which the institution required, the nurse showed me to my room where I would be spending the next six weeks. My wife and my daughter helped me to bring some of my belongings to the room. I hugged Marina quite tightly and I felt the tears roll down my face, I didn’t want her to leave me here. I gave Sarah a big hug and we said our goodbyes with tears in our eyes. They left the room and once I had shut the door and I leaned back against the wall, I cried uncontrollably for what seemed like hours. I looked around the room, it wasn’t big, there was a single bed, a small wardrobe, a desk and a chair. The walls were painted a pastel colour of beige which was pleasant on the eyes. On the desk was a block of A4 paper and a pencil, to draw with. There was also a journal to write down anything. I had my own small bathroom with a shower and a toilet. My room was on the first floor and as I looked out of the window I could look down onto the grassed area where there was white garden furniture. I tried to turn the handle to swing the window open, so that I could let some fresh air into the room, but the window would only tilt inwards and could not swing open. Then I suddenly realised that it was probably meant to do this in case some of the patients decide to try and jump out.




    As a thirty-nine-year-old who had served in the Royal Engineers of the British Army I had never felt so lonely and so vulnerable like this before, not knowing what to expect at this clinic. I wasn’t in control and I wasn’t exactly sure what was wrong with me. It was scary to me, intimidating even. I felt like a small boy being abandoned by the only two people who I really trusted and loved, but of course, they knew that I needed help and that this was the right place to get it. And deep down I knew that too. My recovery must come first so that the two people who I love most in life didn’t come last. In London, that was my wake-up call. I couldn’t ignore that incident, not like the other ones I had had. One incident happened while I was watching a programme on television. I just started crying for no reason at all. Also, there were days where I had blackouts and I couldn’t remember things, losing concentration. I started to get angry over stuff for no real reason, but this incident in London really scared me.




    After unpacking my belongings, I stood in front of the window staring out in a trance-like state, not really looking at anything in particular. Then a knock at my bedroom door jolted me back into consciousness again.




    It was a nurse who had come to my room to hand me a timetable of all the therapy sessions that I was going to have in the time that I was going to spend at the clinic. There was a young guy with her who was going to give me an induction on where everything was at this institution; so that I would know exactly where to go for certain treatment sessions. That evening at six p.m. I made my way down the hallway to the dining hall where all the patients ate their meals. It was on the same floor as my room. I reached the dining hall and I sat down at the table designated for me, which I shared with another three people. I looked sheepishly around at all the tables where the other patients were busy eating their meals. However, I noticed one young girl, she must have been in her late twenties, sat picking at her food with a fork. It was quite apparent by seeing how extremely thin she was that she had an eating disorder. I remember thinking to myself; after all the events in my life, I’ve ended up here as the only Brit in a psychosomatic clinic surrounded by hectares of forest in the middle of Germany.




    For the next three weeks, one of the rules was that we were not allowed to use our mobile phones to contact our family or our friends. We were not allowed to use our computers regarding work; we couldn’t even watch television or listen to the radio. The reason for all of this was apparently so that the patients, in conjunction with the therapist, would be able to focus on our psychosomatic disorders and not be distracted by any external influences.




    Well, the next day was my first session to talk with a therapist. I introduced myself and the first thing that I said to her was, “I’m not sure why I’m here exactly, I feel out of place as I am not mentally ill like all these other people that are here.”




    “Mmm … of course you’re not,” replied the therapist with a slight nod of her head and a grin on her face. In this session, we just made small talk with one another to familiarise ourselves with one another.




    The following day as I told her of the incident that had occurred in London and a few more incidents leading up to that particular one, we both had to chuckle over the comment that I had made in my first session about how I wasn’t ill like the other people there. I had to start admitting to myself that there was something not right. I had been admitted to this clinic by my local doctor on the grounds of Burnout Syndrome that had occurred from my years of being a workaholic and a perfectionist. Over the next six weeks of therapy sessions at this institution, I would remember painful but also enjoyable experiences from my past, which I had apparently suppressed for many years. For quite some time I had been getting flashbacks from my past, and I was trying to deal with them in my own way. Also, I knew that sometimes, I used to react to what some people used to say to me, and I knew that it wasn’t right how I had snapped at them. I could feel that they had trigged something in me.




    Well, this is my story …




    It was a sunny May morning at about nine a.m. when I made my way across from the building where I was accommodated to the building where my therapist had her office. The buildings were situated in what I would call a small park, with grassed areas, flowers, bushes and all of this was surrounded by a vast forest.




    This would be my third session with her and she had told me the last time when I had seen her that this time she wanted me to tell her a little bit about myself and about England, from the earliest age that I could remember. So, the last two times that I had spoken to her, I had sat in a chair a short distance from her only this time she had asked me if I would like to lie down on the sofa while I talked.




    I said, “No I’m okay sitting thanks.” I was still partly in denial that there was anything wrong with me and I thought that I didn’t need to lie down like the ill people.




    I asked her if I could start off at the year when I was born to give her a little bit of background information about my parents and then lead up from there to experiences of what I could start to remember? She nodded, and I started to explain.




    In 1959 I was born in a town called Ipswich in the east of England, surrounded by lovely countryside. My father Edward who was a cabinet maker by trade was about a hundred and seventy centimetres tall, slim built with slicked back black hair. He had met my mother Eileen in 1954. She was from London, and she was an attractive lady with long shoulder length black hair and quite petite. My father had been in the Royal Air Force stationed in Egypt. They had met one time in London when he was on leave from Egypt. When he returned to Egypt they kept in contact by writing letters. A year later he had finished his two-year contract with the Royal Airforce and he returned to London to marry my mother. After a short period of living together in London, they moved to Ipswich. It seemed like they were quite happy living and working in Ipswich, and it wasn’t long before my sister Ann was born in 1960, then my second sister Heather was born in 1961.




    Things seemed to be moving along nicely for the next few years. I must have been about the age of six or seven and I could recall my hearing the Beatles on the radio and my watching the Rolling Stones on television, but in black and white as they didn’t have colour television then. I remembered that we were living at seven Ashcroft Lane and I had to go to a school called Clifford Elementary school, just around the corner from where we were living.




    One day, on my way home from school, I was walking past the back gardens of the houses and I could see bed sheets pegged on the clothes lines drying in the soft warm breeze. As I looked up I saw just a few clouds in the light blue sky. It seemed so tranquil, with just the odd car going by on the main road, it was all so peaceful.




    Once I reached home I opened the front door to see my mother sitting on the stairs in front of me crying inconsolably. I timidly walked towards the stairs and I sat down beside her. I asked her what was wrong. She didn’t answer me. It made me feel so sorry for her. I felt so helpless that I couldn’t do anything to console her. I just sat next to her, hoping that my being there gave her the feeling that she wasn’t alone. After a short while, she managed to compose herself slightly, and in-between her bouts of sobbing, she reassured me that all was fine, and that she would soon be okay. But looking back on that situation knowing what I know now, I realised that she was frustrated and that she was not satisfied with how her life was unfolding.




    I started bedwetting practically every night as the situation with my parents got more intense as time went on. This caused more arguments with them regarding me. I felt so guilty that I was constantly doing this almost every night in my sleep, but I couldn’t stop it. The constant arguing which I heard between them made me feel unsafe and insecure.




    Around the same time period, one day, my mother came to the school to pick me up. She usually only did this, so that she could then go on to one of her friends, and she could drop my sisters and me off while she went off somewhere else for a few hours. Anyway, my teacher called my mother into the classroom to speak to her. That day all the children had to draw a picture in art class and all I had drawn were black lines about ten centimetres long, with a pencil, all over the paper. She felt that I was very disturbed about something happening at home; not just because of the marks that I had drawn on the paper, but because she had noticed that I was becoming more and more withdrawn. While they were talking in the classroom I had to sit out in the hallway and I had to wait for them to finish. I could faintly hear them even though the door was closed, but as all the other pupils had already gone off home there was a stony silence in the hallway. That evening I could hear my parents discussing the issue regarding me, but they hadn’t once spoken to me about it.




    As time went on my mother kept breaking up with my father for short stints at a time, and each time she took me to London to stay with relatives where I had to enrol in the local school every time. Then after a certain amount of time, she would return to my father in Ipswich again and this procedure would be repeated over and over again. Each time when my mum and I came back from London we would move to a different house. This occurred three times from what I can recollect, and that meant three different schools before I eventually ended up at Clifford Elementary School as number four.




    This was very stressful for me, my not really having a sense of belonging and no permanent friends. Each time that I had changed schools I was reluctant to make new friends again as I didn’t want to experience the heart-rending feeling when I had to eventually leave them behind, when I would have to move again. By doing this I became even lonelier. Feeling lonely is not being alone, it’s the feeling that nobody cares.




    While my mother and I were staying in London I overheard my uncle Alan, her brother, talking about me. He was a tall man with a deep voice and he was quite assertive. I heard him always telling my mother how I should grow up and stop being a cry baby. I’m too timid that I should be more outgoing and assertive. I’m always afraid of everything, I needed to toughen up. Of course, constantly hearing this put my confidence and my self-esteem right down. This stuck in my head for many years, I knew that what he was saying was true, but I couldn’t help it. With the continuous uncertainty, all the time of going to different schools and living with different people in unfamiliar places made me like this. My parents were always arguing about money and a multitude of other things made me fearful all the time. This made me highly sensitive to everything. It was as if I was in survival mode twenty-four hours a day. What also bothered me was that I never knew where my sisters were staying when my mother took me to London each time.




    In 1966, my third sister Susan was born. We were living at seven Ashcroft Lane at the time. My mother and my father were debating about breaking up completely now, or making a new start together in Australia or Canada. This was the last resort to salvage their marriage; to give it one last chance and try to work it out. We had relatives in both countries who would be able to assist us in getting there. My uncle David who was my mother’s twin brother, lived in Australia, and my mother’s cousin Robert lived in Canada. I thought at the time, that perhaps everything would get better then. My parents would stop arguing and being angry with one another. I imagined them being happy living in this other country that we would be moving to. At around this time, I even stopped my bedwetting. The deciding factor for my parents in choosing Canada was that Robert’s brother was in the process of emigrating to Canada from England, with his family. I believe that my parents must have thought, that if they were brave enough to take the risk and to take the plunge to move to Canada, then we are going too. I remembered saying to myself just before we emigrated to Canada – when I’m living in Canada I want to become strong and confident; not weak and scared all the time like I am in England. I have to make sure that I do this.




    “Do you mind if I have a few minutes break?” I asked.




    “Of course not, take your time there is no rush,” my therapist replied.




    I felt a little strange explaining all this information about me and my family to her, but I knew deep down that I had to do it if she was going to help me to get better. I had never spoken about this to anyone before, except my wife. So, I got up out of my chair and I took a big deep breath and I walked over to the window. As I looked out of the window for a brief moment, I calibrated my thoughts. After a few minutes, I sat down and I carried on.




    




    


  




  

    Chapter Two 
Broken Stability




    “To the children we were and the adults we become.”


    (Author unknown)




    In the winter of 1967, my parents sold their house in England and we made the arrangements to emigrate to Canada. It was the first time that any of us except for my father, had been on an aeroplane, so we all had a smidgen of trepidation. It was an eight-hour flight. Once we were up at thirty-thousand feet, and we looked out of the window we could see the white cotton-wool-like clouds below us and the deep blue sky around us. It felt so peaceful and it gave me an impression of infinite freedom. In January 1968 in the evening we landed at London Airport in Canada, it was dark, cold and snowing. I remember when we were at the airport I could see that my mother had Susan in her arms and my other two sisters were standing next to her with luggage all around them. My father met the man who was arranged to meet us there. My father and the man talked for a short time, and then they started to head towards the washroom and toilets. I grabbed my father’s hand not wanting to be left behind. When we entered the washroom they both scurried into one of the cubicles with me right behind them. They closed and locked the door and then I heard the man whisper something to my dad. Next, I saw my father take the return flight tickets out of a brown envelope, tear them up and flush them down the toilet. At the time I knew that something wasn’t right, but I couldn’t comprehend exactly what. Obviously now I know that the whole immigration thing wasn’t kosher; that it was all a bit secretive and mysterious.




    After the suspicious liaison, my family and I were driven to a motel with all our belongings by my mother’s cousin Robert, who had eventually made it to the airport to pick us up despite an unforgiving snowstorm. We were all so tired when we reached the motel; my parent’s priority was to get us kids ready for bed as quickly as possible.




    Over the next weeks, my mother, my sisters and I stayed in this motel while my father went out to find a suitable apartment for us to live in and to inquire about work. We lived there for a short while and I remember vividly my first school in Canada. I had difficulty understanding the children there because of their Canadian accents and some words in English were not the same in Canadian. For example, sweets were called candy in Canada, and trousers were called pants. Also, teatime, our evening meal in England was called supper in Canada. Anyway, there were many different words for me to become accustomed to. Even the food was different in Canada from what I was used to. For example, I ate hamburgers and hot dogs which I didn’t eat in England. I used to eat a lot of porridge before in England and in Canada when I mentioned this to the other children they all looked at me as if I was nuts.




    I also recollect a time at the motel where my dad and I had to go out to the grocery store to buy groceries and milk. My father used to carry these brown paper shopping bags full of food and I had to carry this one-gallon plastic container of milk. It seemed so heavy to me, the red plastic carrying handle was quite thin and it used to cut into my hand. We had to trudge through very deep snow back to the motel where we were living. The reason why this stuck in my mind is because I could never forget the first few months of us living in Canada. It was due to the vast amount of snow there and how bitterly cold it was with such a sense of isolation and loneliness.




    It wasn’t long before we relocated to a town called Hamilton where we moved into an apartment and my father had managed to find work. Of course, I had another school to get adjusted to and to try and make new friends again. The schooling was strange to me as it was not what I was used to in England. One thing was that it was compulsory to wear school uniforms in England and in Canada it wasn’t. One concerned teacher observed that my sisters and I did not wear the appropriate winter clothing for the harsh Canadian winters. She took my sisters and myself to the schools ‘lost and found’, to kit us out with winter jackets and boots. My parents didn’t have the money. They had sold their house in England to pay off the mortgage. The rest of the money paid for the flight tickets and to keep us in food and accommodation in Canada for the initial start.




    There were days where I went to school but I did not go in. I just walked around outside until the school bell rang to indicate that school lessons had finished. That was my cue to make my way home. I was so glad to hear that bell ring each time as I was so cold from being outside all those hours in the bitterly cold Canadian winter conditions. However, my parents received a letter from the school asking for the reason why I hadn’t been attending school. My parents sat me down and asked me why I hadn’t been going to school, and what was wrong?




    I said, “I don’t enjoy it here, it’s too cold in this country. I am always lonely, and I don’t sometimes understand what they are teaching.”




    To my surprise, my parents were quite understanding by my response. They sympathized with me, which surprised me as they had never done that before. This was a major thing as this was the only time that I could remember them showing any concern for me. I felt a twinge of happiness and I thought at that moment that things might just get better between my parents. I recall this instance so well as they were not angry with me. In fact, there was a sort of calmness, and there was no blaming it on anyone. It was uncommon for me to experience this. The next day my dad walked with me to school; not that he didn’t trust me, but I felt that he wanted me not to feel lonely and that he cared. On the way, he explained that he understood me. He let me know that he wasn’t enjoying his work but that it wouldn’t be like that all the time. He managed to get part-time work on a building site erecting the wooden structure for the walls of a house. We would just have to be patient. We had to spend at least two years there to give Canada a chance before we thought of giving up. He said that there were a lot of things that I didn’t understand then, but that when I was older that I would then. The way that he spoke that morning really comforted me. From the tone of his voice, I felt that he had empathy. I had the feeling that if he was able to, that he would have packed everything up and gone back to England the next day with all of us.




    By then, Robert’s brother had arrived with his wife and their three children, from London. Their new home was in a town called Saint Catharine’s. We relocated down to Saint Catharine’s shortly after they had settled in. We moved into a block of apartments called ‘Glendale Apartments’, not far from where they were living. Again, a different school called Burleigh Hill, this was the seventh school to adjust and to adapt to.




    At all the schools most of the children used to tease me about my British accent, but I didn’t mind too much as some of them thought that it was cool. It was a little bit strange to play Canadian sports instead of British ones. For instance playing ice hockey, baseball and American football, instead of playing cricket or what the Canadians call soccer. While we were living in the block of apartments my parents had bought me a new red bike. I was so happy that they did this for me as I was aware that they didn’t have enough money for an unnecessary item like that. That was a time when I felt that they were genuinely concerned about my happiness.




    After a short time, my parents started to argue again. Things weren’t getting better and my mother started to meet with a woman tenant living on the first floor. She was a short woman with shoulder length blonde hair. We lived on the fifth floor of the apartment block that had six levels. My mother used to visit the woman on the first floor to secretly plan on how she could leave my father to live with a man called Dean Sawyer in Niagara Falls. The woman had arranged for my mother to go and live with this man Dean. My sisters and I were sitting on the floor playing with some toys and hearing this made me feel quite uneasy, not understanding as to why my mother was being so deceitful towards my father. Why would she discuss such a devious matter in front of her own children? It was as though we were just objects in the room. Didn’t she realize that my hearing this would deprive me of the last small piece of my inner stability that my father provided for me?



