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This book is the result of years of research, reflection, and a commitment to telling Tom’s story with honesty and empathy. While every effort has been made to remain true to the lived experience of those affected by severe mental illness and dissociation, some events and characters have been reconstructed from available evidence, and certain details have been altered to protect privacy. My hope is that this story will foster understanding, challenge assumptions, and offer comfort to those who recognise themselves within its pages. Thank you for joining me on this journey.

Most people, I suspect, tend to skip over the notes at the beginning or end of a book. But before you turn the page, I ask you to pause and consider this:

Imagine you’re back at school. You’re handed a test with twenty questions and told you have an hour to complete it. No further instructions. Some students race through, answering every question, confident in their approach. Others panic, managing only half. A few, perhaps only one or two, answer just the first and last questions, only to be mocked by their peers for doing so little.

But when the hour is up, the teacher reveals the twist. The only instruction that mattered was to write your name at the top, sign the paper, and wait. Those who rushed ahead, assuming they knew what was required, missed the point entirely. The winners were those who paused, read carefully, and questioned their assumptions.

The lesson is simple, but profound, context matters. The answers we seek, and the judgments we make, are often shaped by what we assume to be true. Most of the time, our assumptions are wrong. What we see first, or what we think we know, rarely tells the whole story. It’s not safe to believe that just because something has always been done a certain way, it’s the right way for every situation.

As you begin this book, I invite you to read with that same care. Set aside what you think you know. Imagine, just for a moment, what it might be like to live a life shaped by experiences and challenges you may never have faced. This story is not unique in the world, but it is unique in its perspective. It asks you to look beyond the obvious, to question your assumptions, and to find empathy for a journey that may be very different from your own.

The Questions, Comments, and Judgments of the Self

What’s the point? You’ll be fine. It’s just a phase. Others have it worse. Buck up. Get a grip. You’re lazy. It’s your fault. Things will get better. Keep your chin up. What have you got to be depressed about? You’ve got money, so deal with it. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Get a job. Change your job if you’re unhappy. What have you done all day—nothing? Exercise is the answer. If someone in a wheelchair can climb a mountain, surely you can cross the door? You’re not worth it, are you? Looking for a free ride? There’s no such thing.

You get what you deserve. What did you expect? Born with a silver spoon. It’s where you belong. Just a typical man. You were supposed to amount to nothing, and here you are. There are services you can access. Just another statistic. A feeble excuse for a person. If you couldn’t afford it, why buy it? Stop spending money you don’t have. Plan it. Budget it. Don’t deviate. Talk to someone. Get help. Lazy.

Go for a drive. Move house. Talk to me. What’s the cause of how you feel? What motivates you? Call me anytime. How long has this been going on? Have you tried? Do this, do that. Write it down. Keep a journal. Do you eat enough? Maybe it’s your diet. Medication is the key. Medication isn’t the answer. You’re at high risk. It works for most people. It’s illegal, but you know. I know someone who can help. You won’t get addicted. I’ll be with you always. It can affect the minority, but you’re not one of them. You’re just like your father. Just like your mother. Did you know your grandmother suffered? Support network? Can you talk to your family? Why can’t you? When did you last see them? Who is your family? Where are they?

The Answers and Comments

There is no point. How do you know that? Of course, it’s a phase! I know people have it worse than me—that’s why I say nothing. Never taken seriously, another reason I say nothing. That’s what I’ll do. It’s that easy, you’re right. No, I’m not. Probably. No, they won’t. Trying to! What do I have to be depressed about? It’s mad. I’m trying. I did have one, it didn’t work out. I did, and it went wrong. I got out of bed, fed the animals, then went back to bed. Sounds easy. I’ll do that... tomorrow. The man didn’t get up the mountain without a team behind him. Probably not, you’re right. Never thought there was. I’ve never found one. No doubt. Nothing. I don’t think so. No one belongs here. Probably. At least I became what people thought I would! Is there? Where? One of many. If you say so. I just did. I don’t know why. I know that. Simple! To whom? Where from? Okay, you win. I am. I’d love to, but I can’t. Move where? You never listen. I wish I knew. I don’t know. Of course, I will! Too long. Everything. Done it all. Okay! No. Okay. Look at me, what do you think? Whatever’s there. Suppose that might be true. I have tried. Of course, I have! It won’t work. Of course, I do! Okay, worth a try! What is? So they say. And again, so they say. How do you know I’m a substantial risk? Am I just the same as all the rest? What is it? I know. Who are they? How do you know that? Will you? I’ve heard that, but how do you know that? I was positive, but now I don’t care. How much does it cost? Honestly? Is that what you did? Can’t afford it? Heard that before. What are you trying to say? What is that? Who are they? They never listen. Goodness knows when, maybe the other day! The usual lot. They are local, I suppose. Always. For a while and all the time, but I’ll be fine. I like my own company. No (yes). No (Yes). No. I can’t remember off-hand. Again, yes, but I can’t think of it off-hand. I can’t remember. I don’t know.

The Truth

The internal dialogue and ambiguous questions that plague a person struggling with severe and enduring mental illness only compound the difficulty they face. The inquiries and comments from others, often well intentioned, can inadvertently complicate matters. When posed by those unfamiliar with the depths of an individual's experience, these questions can be dismissive, or arise from a desire to avoid becoming involved.

Put-downs and neglect, masquerading as tough love, can become a form of self-stigmatisation, making an already challenging experience even harder. Such comments can dissuade a person from seeking support, especially when followed by a dismissive attitude, a clear signal that the listener has no real interest in understanding. The negative beliefs a person may already hold about themselves are then amplified.

Even positive comments “things will get better,”can carry a double edge, sometimes deepening the sense of isolation. When someone struggling feigns agreement, the supporter may feel they’ve done their part, even if the help offered is superficial at best.

Privilege and Misconceptions

Severe and enduring mental illness often draws ignorant comments from those who lack insight or understanding. There’s a common misconception that if someone has resources, they can’t possibly be suffering. This logic is as flawed as saying, “You won’t get cancer; you don’t smoke.” Such assumptions oversimplify the complex nature of mental illness.

Whether employed or unemployed, the internal struggle remains—a relentless battle for self-validation, where external judgments only reinforce what the person already knows about their own mental state.

Motivation and the Challenge of “Getting Help”

“Get moving,” people say. It sounds simple, but motivation isn’t always there when needed. Sometimes, it arrives at the wrong moment, and vanishes just as quickly. Getting help isn’t as straightforward as it seems.

Have you ever told someone to “get a grip,” or that “others have it worse”? Have you ever dismissed someone’s struggle, thinking help is just a phone call away?

How did reading all this make you feel? Did you truly read it, or did you skim past, as so many do with the struggles of others?

Imagine all this and more, going through the mind of someone whose days are shaped by these questions, judgments, and the constant search for meaning.

Dissociative Identity Disorder

Psychological response to traumas suffered in a specific time window in early childhood. The person will have at least two distinctive personality states, which, in some countries and their cultures, a person being ‘possessed.’ In addition, there must be the presence of reoccurring periods of amnesia (aka. recurrent lapses), which go beyond the ordinary of forgetting.

The final criterion is the symptoms cause ‘distress and /or impaired functioning’ in at least one area of life and state in which no other condition provides a better explanation for symptoms.

Dissociative Identity Disorder Signs, Symptoms and DSM 5 diagnostic criteria (traumadissociation.com) [01/03/2023]. 



Introduction

Welcome to the second book in the Fractured Soul series. This volume continues the story of Ian Anderson and expands on the life and identity of Tom Shaw. Told as directly and honestly as possible through Tom’s own voice, the narrative presents events, reflections, and experiences as Tom remembers, feels, and understands them, often imperfectly, sometimes painfully, and occasionally with profound clarity.

Fractured Soul II is a powerful, multi-layered literary novel that explores the fractured identity and enduring trauma of Tom Shaw, a man living with severe mental illness and dissociative identity disorder. The story weaves together Tom’s raw, honest, and often fragmented voice with reconstructed accounts from clinical records, the perspectives of his psychiatrist Dr Emily Smyth, and the voices of those who shaped his life.

The journey opens in 2023, with Tom in a psychiatric ward, his memories and sense of self, blurred by decades of institutionalisation and abuse. Through music therapy and a long-awaited reunion with Dr Smyth, Tom begins to confront the gaps in his memory and the alters that have both protected and endangered him since childhood. The narrative shifts between Tom’s present-day experiences, his harrowing childhood under the control of his abusive mother Coria, and the events of 1987, when a failed intervention left Tom adrift and his sister Anna estranged.

As Tom’s story unfolds, the reader is drawn into a world of institutional failure, family secrets, and the relentless search for meaning and safety. The novel does not shy away from the realities of mental illness, suicide, and the limitations of the healthcare system, but it also offers moments of hope, resilience, and unexpected connection. The arrival of a mysterious package, containing notebooks, letters, and a final message from Anna, forces Dr Smyth to confront her own regrets and the unfinished business of Tom’s life.

Fractured Soul II is a meditation on memory, identity, and the possibility of healing. It asks readers to question their assumptions, to sit with uncertainty, and to find empathy for those whose lives are shaped by experiences they may never fully understand.

However, as with any life shaped by severe trauma and dissociation, there are gaps. There are moments where memory falters, where time collapses, or where Tom himself is absent from his own narrative. In these places, the story cannot be told solely in Tom’s voice, because it no longer exists in a form that can be reliably accessed. In those instances, I step in as author, not as an all-knowing narrator, but as a careful witness. The sections written from outside Tom’s perspective are constructed from the evidence available: contemporaneous notes, letters, clinical records, recorded conversations, observed behaviour, and accounts left behind by those present at key moments in his life. These passages are necessarily sparse and deliberately restrained. Where certainty ends, informed assumption begins.

Any assumptions made are not arbitrary. They are grounded in the available evidence, shaped by patterns that repeat throughout Tom’s life, and informed by what can reasonably be inferred from the fragments left behind. Even so, these moments remain interpretations, not declarations of absolute truth. Where facts cannot be known with certainty, this book does not pretend otherwise.

This dual approach, Tom’s narrative alongside carefully reconstructed third-person gaps, reflects the fractured nature of the story itself. The structure of this book mirrors the reality it seeks to describe. A life experienced from the inside, interrupted by absences, contradictions, and unresolved questions. Fractured Soul II does not seek to provide neat answers or a single, definitive version of events. Instead, it asks the reader to sit with uncertainty, to recognise the difference between truth, memory, and perception, and to understand that sometimes the most honest account is one that openly acknowledges what cannot be fully known.

As you read, you may find yourself moving between voices, perspectives, and levels of certainty. This is intentional. It reflects Tom’s lived experience and the limitations faced when trying to reconstruct a life that, for long periods, was lived out of reach, even from itself.

The Last Letter

Dear Ian, 

Time, as always, has slipped by, leaving us with memories, regrets, and the distance between what was and what might have been. After all these years, I find myself yearning not just for answers, but for a sense of wholeness. The time has come for us to meet, face-to-face, not as adversaries, but as parts of the same story, longing to be understood.

I remember walking into The Woods on my twelfth birthday in 1977. I don’t remember how I found my way out. What I do remember is everything that followed, fragmented, uncertain, but ours all the same.

Perhaps now, together, we can find a way to make peace with our past, and with each other.

With hope for reconciliation,

Tom
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2023; Music Therapy Room

The piano keys are pressed with a care that borders on desperation, each note floating in the air, fragile, searching. The pianist’s fingers move with a precision that betrays a need for control, for order in a world that rarely offers it. The melody begins softly, almost tentatively, then gathers pace, drawing the listener along a path whose destination is known only to the one playing. The music rises and falls, promising resolution, but never quite delivering. The listener is left suspended, yearning, denied the comfort of arrival.

A solitary violin enters, its voice slicing through the haze. It does not intrude, but rather entwines itself with the piano, the two instruments circling each other—sometimes harmonious, sometimes at odds. The violin’s notes lift the listener further from reality, into a space where thought and feeling blur. Yet even here, the music refuses to offer escape. The violin’s tone sharpens, echoing the sting of old reprimands, the way a child is chastised for breaking the rules. This is not music for easy comfort. This is music that demands patience, that withholds relief.

The piano returns, gentle and insistent, like a memory of safety. It soothes, but only for a moment. Calmness settles, but it is the calm of exhaustion, not of peace. The listener’s breathing slows, the world narrows to the sound of the keys. For a fleeting moment, anxieties fade, replaced by a fragile sense of order.

But the reprieve is brief. The violin strikes again, sharp, discordant, reminding the listener that calm is always temporary, that chaos is never far away. The music becomes a struggle, a negotiation between comfort and threat, between longing and fear. The pianist guides the listener back, but the route is never straight, never certain.

In this space, happiness and sadness coexist. The music insists that sadness is not an intruder, but a necessary companion. Without it, contentment would be hollow. The notes linger, bittersweet, as the listener realises that the journey was never about escape, but about learning to endure.

As the final notes fade, the listener is left changed, calmer, perhaps, but also unsettled. The world outside the music room feels different, less threatening for now, but the sense of unease remains, just beneath the surface.

#
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‘How is he doing today?’

‘Seems to be much calmer this morning.’

‘Who do we have?’

‘Tom, we think.’

‘Not Ian?’

‘No.’

‘Since when?’

‘Yesterday.’

‘What happened yesterday?’

‘We are not too sure, but he has changed.’

‘What does the CCTV tell us?’

‘Inconclusive so far.’

‘Keep at it. Something must be driving the change.’

‘Have you completed the tapes?’

‘Almost.’

‘What’s left to listen to?’

‘Not much. I had to listen repeatedly to the section where he talks about the right time to finally meet face to face.’

‘What do you make of that?’

‘First thoughts were, was this finally the verge of integration?’

‘And?’

‘Like so many things with him, I can’t be sure.’

‘You have time with him tomorrow?’

‘I know.’

‘How do you think he is going to be with you?’

‘That, I have no idea,’ she said, pausing. ‘I hope one of them recognises me for who I am and what I am, not what they have decided who and what I am.’

‘We know that Ian is the dominant alter and the one that is almost ever-present and silent all at the same time.’

‘Yes.’

‘We also know that with some accuracy that Tom is hardly ever present. He has been present recently, but not for long.’

‘I read that he was able to come through and yet when approached, was soon dragged back. When I saw the CCTV footage, it all made sense as if I had been sitting in a cinema watching it in a movie.’

‘You wouldn’t believe it or think “typical Hollywood.”’

‘Yeah, something like that.’

‘If this latest letter is accurate, then it reads that some kind of integration is possibly about to happen?’

‘What else could be meant?’

‘That’s the very thing. After all this time, we still don’t know how this thing will go. We know where we want to go, just not sure we will arrive.’

‘The great and good things humans can achieve are always overshadowed by the things we humans put other humans through. Whence at one point, the population would be oblivious to such horrors, only exposed to the likes in movies, are now exposed to the real world surrounding us. Is that a good thing or a bad thing? It’s well over my head, to say. What I can say is that...’

‘We owe it to the damaged to help them whether they are the victim or the perpetrator. They are all victims no matter which side of the fence they sit on.’

‘Nature versus Nurture.’

‘Nature versus Nurture.’

‘How are you coping?’ the doctor asked.

‘It’s very surreal, to be honest,’ replied Sister Ingles.

‘How so?’

‘It was 1987 when I last saw that man, as did you,’ said Sister Ingles. ‘But the thing is, although visually it is the same person, and yet it’s not. Although the body of 1987 is right there, the soul, the person there, is not the same. He doesn’t know who I am in relation to 1987. He has no memory of us meeting each other here in this ward. You know he doesn’t remember, but I remember the body, not the current man.’

‘I know what you mean, Mary,’ the doctor said, placing a comforting hand on the nurse’s shoulder. ‘I, on the other hand, know the man playing that piano only from our last arranged appointment in my office in 1986/87 before we were introduced properly to Ian Anderson.’
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1987; The Arrival

The dilapidated Volvo estate wheezed to a halt outside the hotel, its engine ticking in protest. I squinted through the windscreen, taking in my new surroundings. A riot of colour greeted me. Flowers spilling from baskets hung along the cladding, each one meticulously tended, their vibrancy at odds with the tired brickwork behind them.

The hotel itself seemed to yearn for a bygone era, its architecture straining for colonial grandeur. For some, it might conjure nostalgia, a fiction of happier, simpler times. But the illusion faltered with gilmices  modern brick and mortar betrayed the façade, the sides and rear of the building exposing the truth beneath the surface. A staircase led up to a porch, two benches set out as if inviting residents to escape the sun, or perhaps, the world.

The oversized front door swung open, briefly revealing the dim lobby before a woman emerged. She was wrapped in a long black coat, collar pulled high against the wind. I watched as she descended the six steps, pausing at the bottom with a sigh that seemed to carry the weight of her day. She didn’t look in my direction, though I half-expected her to, before striding towards a sheltered bus stop at the edge of the hotel grounds.

Within minutes, a double-decker bus lumbered up the main road, belching diesel fumes that seeped into the Volvo’s vents before I could react. A sense of unease settled over me. The woman reappeared from the shelter just as the bus doors opened. She glanced over her right shoulder, a ritual I recognised, though I couldn’t place why, then boarded, gripping the handrail. The doors closed, and the bus pulled away, vanishing down the empty road, leaving behind only the faintest trace of exhaust.

I took a final look up and down the street before opening the car door. The hinges screamed in protest, metal grinding on metal. A rush of cold air hit me, sharper than I’d anticipated for such a bright day. A stray newspaper, caught by the wind, fluttered around the car before escaping through the open door. I watched it go, expressionless.

Outside, I slammed the door shut with a well honed motion, counting to three, pushing and lifting at once. Rust flakes fell onto my shoes, which I brushed away with a flick. From a window to the left of the entrance, a small boy watched me, his eyes wide and curious.

#
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‘Come away from the window, Charlie,’ his mother said, tapping him on the shoulder.

‘Someone new has arrived,’ Charlie replied, turning to her. ‘He looks like he could do with a new car. His is all rusty and squeaky.’

His mother ushered him away, stealing a quick glance at whatever had caught his attention. At the same moment, I closed the boot with a dull thud.

‘Do you think he’ll be here for long, mummy?’

‘I’m not sure, honey. But remember the rules,’ she said, crouching to his level. ‘We keep ourselves to ourselves. No drawing attention.’

‘Of course, mummy. No attention to us,’ Charlie replied, his mother’s smile fixed and unwavering.

#
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Inside, I approached the reception desk. The young woman behind it wore a pink woollen jumper, a badge pinned to her chest, Mandy, Here to Help. She looked up from her reading, meeting my gaze as if she’d only just noticed my arrival.

‘Good morning, sir,’ Mandy greeted me, her smile warm and rehearsed. ‘How can I help you?’ Before I could answer, she continued, ‘Have you a room booked with us today?’

‘Yes and no,’ I replied. ‘Yes, you can help me. No, I haven’t got a reservation. I’m looking for a room for a few days, if possible.’

‘Let me check, sir,’ Mandy said, pretending to consult her register, though I could tell she already knew there was a vacancy. ‘You’re in luck. We have one single room available, if that would suit you.’

‘That will be fine, thank you.’

‘I just need a few details, if that’s all right,’ she said, more of a statement than question. ‘Just formalities, you understand.’

‘Of course,’ I replied, fumbling for my wallet.

‘I’m sorry, sir, I forgot to mention the price of the room.’
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