Julie’s story

Beginning

I started off as an outpatient and I went from one clinic to another. I was transferred first of all to a woman psychiatrist who treated me like shit. I bumped into her in the street and she pretended she didn’t know me, and then the next week she wanted to carry on like I was a human being again. Bizarre. At the next clinic I was seen by a woman called Dr Lynn Dyer. I’ll never forget it because when I got into the room the woman was over 20 stone and quite a lot shorter than me, very round and very angry looking, and I got these hideous fits of giggles, I couldn’t stop. I took one look at her and thought, ‘”well you’re not fucking going to be able to help me, love, if I’m in here with an eating disorder – we’re in this together in a big way.’ And she said, ‘What are you laughing at?’ and I said ‘You,’ which was awful, but that was where I was at and I couldn’t stop laughing to tell her why. So she wrote me down for barking mad, she was just upset I think. She said that she couldn’t work with me and she referred me on to another bloke, a psychiatrist, who thought I was a right prat. And he said he couldn’t work with me and passed me on to some professor at yet another hospital, and then I started getting seen by a woman called Nuala Farrell. I saw her for about two years as an outpatient and she was brilliant actually: not that radical, but very loving and very human and prepared to take a lot of risks. 

Middle

By then I’d had six deaths; clocking ‘em up. The first was a bloke I used to live with who was a really good mate of mine and the musical director of a theatre company I was working with. About a year after I’d moved out of the house he died very suddenly on stage; he’d had an aneurism in his heart. The next was my dearest friend’s nephew who was murdered. He was quite good mates with all of us so that was just awful. And then after that, my friend Maz died of cervical cancer, she was only 28. After Maz, Jean died. She was the woman who used to run the pub where we did music sessions every Tuesday and that was a bloody shock because she’d decided to leave the pub so we’d gone to give her a farewell concert. Two weeks later she stepped off the curb and somebody ran her over, hit and run. Then Nicki died a year ago. She’d been knocking around with us for years. Then straight after that my uncle died, which was peculiar because he was a fit, funny man. Then a woman I worked with was run over just up the road, knocked down by a 12-tonne truck. That was horrific. Anyway, throughout this time I was prescribed various medication. Then I went in for my second stay at The Mill.

End

So I’m thrown back into the world. I’m supposed to still be on medication, it has to be said I’ve weaned myself off and I self-medicate. I drink wine if I think I need to sleep, and occasionally I use sleeping tablets, but I use them when I want to, not when they dictate. I went back to my doctor last week and I said, ‘This may sound eccentric, but two years ago I asked for bereavement counselling. Now I wonder, I’ve been a dutiful daughter for two years, I’ve taken the medication, I have been in the hospital, I went to the clinic and out again, I have had two brain scans, I have also had two tests of EEG, now do you think you could just give me the bereavement counselling?’ And she looked at me and said, ‘Do you mean you never actually had bereavement counselling?’ I said, ‘No, you sent me to see a shrink, who sent me to see a shrink, who sent me to see a shrink.’ Which is absolutely the truth. The last one finally sent me to see a woman psychiatrist at Barts. I was there for six months with this woman to ‘get to know each other.’ Bereavement counselling – no. I kid you not. That was supposed to be holding therapy to talk about my traumatic episode at The Mill. And I keep saying, ‘But my dad’s just died, but, but, my dad’s just died. Do you think somebody somewhere could offer me some bereavement counselling?’ I think I know what I need. It’s a pity they don’t.


