Keith’s Story

Beginning

I’m somebody who has always suffered from anxiety. At times it’s been very acute, at other times it’s been liveable with. But although things were difficult, for instance when I first went to university and when I was at school around O- and A-levels, I wouldn’t say that I’d ever reached the point of complete and utter breakdown; I hate that word actually, but that’s the only word I can think of. I did have a rough patch when I first started work in the early 80s. I had a trainee job which was very difficult, long hours, and I got really stressed by that. But things had really sorted themselves out and I was pretty well leading a normal life and almost put out of my mind that I’d ever had problems with anxiety in the past. Then I took a job in 1990, commissioning books on life sciences, and that was really when things started getting on top of me.

It started out as work issues, things to do with my expenses. I suppose expenses is a bit of a black art for most people in business. You try to be scrupulous, you try to keep the rules straight, but it’s difficult, there are circumstances where you don’t and most people don’t worry about it but I did. It got on top of me. I thought perhaps I would get found out by the auditors… 

Middle

The psychiatrist had no real time for any sort of talking therapy, he was only interested in medication. In fact he had to take me off the Stelazine after about a month because it was obviously making me ill, but he put me on other things. And during the year that I was treated by this guy, he tried me on I don’t know how many different types of tranquilisers and antidepressants, from haloperidol to flupenthixol to Stelazine to God knows what else. He had me on 600mg of Melleril for about a month and all I could do was lie in bed; I had the maximum dose of haloperidol. I would try all these things and I’d feel great for a while, and then it would wear off, so he’d ramp it up. I suppose my mental state was getting worse and worse. I was getting more and more confused and anxious and the anxieties were getting more and more bizarre.

End

People say to me, ‘It must be great, you’re working again, you’re getting reasonable money and you must be feeling great,’ and I want to say, ‘No, I’m not, I feel terrible.’ I keep panicking I won’t be able to do it and I still have these wretched worries. I still find myself getting into these obsessive cycles of thinking about things. It’s not tax and expenses any more, last year I used to worry excessively about my racing bike and it was really getting on top of me. Aaah… I don’t know. As I say, whenever it’s manifested itself - I’ve had it going back, say, 20 years – it’s always been in times of uncertainty and difficulty and when things become routine it becomes easier to manage. I am hoping that as I get more used to work, perhaps in a year, two years, it will be just twinges, and perhaps in three years it’ll be a thing of the past.
