Mental Illness

Diary of a Relapse

Footnote: Family Circumstances: Diary

Robert John Morton

of a Relapse

My diary of events relating to the on-set of my wife's relapse after she came off
medication in April 2000. It is solely my view of what I saw, felt and suffered in the
extreme circumstances to which these events subjected me, and the traumatic
impressions they etched into my mind. [PDF]
This diary was originally posted exactly as I wrote it in the 'heat of battle', including the real names of
everybody involved. In this form, the diary was what I would call reasonably readable. However, I
was subsequently forced under threat to remove the names of the professionals involved. The
necessary editing has made understanding the diary that much more difficult and confusing, and has
severely dulled the impact of the narrative. It has thereby greatly reduced the diary's usefulness for its
intended purpose, which was to record data on the aspects of the on-set of relapse which
professionals do not see, in the hope that this may be used to help improve the quality of life of the
mentally ill and to alleviate the torture suffered by their families. The threat has forced me seriously
to question my previous perception of professional priorities.
The diagram on the right shows the
durations of the main phases of the
whole relapse in order to establish some
sense of proportion between them.
During the hospital phase, the patient is,
of course, monitored continuously.
During the increasing agitation and
impossibly disruptive phases, the patient
is monitored in periods that are far too
short and infrequent to capture
symptomic behaviours. What amazes me
is that the words of one who is with the
patient 24/7 seem to be arrogantly
dismissed as irrelevant.

Diary Entries
19 April 2000:
26 April:
12 May:

My wife's final injection of 10 mg haloperidol (brand name Haldol).
CPN1, her Community Psychiatric Nurse, visits my wife at 2:30pm
CPN1 visits my wife at 9:15am

18 May
Penultimate meeting with Dr X at the local mental health support unit. Present: Dr X, my wife,
CPN1, me. Dr X is the psychiatrist my wife sees from time to time as an outpatient.
My wife is adamant that she wishes to come off medication completely and permanently. CPN1
supports my wife fully with this wish. I also support my wife's wish on one condition: that if my wife,
her CPN or I see any signs of relapse developing, she will accept corrective medication immediately.
Dr X is very unhappy about my wife coming off medication completely and offers to change her
prescription from a 10mg haloperidol injection every 6 weeks to a more modern drug called
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quetiapine (commercial name Seroquel) which is far more benign to the patient's mind. My wife
reluctantly takes the prescription for the quetiapine and gets a batch from the pharmacist.
22 May My wife goes to see Dr Y, her GP, whom she says told her that nobody could make her
take medication against her will.
07 June: My wife's [next] haloperidol injection due. She does not have it.
09 June: My wife goes to see Dr Y again at his surgery 11am to build her confidence to stand up to
Dr X and say she is taking herself off all further medication.
21 June: CPN1 visits my wife at home 11:30 am as a prelude for the final meeting with Dr X

29 June
Final meeting with Dr X at the local mental health support unit. Present: Dr X, my wife, CPN1, me.
My wife tells Dr X that she is not going to take any more medication. My wife thanks Dr X for
weaning her off the haloperidol gradually. My wife is supported in this decision by Dr Y, her GP,
CPN1, her CPN and me, her husband. My support, however, remains conditional on her agreeing to
accept corrective medication immediately any one of us - including me - suspects the first signs of a
relapse.
Dr X repeats emphatically that it is in her opinion unwise to be without medication, but that since my
wife has decided to come off medication completely, she must, after a certain time (two or three
months is my impression) spend a month in hospital without medication for intensive observation.
My wife says that she will, under no circumstances, go into hospital.
24 July
CPN1 visits my wife at home 4:30 pm I mention that my wife would have to be monitored
hourly in order to be able to catch the fleeting first symptoms of a relapse. I imply that the only
person able to do a credible level of monitoring is me. CPN1 says this is not possible and that
she will see my wife once a month.
19 August
My wife and I take the boys to the 'Flying Prom' near Bedford. My wife starts to get what I
think is abnormally highly strung but is not ill.
23 AUGUST: 66 Days To Sectioning
First paranoid episode. My wife's mind becomes sharply focused on a very insignificant piece
of detail to do with an event which occurred about 25 years ago. She blows it up to
astronomical proportion relative to its context. It lasts about 2 hours. It is now 17 weeks since
my wife received her final injection of haloperidol.
24 August: 65 Days To Sectioning
Second paranoid episode down by the Pig Lane locks on the River Stort. This lasts about 3
hours. Towards the end of this episode she rails at me "I suppose it's back to Bakshi now for
me!!". Bystanders start looking. It is 8 weeks since the last interview with Dr X. I sneak to the
mental health support unit and tell a nurse about my wife's episode and ask her to communicate
my suspicion to CPN1.
30 August: 59 Days To Sectioning
My wife taken to Kent by her brother Brother X. He says there is absolutely nothing wrong
with her and all she needs is a few days on the farm.
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04 September: 54 Days To Sectioning
My wife's brother brings her back from the family farm in Kent. I am at my parents. I drive
back home to arrive at the same time as my wife. On the way, I drop off a note at reception at
the local mental health support unit. This note is to the CPN. It expresses my concern about
my wife's mental state. Also in the envelope is my article giving 'a carer's view' of mental
illness. This is addressed to the carers' group meeting that evening. I obviously am unable to
go. It appears that her sister Sister X at the farm thinks that my wife has never been better than
since before she was ever ill at the age of 19.
06 September: 52 Days To Sectioning
Very bad day of railing accusations. (19 weeks after final injection)
07 September: 51 Days To Sectioning
Another very bad day (10 weeks after last meeting with Dr X)
09 September: 49 Days To Sectioning
Another very bad day after a pleasant respite yesterday.
10 September: 48 Days To Sectioning
I take my wife and the boys to the farm in Kent. We stay the night. She behaves perfectly at the
farm.
11 September: 47 Days To Sectioning
I take my wife and the boys from the farm to Little Stones on the south coast of Kent. Her
behaviour and disposition become strange and disturbing there. My son is convinced that she is
mentally ill. We return to the farm before going home. While briefly at the farm her behaviour
flips back into normality. She is relatively quiet on the journey home.
13 September: 45 Days To Sectioning
CPN1 comes to see my wife at home. My wife's behaviour is normal. CPN1 introduces CPN2
who is to be my wife's new CPN. I am not present at this meeting, although in the house at the
time. As the CPNs left, I saw and heard CPN1 say, "I think you're all right, [my wife's name]."
This was her scheduled visit. It is 20 days since I expressed my urgent concern to the nurse at
the local mental health support unit!!! CPN1 did not bring forward her visit in response to my
expressed concern. It appears that she dismissed completely the concern which I
communicated to her, and declared my wife to be perfectly well - just a little angry at having
spent so long on the medication.
14 September: 44 Days To Sectioning: My wife goes to see Dr Y, her GP.
19 September: 39 Days To Sectioning
I type up this diary as far as this date. I then post and begin to maintain this diary on the
Internet in order to keep certain others informed as to what my son and I are living through.
25 September: 33 Days To Sectioning
Scheduled meeting with Dr X. This meeting is cancelled by my wife. It is at this meeting that
my wife intended to confront Dr X to complain about her expressing her opinion to our son
that my wife should stay on medication.
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26 September: 32 Days To Sectioning
CPN1 visits my wife.
28 September: 30 Days To Sectioning
My appointment with Dr Y about stress caused by my wife's behaviour. Dr Y says that when
my wife saw him on 14 September she was a bit excitable, but not ill. He appreciates my
concern and says he will get CPN1 to visit my wife.
06 October: 22 Days To Sectioning
CPN2 visits my wife at home. Two hour meeting with my wife and me. CPN2 asks me how I
think my wife is, with the intent that I should answer in my wife's presence. I know that if I do
say exactly what I think, it will precipitate an explosion by my wife and I will become the focus
of a far more intense tirade of retribution over the coming weeks. In the event, this retribution
has since been directed at CPN2 herself. At this meeting, therefore, I was in effect unable freely
to express my observations and opinion.

10 October: 18 Days To Sectioning
On the second Tuesday of each month, my wife's chapel in Dunmow holds a coffee morning for
passers-by in the market place. I take my wife there as often as possible. Today she demands that I
take her under threat of all kinds of things if I do not.
The car journey from Bishops Stortford to Dunmow is a shouting tirade of hyper-criticism,
accusation and condemnation. It seriously interferes with my ability to drive the car safely. It lasts the
entire journey until we come to rest in the car park in Dunmow. She changes her mind several times
as to where she wants to be taken. First to Dunmow, then to 'somewhere nice' that I should decide,
then to Maldon on the coast, then to Dunmow again.
Once we enter the chapel in Dunmow her mental state switches instantly into a pleasant good
natured religious chapel member. Apart from bursting into a couple of spates of hysterical laughter
(for which nobody else seemed to understand the joke) she behaves well.
Then she volunteers to push a wheelchair bound old lady around the market to do her shopping. I
have to go with them. I am under extreme stress myself. I do not know what little thing could trigger
her back into her violent state. Fortunately I manage to get them back to the chapel without event
and get my wife back to the car.
On those Tuesdays I often look in on my ageing parents who live in Braintree some distance further
on. My wife says we should now go on to my parents. I am very dubious about doing this but it
seems she will explode again if I do not.
We go to my parents. Shortly after arriving, my wife and my mother have a fierce exchange. I have
to engineer our departure as quickly and as diplomatically as possible. My wife rails at me all the way
back from Braintree to Bishops Stortford.
Late that night there is a phone call from my wife's brother, Brother Z. He says he is coming to take
my wife for a few days rest in Kent. I tell him she is ill and that it is better for her to be in her home
area where the medical infrastructure knows her. I say that if he does take her to Kent it is certainly
against my wishes and better judgement. He is still going to come, but I eventually persuade my wife
to tell him not to come. He does not come the next day.
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11 October: 17 Days To Sectioning
At 2:30 am I am woken by my wife shouting at me. She is accusing me of something. I am not sure
what it is. Eventually I work out that she is referring to something 25 years ago. Her continued
shouting wakes our son. Eventually he comes into our room and pleads with his mother to be quiet
so he can get some sleep. The shouting lasts about 45 minutes. I am so tired I fall asleep. I wake
again at 4:20 am. I can hear my wife busy with something down stairs. I fall asleep again and do not
wake up again until 9:15. I wake up alone.
This is the last straw for our son. He leaves to go and stay with his sister in London. He does not
return home until my wife has left.
Later, my wife rings CPN1. I speak to her also. I ask when I am going to get some help. She says
that my wife should go to stay with her sister in Kent to give us both a break. I say that if my wife
falls into full relapse in Kent, she will most likely be put in Canterbury hospital which is over 150km
from our home. I could not possibly afford to visit her there. To this, CPN1 says that it does not
matter because her sister Sister X can visit her instead. This strikes me as a very strange thing to
say. I would have thought it more important for a husband to be able to visit his wife in hospital
rather than for her sister to be able to do so. It suggests to me that the objective is to get my wife
away from me, and that CPN1 thinks I am the source of my wife's problem.
12 October: 16 Days To Sectioning
I spend the day in London with my son and my daughter to get away from my wife.

13 October: 15 Days To Sectioning
At about 3 pm I notice that my wife had been busy packing some bags. At 4 pm her sister Sister Y
arrives, apparently to take my wife to Kent. As Sister Y enters the door I tell her that my wife is ill
and that if she takes her, she is doing so against my expressed wish and better judgement. I
repeat this just as they are leaving.
I later tell my daughter. My daughter telephones Sister X, my wife's other sister. She asks her what
she thinks she is doing having my wife taken to the farm in Kent against my wishes when I have told
her full well that my wife is ill. Sister X retorts that CPN1 has discussed the matter with her and that
they agree that my wife is simply angry and not ill and that all my wife needs is some time away from
home. Sister X then reinforces her point by asking my daughter if she thinks that I know better than
a professional. She is referring to CPN1. It appears that CPN1, contrary to what I have known since
late August, still thinks that my wife is not ill at all, and that the best thing for her is to spend a few
days away from me at the farm in Kent.
It appears that my wife's two sisters, advised by CPN1, have 'pulled rank' on me and relieved me of
my responsibility as my wife's carer.
14 October: 14 Days To Sectioning
Receive quite a normal sounding phone call from my wife at the farm in Kent.
15 October: 13 Days To Sectioning
Receive a longer and certainly less pleasant phone call from my wife.
17 October: 11 Days To Sectioning
Receive letter from my wife. It is long and very disturbing. It is a written version of the verbal
tirades to which I have been recently subjected.
http://robmorton.20m.com/book/chap04/famcirc/relapse/relapse_frame.htm

5 of 16

Mental Illness

Diary of a Relapse

Robert John Morton

18 October: 10 Days To Sectioning
Receive letter from CPN2 (my wife's new CPN) saying there will be a Care Programme Approach
(CPA) meeting at 4 pm on 24 October.
I reply to this letter saying that my wife is not here and is unlikely to agree to attend the meeting. In
this letter I reiterate my opinion that she is ill and should never have been taken to Kent. I take this
letter by hand to the local mental health support unit and put it through the right-hand letter box.
Later, in the evening, Sister Y (my wife's sister) telephones me to say that my wife has been bad and
that they are getting the doctor to her tomorrow.

19 October: 9 Days To Sectioning
Sister Y telephones me to ask for contact details of my wife's GP (who is currently on holiday) and
of my wife's Responsible Medical Officer (RMO) at the local mental health support unit. This is so
that their local GP can get information from my wife's case notes.
I phone our GP's surgery. The stand-in doctor will not be available until this afternoon. I also ring the
local mental health support unit at 8:30 am to ask for contact details for Dr X. I ring Sister Y to give
her the contact details. She tells me that they do not think they could drive my wife back here
without sedation. This is why they want their local GP to see her.
11:40 am Sister Y telephones again and says that my wife is all right again now and is asking that I
go down to the farm and stay there for a few days. I say she is ill, needs treatment, and that the
present period of calm does not mean she is suddenly well again and that she should be brought
home as soon as possible.
Later, my wife telephones me in a very irate state saying that her sister Sister X has called the doctor
and that he is there. The doctor (Dr Q) then speaks to me asking what medication my wife has been
on before. I tell him she has been on 5mg [I was wrong. It was in fact 10mg, but there was talk of it
being reduced to 5mg at the time] of haloperidol every 6 weeks but her psychiatrist Dr X proposed
to change it to Seroquel. He said that he would have to order the Seroquel and that it would be there
tomorrow.
At about 2:30 I receive a telephone call from Sister X (my wife's sister) saying that, since the doctor
left, my wife demanded to be taken home and that Sister Y and Brother Z are on their way with my
wife bringing her home to me. She phones me again a few minutes later to say that Dr Q has said
that my wife must not drive. Dr Q gets in touch with my GP's surgery and advises him of the
circumstances.
Sister Y and Brother Z (my wife's brother and sister) arrive back here with her at about 4 pm. She is
highly strung but is relatively calm.
I call my GP's surgery and tell them that my wife is being brought home and needs attendance. I am
told that the locum doctor standing in for Dr Y while he was on holiday will visit my wife after
surgery. The locum (a Dr Z I think) telephones me to ask which pharmacy I use so he can order the
Seroquel that Dr Q would have prescribed. I tell him and he issues the prescription document before
coming to visit my wife at home.
He comes and speaks privately to my wife for half an hour. Afterwards he says that he does not
think there is anything wrong with her, but since he has issued the prescription, he will leave it in
case my wife decides that she wants to take it, but does not have to do so. She chooses not to take
the Seroquel. The prescription document disappears and the medication is never collected from the
pharmacist.
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My son and I are then subjected to our evening tirade of verbal abuse. My wife goes to bed at 10
pm.

20 October: 8 Days To Sectioning
My wife wakes up at 2:40 am. She gets up an hour later. I stay in bed until 6:30 am when my wife
comes up stairs and starts talking to me in an offensive manner. She demands that I arrange a holiday
in Clovelly paid for by the [name deleted] Convalescent Trust. After the dangerous journey to
Dunmow, I am not confident to take her anywhere in the car by myself. I certainly would not
entertain an over 300 km journey to Clovelly. She says she wants an all-in coach trip holiday there,
but I am very stressed about dealing with her in public or with a party away from home.
When she arrived home yesterday my wife said how nicely I had cleaned all the dead leaves, mould
and filth off her windowsill and how nice the plants looked. This morning she explodes into a tirade
telling me I have completely ruined her plants and that she wants her plants in the state they had been
before I cleaned the windowsill.
At the moment I am considering my position and my future. It is clear that the medical infrastructure
is convinced still that there is nothing wrong with her. I think they see me as having 'cried wolf' once
too often and that I am the problem. It seems that in the present circumstance I will simply have to
live with the unending abuse which at the age of 58 I am no longer able to bear - physically or
mentally.
My son leaves for work this morning - tired, stressed, late and with no sandwiches as a result of the
morning tirade.
There is a telephone call shortly after 9 am. My wife naturally intercepts it. She goes for the phone
faster than Billy the Kid for his gun. I hear her giving whoever it is a damn good telling off. I
suspect, therefore, that the caller is CPN2 the CPN. She then makes a phone call for which she
instantly switches into 'goody two-shoes' [name deleted]. I therefore suspect that the call is to her
Strict Baptist minister. I am unable to make unmonitored telephone calls and if my wife disapproves
of whom I am calling or what I say, she intervenes with a tirade.
It is now 11:45 am as I write. There has been a miraculous silence while I have been writing. I go to
the living room. My wife is there. She is writing a letter. She is my pleasant loving wife. She remains
so for the rest of the day. She cooks our evening meal.

21 October: 7 Days To Sectioning
My wife gets up at about 3:30 am. Spends time down stairs. Comes back to bed about 5 am. I fall
asleep and awake at 9:15 am. My wife is down stairs. My son is getting ready to go to work. He
starts at 10 am.
My wife starts to get irritable. She locks herself in the bedroom. She demands personal privacy from
me, which is not normal. Short blips of extreme nastiness close together. These merge into a
paranoid episode lasting from 11:30 am to 12:10. Sister X and I are now tarred with the same brush.
Because we each called the doctor to her at different times, we are branded as 'power freaks'. She
goes into a detailed tirade about her mother (dead 21 years) and her father (dead 4 years). Then
about me. Very cutting accusations, out of all proportion and bearing little parallel with reality.
3 pm my wife demands to be driven and left down town to do shopping. 4:30 pm she phones to be
brought back. We see our daughter and son in a café and they beckon us in. Later, my son and I take
shopping home, leaving my wife with our daughter. My wife and our daughter arrive home at about
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6 pm. My wife goes into a severe violent paranoid episode at about 6:30 pm. Our daughter leaves to
return to her home in London at about 9:45. My wife's episode is in full flood until about 11:30 pm.

22 October: 6 Days To Sectioning
We both wake up just after 8 am. My wife appears obsessed by a pain in her arm that can only be
relieved by my close proximity. It is Sunday. I offer to take her to chapel. She refuses. She phones
her minister and asks if he will visit her in the afternoon. She goes into our bedroom and locks me
out. She remains quiet and busy.
1:30 to 2:40 pm my wife's Strict Baptist pastor visits. She talks with him privately in my study. I
have no idea what she says to him. I take the opportunity to catch up on sleep. All I can sense is the
gentle babble of conversation. No shouting or railing.
Quiet the rest of the day, but poised on a knife edge.

23 October: 5 Days To Sectioning
My wife makes an appointment to see her GP. She wants him to come to see her at home. The GP
has two surgeries. One is about 300 metres away. The other is about 4 km. The appointment is made
for the distant surgery. After recent experience I do not think it safe for me to take her in the car.
Certainly not without another person in the car with us. It is definitely dangerous for her to drive
herself. She refuses to have me take her in the car anyway. She intends to walk the 4 km to the
surgery and the 4 km back again in her present state. Obviously, based on the report from his locum,
the doctor thinks there is nothing wrong with her and obviously cannot see why she cannot drive
herself.
She is very quiet at the moment, but I think she was up and active for a large part of the night.
11 am starts on a very severe raving tirade which lasts until 1:30 pm when I have to go out to buy a
new knob for the washing machine which she has broken. When I come back she is 'nice as pie'.
Doctor's secretary rings. She offers my wife an appointment at the close surgery at 6 pm. My wife
goes to appointment. Comes back. It appears from what she says that the doctor still thinks she is
not ill but just angry.
I manage to sneak a phone call to my parents. Discuss the option of divorcing my wife on the
grounds of my health. I love my wife but I do not know how much more of this I shall be able to
endure. I cannot even face the prospect of caring for her after she has been put back on medication.

24 October: 4 Days To Sectioning
My wife suddenly disappears off to another doctor's appointment at 9:20 am. She has apparently put
off going as a delegate of her chapel to the Grace Baptist Mission convention at Westminster chapel
with her friends. I dread what the day will bring. Thankfully it is quiet and peaceful.
Quiet until 7 pm when she develops a phobia about the space in our living room. She says our inner
sanctum has been invaded by other people. I ask her what has changed in the room. Things are still in
their proper places. I simply tidied it and vacuum cleaned it while she was in Kent. She says it is not
the room but the space within it. She seems to be suggesting that the space within it has undergone a
change to its attributes or properties. It has been invaded by other people. She had tried to
compensate for this earlier by removing some flowers my parents had given us and putting them in
the bin outside. What surprised me more was that she had also removed a plant given to her by her
pastor and his wife, saying that they were too invasive also. However, she has no object she can
http://robmorton.20m.com/book/chap04/famcirc/relapse/relapse_frame.htm

8 of 16

Mental Illness

Diary of a Relapse

Robert John Morton

remove which will get rid of the invasiveness of CPN2 the CPN. This seems to be her biggest
problem. Then she watched 'Third Rock from the Sun' on television.
At 8:20 pm she begins a tirade. She rails at me to tell her when I was last her dog. She shouts
questions at me like a quiz master asking things like what does a dog do? It is not a game. It is a
murder trial. Calmed down at 10:30 and went to bed about 11:30 pm.

25 October: 3 Days To Sectioning
My wife gets up at 1:30 am. She starts some intense activity down stairs which involves a lot of
banging.
At 3:15 am she comes up to the bedroom and talks about the Pakistani family whose house backs
onto our garden. Their 3 bright quartz halogen lights which go on and off at all times of the day and
night are disturbing. They point straight at our son's bedroom windows and wake him up. She tells
me they get up and burn rubbish in the middle of the night and that is why the lights keep going on.
She is very worried about them coming through the fence and stealing our things.
About 4:45 am I notice that she is banging about in the shed and the garden outside. I am aware of
her getting into bed at 6:30 am. 7:30 am the telephone rings. She dives for it. It is a wrong number.
She does not go back to bed.
8 am my wife is sitting in the corner of the sitting room and says to me "Don't worry. I have found
the solution to our problem." She says this in a way that makes me consider that she could harm
herself or is even suicidal.
My son has been kept awake all night by my wife's activities. He gets ready for work but he is
absolutely drawn and exhausted. He goes to work about 20 minutes late.
I type a quick note on the computer to the GP saying of the very traumatic circumstances my son
and I are facing. I have an excuse to go out. I have to sign on at the Jobcentre. I would rather not
leave my wife alone, but I have no way of avoiding the Jobcentre if we are not to have our money
cut off. I drop the note off at the surgery on the way to the Jobcentre.
I wait in the queue at the Jobcentre. After some time I feel very uneasy about my wife. I rush to the
mental health clinic which is next door to the Jobcentre. I ask to see CPN2 the CPN because my wife
is in a very disturbed state. CPN2 is not there. The receptionist asks and I explain the problem. I am
told all the CPNs are in a meeting and I am asked to wait. I feel I cannot leave my wife on her own
any longer. I excuse myself not having seen a CPN and rush home.
My wife is in a fuming state. She is on the phone to the council environmental officer. She is talking
about how the Pakistani's lights are causing her divorce.
Eventually I manage to persuade her that she must come with me to the Jobcentre. After a couple of
false starts she comes with me. I am late at the Jobcentre without a provable excuse. I think the clerk
who is dealing with me senses that there is something very strange about my wife. The clerk cuts
short the NATVACS vacancy search and says it was OK if I go now.
During the walk home my wife is very accusing of me and is giving me ultimatum after ultimatum.
She is very difficult to handle in the street. When we get home she insists that I stand in the bath
while she goes to the toilet so that I cannot dive out and make a phone call. She then insists that I go
into the garden with her to show me what she had done between 4:15 am and 6:30 am this morning.
She describes what she was going to do. It all seems very irrational.
She brings the plant her pastor had given her back into the sitting room. She says it is not he who is
invading our inner sanctuary: it is the Pakistanis. She goes into the garden with her art kit to paint a
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picture. A couple of minutes later she decides to do some gardening. She has now been active for
over 36 hours without sleep.
1:30 pm: Absolutely no response so far from the GP or the CPNs at the mental health clinic. In this
tribulation it seems I am well and truly on my own.

26 October: 2 Days To Sectioning
Disturbed only 3 times during the night for 5 minutes or so each. My wife will not use the toilet in
the bathroom in the night because it is too close to the Pakistanis. She used her father's antique
bedroom pot.
We awake about 8 am. My wife has decided that her chapel is no longer the right one for her and
that her pastor is leading her the wrong way. She has decided to give up going to chapel and study
the Bible at home. I cannot get away from her. While she is getting washed I telephone Carers In
Hertfordshire to ask if there is any form of temporary refuge for my son locally so that he can get
some sleep at night and keep his job.
I feel my health and abilities ebbing, but I must drive myself to keep this diary up to date.
11:45 am Two people from the Hertfordshire Environmental Department arrive. I get my wife to see
them. She starts to complain about the Pakistani's security light and takes the environmental officers
into the back garden to show them the light. The Pakistani man comes out and the environmental
people say to him that, although there are no regulations regarding lights, would he please point
them in a direction that did not shine into our son's bedroom. The man agrees and says there was no
need to go to such official lengths. My wife need only have asked.
My wife then starts railing about the fence. There is absolutely nothing wrong with the fence. She
starts railing about a stack of roof tiles which she thinks could be blown over onto her tree. By then
the Pakistani man and the environmental officers begin to see that she is not behaving normally. Then
she shouts abuse at the Pakistani man telling him to 'keep to his own women' and not to bother her.
Later in the day, my wife goes to talk to the Pakistani man and he tries to make peace with her. He
gives her a rose bush as a 'peace offering'. She thankfully accepts it, plants it, and gives him a
cyclamen in return. All is peaceful.
About half an hour later my wife comes to me in a fuming tirade which is to last the rest of the day,
through the following night and into the next day. She says that the Pakistani man, by giving her the
rose bush, has according to Muslim culture, claimed her as one of his concubines. She says it is my
duty as her husband to go and throw the rose bush back into his garden and take back her cyclamen.
I tell her not to be so silly, but she continues to rail at me about it. Eventually she storms out of the
house. I wait and wait, but she does not return home.
At 9:45 pm my GP, Dr Y telephones me. He says that my wife came to his house while he was on
duty at the [name deleted] Hospital. He says that my wife spoke at length to his wife who persuaded
my wife to allow her to take her to see Dr Y at the hospital. My wife agreed. He tells me that he had
a long talk with my wife saying that unless she agreed to take medication starting the next morning,
he would doubtless end up having to 'section' her. It seems to me that now, at this late stage, Dr Y
has begun to realise that she is ill. She agrees to take the medication in the morning. Dr Y pays for
her to be brought home in a taxi.
She arrives at about 10 pm. She goes straight away into a rage about the Pakistani and the plants
they had exchanged. She then telephones Mr & Mrs B. They are a minister and wife belonging to her
Gospel Standard religious sect. They live in Smallfields, Surrey. This is about 120 km from where we
live. I hear my wife tell Mrs B about the Pakistani and the exchange of plants and what it meant as
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she saw it. Then she goes on at great length about the abuse she is suffering from me. Then at last I
get her to bed.
At about 11:15 pm I hear her down stairs again on the telephone. From what I can hear of her
shouting, she is talking to the pastor of the chapel in Dunmow from which she has decided to resign.
I get the impression that she is railing at him about his inadequacies. The end of the call sounds quite
final. I will be surprised if there is any further dealings between them.
She stays down stairs. I fall asleep. At 3:15 am I am awakened by the sound of her tinkering about
downstairs. At 4:40 am I hear the front door slam. She has gone out. I hear the door again at 5:05
am when she returns.
I awake at 8 am. My wife is in the bathroom. She opens the door. She is quiet but offish. She is still
obsessed by the exchange of plants. Just past 9 am Dr Y telephones me. He says he has left a
prescription for Seroquel at reception at his surgery just around the corner. I get dressed and go to
collect it. I take it to the pharmacy to get the medication which my wife promised him she would
take, starting immediately. When I get back at about 10 am, my wife has disappeared.
My son (who is off work with flu) says that the Pakistani man came round while I was out getting
the prescription. He was extremely angry. It seems that my wife had dug up the rose he gave her last
night and dumped it on his front doorstep in the early hours of the morning. She had also posted a
very abusive racist letter through his door condemning his Muslim religion and demanding that he
return her cyclamen. He brought it with him. I ask my son where my wife said she was going. He
tells me she said she was going to [location name deleted]. This is the local mental health support
unit.
I rush straight round to the Pakistani's house and apologise for my wife's disgraceful behaviour. He
invites me in and is totally sympathetic. He understands that she is ill. I excuse myself. I tell him I
must try and find her. She needs the medication. I rush onwards to the local mental health support
unit. I am told she has not been there. I rush back home. I fall asleep on the sofa. I wake up at 1:15
pm and see my wife talking to a young woman across the road. Then she comes into the house. I say
she must take the first medication tablet. She refuses, saying that she will only take it if Mrs B comes
up from Smallfields, Surrey to stay with us. She will take the medication from her. This is simply an
impractical condition which my wife has thrown in the way to avoid having to take the medication.
She makes several long telephone calls. One is to [name deleted], one of her religious friends in
Charlwood, Surrey. I hear her telling this person about the unbearable abuse she is suffering at my
hands and is asking her to send Mr & Mrs B here to save her.
Her paranoid state is now continuous. There are no gaps of placidity. I think she is now 100%
'sectionable'. She is arranging by telephone for Dr Y to telephone her after surgery to discuss the
taking of the medication under the direction of Mrs B. Mrs B has told me that she does not
understand anything about mental illness and has no experience of it. I think this is why my wife
wants her here. All my son and I can do is wait and endure this hell until hopefully a less tolerant
neighbour than the Pakistani actually calls the police.

27 October: 1 Day To Sectioning
5:15 pm my wife suddenly disappears up to bed. All goes completely quiet.
7:15 pm my wife gets up as nice as pie. However, she soon starts discussing the Pakistani again
about how I have lost my status as her husband because the Pakistani gave her a rose bush.
8:42 pm my wife goes across the road to see the [name deleted]. They are relative newcomers to
whom we have not spoken much. I have no idea what she said to them.
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9:30 pm my wife returns home. She props a chair across the back door and instructs us to leave the
lights down stairs on all night. The purpose of all this is to stop the Pakistanis from invading our
house. She gets into a very violent temper with our son and me because, she claims, we do not
understand Muslim culture.
11:10 pm she storms off to bed. She is in a violent temper.
11:30 pm my son and I go to bed. I am afraid of what she will do when I am asleep. I therefore do
not risk disturbing her by going to sleep in the same bed. I go into my son [name deleted]'s room. He
is away at university. I lock the door, get into his bed and go to sleep.

28 October: The Day my wife Is Sectioned
04:40 am I am woken up by the sound of my wife pottering around down stairs. I drift off to sleep
again shortly after seeing 4:52 am on the clock.
06:50 am my wife knocks on my son [name deleted]'s bedroom door and wakes me up. She asks me
to check the instructions on her Seroquel medication pack to see if the aspirins she took an hour ago
would produce a harmful concoction if mixed with the Seroquel. I am extremely tired. I look on the
pack but can find no mention of aspirins. I say she had better wait until the morning and check with
the doctor. I go back to bed having locked the bedroom door.
09:00 am or thereabouts there is a telephone call from Dr Y our GP. He says my wife called the
emergency services during the night to ask about the aspirins. He said there was no conflict between
the aspirin and the Seroquel.
It seems that at long last my wife has actually come around to agreeing to take her first Seroquel
tablet. I am so relieved. We go to the kitchen. I bring the Seroquel starter pack. My wife had
previously extracted the first tablet during the night. She had pushed it back into its recess in the
pack. It is just resting there. She flies into a rage. She demands I give her the pack. I hand it to her.
She snatches it out of my hand. The loose pill goes flying off onto the kitchen floor. I look for ages
for it but cannot find it.
09:25 am 28 Oct 2000 my wife takes out the second Seroquel pill of the pack and takes it. She
washes it down with water. This is the first medication she has taken since her final 10mg haloperidol
injection on 19 April.
She launches once again into her paranoia about the Pakistanis. Then she switches to some weird
esoteric analysis of a flower painting on the wall which she did for me shortly after we were married.
My son was disturbed by my wife several times throughout the night. He is once again exhausted. He
gets up too late to get to work on time. Suddenly my wife becomes very violent and starts pushing
me round the kitchen shouting and swearing at me because I let the Pakistani take her as his chattel.
My son stays with me. He is worried for my safety.
With all this strife, my son forgets to telephone his employer to say he will be late. His employer
telephones to ask if my son will be into work today because Saturday is the busiest day. I explain the
position to them. My wife picks up the bedroom phone and start railing at my son's employer about
the Pakistanis. She appears to be giving my son's employer a damn good talking to. Memories flood
back about what put pay to my career in 1976. The same, it seems, is about to happen to my son. I
tell my son not to worry and that I think he would be far better out of the house and at work. He
goes to work.
Suddenly there is quietness again. My wife is in bed. She seems to be asleep. At last, I think, the pill
has kicked in. But it hasn't. She gets up in a screaming crying rage. She complains that the pill has
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made all her joints stiff and given her stomach cramp. She drinks a ridiculous amount of water and is
sick. She says she is trying to save her heart and kidneys from the effects of the Seroquel. I think she
got this from the quetiapine drug monograph she got off the Internet in the Spring. This carries on
until about 2 pm. Now quietness reigns.
4 pm I start to boil the rice for the meal of egg and onion spiced rice to be ready for when my son
arrives home at 4:50 pm. I hear my wife heaving things around up stairs. My wife comes down
stairs. Her eyes are wild. She has a Bible in her hand and a hand written sermon. She demands my
complete undivided attention. I say I must stir the rice. She shouts "No!". I am forced to sit on a
chair in front of her. I try to get up. The rice will stick to the pan. She throws me down. She makes
clear that I am to sit and listen to her because I am 58 years old and it is my last chance. And on no
account am I to go up stairs.
She launches into the sermon, forcing me to read references from the Bible she gives me. It is a
sermon dedicated to her by her former chapel pastor which he preached in her absence at her chapel
the Sunday after she was admitted to hospital on a Section of the Mental Health Act the last time in
1986. The sermon is a railing hell, blood and thunder thing which does not make any sense to me. I
remember typing it out for her some years ago. She uses the original hand written copy. I have to see
to the rice occasionally. Each time I do she starts from the beginning of the sermon all over again.
She is getting increasingly wild.
4:55 pm my son returns home from work. My wife runs to the front door, opens it, drags him in and
orders him to stand next to where I am sitting on the chair. She rails the sermon at us. The often
repeated text is "He shall divide the spoil with the strong." She decides we are not paying sufficient
attention. She rushes up stairs and starts to throw all my son's clothes, bedding and other possessions
down the stairs. Down also comes the bowl in which she had been sick earlier. It goes all over my
son's bag he plans to take to stay at his sister's flat this weekend.
The situation has now become so serious that I am no longer sure of the time. I think it must be
around 6 pm when I call the doctor. The duty doctor tries to persuade me to take my wife to the
health centre in my car. She has for over a week been far too prone to unpredictable violent
behaviour to even consider taking her anywhere by car. Also I had several days ago disabled the car
in case she tried to drive off in it herself. The duty doctor's voice suggested displeasure as he said he
would contact the paramedic doctor on car patrol.
A few minutes later my wife becomes far too violent for my son and me to handle. She starts to
attack us. We fear for our safety. First we manage to lock ourselves in the toilet. My son has his
mobile phone. It does not work. We hear her shouting. Then she rushes up stairs. I think she is going
to use the bedroom phone. My son and I open the toilet door and rush and lock ourselves in my
study. My son puts a large chair against the door and sits on it. I pick up the phone. My wife has
taken the bedroom phone off hook so I cannot use it. I unplug the house circuitry and plug the study
phone straight into the BT line socket. My wife is throwing herself against the door. We have about
10 minutes maximum before the door breaks. I dial 999 and ask for an ambulance. I wait while the
phone rings for over 5 minutes. The ambulance service tells me I need the police.
The police arrive with the doctor and paramedic. We come out of the office. My wife is standing by
the front door having locked it with the dead bolts. The back door is locked also. My son rushes to
the back door to open it for the policeman. My wife launches after him and attacks him. He cannot
undo the dead bolts and unlock the door. I manage to open the front door.
The policeman cannot restrain her so he calls for urgent backup. They manage to calm her and call
for an ambulance. It takes over an hour to get here. It takes a lot of time and effort to get my wife
into the ambulance. I go in the ambulance with my wife. She is admitted to [name deleted] Hospital,
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[location deleted] under a section of the Mental Health Act at about 11:30 pm. She is forcibly given a
calming injection. She is taken to the ward and put to bed. I am interviewed by the responsible social
worker. The social worker then runs me home. The upstairs of the house has been totally trashed. It
is about 1:30 am 29 October 2000.
Sleep deprivation over a long period gradually drives you into a state of mind in which the distinction
between dream and reality fades. The two worlds become one. I felt this disturbing state of mind
start to affect me. Being unemployed, I was able to solve the problem by adopting a strict discipline
of sleep. After my wife was admitted to hospital I slept as I needed to. I stayed up for only 4 hours
each day within the span of the winter daylight. During that 4 hours I worked hard getting the house
back into a functional state, some days venturing out to do the shopping.
01 December
My wife comes home from hospital on 'home leave', having spent 34 nights in hospital.
04 December
My wife returns to hospital.
08 December
My wife comes home from hospital on 'home leave', having spent 4 nights in hospital.
11 December
My wife returns to hospital.
12 December
My wife comes home from hospital on 'home leave' again, having spent just one night at the
hospital.
19 December
My wife officially discharged from hospital. After the debilitation and stress I endured from
August to October, I am again left to care single-handedly for my wife in her sedated state.
Stress and sleep deprivation during my wife's relapse had also started to affect my son. Having a job,
he had to go to work each day to do a full shift, as he had done throughout the two months of my
wife's relapse. As a result, his perception of what was real and what was imagination merged. He
started to become ill. He eventually broke down. He became very disruptive on Christmas Day 2000,
trashing his bedroom. The next day (Boxing Day) he went out with a friend. I received a telephone
call from the police. They said he wanted them to take him into hospital for treatment. He was
admitted to hospital that day.
26 December
My son admitted to hospital on a Section 136 which was, upon admission assessment changed
to 'informal' (voluntary) status.
The vast difference between my wife and my son is that after one day, he admitted that he needed
help and volunteered to go into hospital. He did not subject us to the two months of hell to which my
wife subjected us.
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It Was Torture
I am certain that if that to which my wife subjected my son and me were perpetrated by the
interrogators of a Draconian regime upon a publicly significant individual, it would be universally
condemned as torture.
While my wife was relapsing during the autumn of the year 2000, my son and I were kept awake at
night by constant shouting and railing. Towards the end, this extended to almost 24 hours a day
every day. If I dropped into sleep, I was shouted at and shaken until I awoke.
I was also subjected to constant anxiety regarding my potential public liability for the extreme
disturbances caused to neighbours by my wife's behaviour. This included possible damage to their
property and interference with their abilities to earn their livings. There was also the financial worry
of my wife's fanatical use of the telephone incurring a bill which, on our miserly income, I could
easily have been unable to pay.
I am sure it is impossible ever to convey the reality of this to anybody who has not experienced it
themselves. They could not possibly have any internal mental frame of reference against which to
comprehend it. Therefore, to all, it doubtless appears as mere exaggerated melodrama.
Notwithstanding, I am sure any reasonable person would concur that the above must have caused my
son and me "great physical or mental suffering or anxiety" - a phrase used by the New Oxford
Dictionary of English to define the effect of torture. Hence it is clear that for those two months in
autumn 2000 from when I first informed my wife's key-worker that she was relapsing to the day she
was taken into hospital under a Section of the Mental Health Act, my son and I were most definitely
subjected to torture.

What is 'A Danger'?
I am given to understand that a doctor can have medication forcibly administered to a patient only if
that doctor judges the patient to be 'a danger to himself or others' at the time he examines the patient.
So was my wife 'a danger to herself or others' during that two months?
A 'danger' is an actual or potential cause of 'an ill effect'. I am sure any reasonable person would
concur that "great physical or mental suffering or anxiety" is 'an ill effect'. Therefore torture is 'a
danger' to its subjects. Therefore, throughout that two months, my wife was 'a danger' to my son and
me.
My wife's confused mental state, also most definitely appeared to be causing her "great physical or
mental suffering or anxiety". My wife was therefore 'a danger' to herself also. Consequently, my wife
was 'a danger to herself and others' from a time more than two months before she was 'sectioned'.
Despite my having informed them as best I could, the medical infrastructure, knowing full well that
my wife's symptoms could be so easily assuaged by a little readily available medication, left my son
and me to suffer two months of torture.

Human Rights
The Universal Declaration of Human Rights as adopted and proclaimed by the United Nations
General Assembly in Resolution 217 A (III) of 10 December 1948 contains:
Article 5.
No one shall be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhuman or degrading treatment or
punishment.
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The circumstances my son and I were left to endure for those two months violated this Article of our
fundamental human rights to which our country is supposedly a signatory.
I cannot imagine that the medical staff involved failed to alleviate our torture out of malice. I can
only imagine that they were constrained by law, corporate policy or rules of established professional
best practice. If so, then the action of that law, policy or rule unquestionably violated Article 5 of our
fundamental human rights. I am given to understand that since October 2000, fundamental rights
have been part of English law. In this case, the equivalent of Article 5 should have automatically
inhibited the action of the offending law, policy or rule.

Conclusion
I cannot blame any individual medical operative for being bound by whatever agent of constraint
they may have been under. For that I blame those who enacted the law, policy, rule or guideline
concerned. I do not blame any medical operative for failing to diagnose the effect of my wife's
behaviour upon my son and me. I blame those who require them to diagnose a highly sporadic
condition using such an obviously flawed methodology. I do, however, blame the medics for ignoring
completely what I told them I had observed, experienced and suffered regarding my wife's relapse.
They assumed that they (who saw her at infrequent fleeting encounters) knew it all and that I (who
was with her 24 hours a day 7 days a week) knew nothing. That is unmitigated arrogance.
Though the actions of the medical operatives may have been legal and professionally correct, it was
nevertheless, in my opinion, inhumane of them to leave my wife unmedicated for two months after
becoming what my son and I clearly experienced as 'a danger to herself and others'. Allowing torture
to take place when it is within your sole power to stop it with trivial effort may not be considered
professionally negligent, but it is certainly humanly so. In those circumstances, whatever the
consequences, my conscience would force me to uphold the fundamental rights of the patient and
her family, treating the offending laws, policies or rules with the contempt they deserve.
I am comforted by the fact that, since I published this report, I have had emails from many countries
from people who have said that this is exactly the way it happened with them, thanking me for
showing them that they are not alone in their suffering.
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