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2 Materials

When I first arrived at the hospital in 1946, there were few
leisure activities for the residents and no provision for art
at all. However, 1 soon discovered that many of the
long-stay residents had been drawing for some time be-
fore I came to the hospital. When I visited the locked
wards for the more severely disturbed, I was handed
pieces of lavatory paper, on which were crude drawings,
sketched out with the charred end of amatchstick (Fig. 1).
No facilities were provided for drawing. Those people
who could manage to beg or borrow pencils, as there was
a shortage of plain paper, even made use of the fly-leaves
torn from the hospital library books. I noticed that some
of the residents in these wards had made little dolls from
scraps of rag, which they cherished. One woman had
refused to wear hospital clothes; instead she made her
own, out of hessian, which she had decorated with odd
strands of wool. All these activities seemed to be in
response to a very strong inner creative urge.

I was first offered one of the residents’ committee
rooms in the hospital for use as a studio. T had discovered
some unused rolls of wall lining paper left over from the
decoration of a ward, so I cut this up. [ had managed to
secure some poster paints and brushes. About forty
people came to work with me when we first started.
They would always be waiting patiently for me outside
the door when I arrived in the morning to open the
makeshift studio. Finally I was given a purpose-built
studio. This enabled me to have a permanent location,
and somewhere I could store the paint, paper and the ever

1 Graffiti on Lavatory Paper
These drawings were presented to me by a very ill man who
had been in a locked ward in the hospital for many years. He
was incontinent and unable to speak clearly. He had drawn
vigorously on the only paper that he could find. The top strip is
d with strange shapes and words which had a special

meaning for him.

The second strip depicts a lion and its mate, which he loved
to draw repeatedly when he later came to the studio.

The third drawing shows the lions with two figures.



10

increasing range of media. Everyone was provided with
whatever they required, so that there was no need to
disturb anyone else during a session.

Most people preferred to use poster colours which
they could paint directly onto the paper, or if they
wished, dilute to the consistency of water colours. Some
used oil paints despite the fact that they were rather
expensive. Any media could be pressed into service when
the need or the opportunity arose. Quite a lot of cement
disappeared when the hospital gallery was under con-
struction. Old wire clothes hangers served as armatures
for modelling. They were sometimes covered with plaster
of paris bandages originally intended for broken limbs.
Some people liked to construct collages from odd scraps
of refuse. The cleaners noticed how their feather dusters
were quickly becoming quite bald.

On one occasion I was involved when a distin-
guished engraver was obliged to come to hospital. 1
managed to have the entire contents of his studio trans-
ferred to a tiny disused summer-house in the hospital
grounds, where he continued to produce his sensitive
work undisturbed.

As an artist, [ was equipped with the necessary skills
to use as wide a range of media as possible. [ never
imposed the use of a particular medium, but might sug-
gest one to facilitate the expression of someone’s idea.
Many people preferred to use the pottery studio, but
there again they were quite free to do as they wished.
Some found the experience of ‘making a mess’ for the
first time in their lives very therapeutic, particularly if
they were casualties of an over-rigid upbringing.

Casting sculpture was a major undertaking, some-
what unpopular with the cleaners. We managed never-
theless to cast fourteen stations of the cross for the chapel,
as well as numerous other busts and models.

Quite the most inventive and original use of media
was demonstrated by the woman who painted stones,
flints and bones. (See Chapter 17)

e

A PARIS BEAUT

2 A Paris Beauty

This ‘pin-up’ was done when the male and female wards were
quite separate. This man used to spend hours meticulously
copying pictures from magazines on any scrap of paper that he
could find; in this case the fly-leaf from a hospital library book.






4 Three figures

The same person later drew these three figures when he came
to the studio and was given a larger sheet of paper and the
opportunity to use paint, First he used pencil, and then, more
adventurously, he used a brush and black paint. The third
figure shows quite a progression from his first. Later this man
started to use colour, and drew a magnificent red lion, which
he labelled ‘Affrica Loin’, quite distinctly.

—
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4 The studioand gallery

THE STUDIO (Fig. 6)

This was an old army hut which had been re-erected in
the grounds of the hospital. I particularly wanted to have

somewhere isolated from the main building. I saw to it
that everyone who came to paint had a chair, an easel and
a small side table to hold paints, brushes and water. Each
art unit was a little island where the person could feel that
his privacy was respected. Everyone had an individual
casel, rather than a long table to share with others. In this
way painting became an intimate, face-to-face conver-
sation. Some people decided to come to the studio entrely
of their own accord; others had been encouraged to come
by their doctors. The Physician Superintendent was keen







s The new admission

For the new admission, hospital life is punctuated with a
strange new regimen, entirely different from home life.

16

The New Admission

The telephone bell rang out, untimely, shrill:
A sound to freeze the will,
Like a bugle call over tents of the dead -
We patients huddled, and lay still,
We knew full well what the summons heralded;
But pity in our hearts had died
Along with ardour, and resolve;
We did not move
While the nurse prepared another bed -
*A new admission,” someone lightly said.

And presently, through the fateful door,
She came, a nurse at either side,
Her wild gaze fixed, and her long hair
Wreathed in wet bands about her head,
Her nightgown trailing out behind;
Like some ship’s effigy of womankind
Washed from a subterranean floor
To gaze unwittingly once more
Ower an alien shore . . .
‘Could anyone,’ asked the nurse, ‘spare
A comb?”
And wiped from these pale, wooden lips
A trace of foam.

She lay as they put her, murmuring of home,
Over and over, hour by hour.
We felt for her as one would feel
For a caged mouse running in a wire wheel;
But there was nothing to be done -
‘Admission Ward, Female, One’
Would be her address for a long time to come.

8 ThePill

Here is how someone said he felt about the
daily medicine round in the ward. [t shows
a large pill entering the stomach.

9  The Radiator

The man who painted this picture came to
the studio each day from a locked ward.
He immediately used to seek out a place
near the radiator and huddle against it for
warmth and comfort. He painted thisina
glowing red.

10 My Dog Bessie

The woman who painted this affectionate
icture was obliged to leave her pet dog
hind when she entered hospital. As
Bessie was her only friend and companion,
she must have been sadly missed by her
owner, to judge by the strong canine
Fresence in this painting. The comfort of
amiliar things is sadly lacking in hospital.




6 Cride coeur

Many people who came to the studio used painting as a
means to share their anxieties, their depression, their
loneliness and their fears of being abandoned. Rather
than being a further manifestation of their pathology, it
provided an acceptable means of communicating to
others exactly how they felt, as well as drawing attention
to the plight of others in their position, Painting out these
feelings is often followed by a tremendous sense of relief.
Although these pictures may be superficially regarded as
the stereotype of mental illness, they all illustrate feelings
we have experienced, at one time or another, but which
we have been fortunate enough to overcome.

Martha Smith was admitted soon after I started in
1946 and has only recently been released. During her time
at the hospital she painted thousands of pictures, depict-
ing her in isolation, depression, anger, her feeling of
persecution and her moments of deep despair, She told
me that her existence was only made bearable by the fact
that she could come and paint whenever she liked.

Martha’s paintings were her ‘cri de coeur’; they ser-
ved as an eloquent witness to her state of mind, as out-
wardly she was a quiet, retiring person, interested in
music and the arts. Her work had an additional value
because it allowed many people who visited the hospital
gallery to visualise how many people in her position were
feeling. This was an education for the many nurses and
doctors in training who visited the gallery annually. One
of her paintings was used in an effective poster campaign
by MIND (The National Association of Mental Health).
In this way, she served as a champion for her hospital
companions, many of whom were unable to speak for
themselves. In another series (Chapter 7), she illustrated

exactly what it must feel like to be ‘demonstrated’ as a
‘mental patient’ in front of a group of nurses and psy-
chiatrists. Fortunately Martha is better; she has left hos-
pital and is living in a hostel. She feels, however, that
now there is nowhere for her to paint.

11  Cride Coeur* (*Paintings by Martha Smith)
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15 The Cliff of Depression

16  The Prayer

12 “‘Help Me!™

13 “Imall fenced in.’

!

14 ‘I'mall Screwed Up!™




‘My Head is Going Round and Round’*
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‘I'm Being Persecuted!™

18

19




7 The doctor—patient relationship

When a person is admitted to a psychiatric hospital, the
doctor becomes the most important figure in his life — the
arbiter of treatment, and the means of eventual release.
Surrender to illness often entails a child-like dependency:
a mixture of trust, love, hate and burning resentment.
While some see their doctor as a kindly, parental figure,
nursing them back to health, he is frequently seen as a
heartless brute, impervious to personal suffering.

These pictures are very salutary viewing for trainee
doctors and nurses, some of whom must learn that obser-
ving the clinical symptoms of anguish and persecution
does not absolve them from a responsibility for showing
sympathy, understanding and concern. These paintings
have allowed us to see exactly how some people see their
doctors.

19 The Sadist in the White Coat

Here the doctor is depicted as a heartless sadist who scourges
his patient, a small pathetic figure.
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20 The Demonstration < 22 Thf' S |'deshaw. _

Here a patient illustrates exactly how it fecls to be The patient feels like a freak at a fair.

demonstrated in front of a group of medical _

students. She feels that she is entirely naked before

an audience of blockheads. Inewld 1y g fﬂ&ii;-‘h
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21 ‘Twould like a good doctor I could trust’

23 ‘Al Iwant to do is to give my doctor flowers . . .

24 “ .. butall he does is to dig out my heart!”
21






8 Wailliam Kurelek

In hospital, people who were denied the luxury of the
analyst’s couch, nevertheless benefited from reviewing
the painful experiences of their past through painting.
One outstanding example was William Kurelek. He was
a Canadian, of Ukrainian origin, who had been recom-
mended to us from another London hospital; it was
thought that, as he was an artist, he would benefit from
our studio facilities. He had made a great effort to come
to England when he felt a breakdown was imminent,
because he felt he would receive more help and under-
standing there. He had always wanted to be an artist, but
this aspiration won little sympathy from his father, a
Ukrainian immigrant who had fought to establish a farm
in the Canadian prairies.

When I first saw Willlam he was extremely with-
drawn. His body was huddled up and he was nursing a
small doll which he had made. He could hardly speak and
it soon became obvious that he would not be able to mix
with the others in the studio. He did try, but it was quite
impossible. What he needed was to be entirely alone with
his paints. Finally, I managed to find a small room for
him which had previously been used as a linen store. I
provided him with paint and materials and he began to
work entirely on his own. | came and sat with him each
day. He would not speak; he just pushed his latest paint-
ing in front of me. One of the first works he completed
was entitled, “Where am 1?2 Who am I? Why am I?" It told
me with an eloquence greater than words exactly how he
felt: blind and lost on a windswept barren plain. The only

vital aspects of the picture are the hands. They helped him
paint his way to recovery.

Later on, he painted a much larger work in which he
showed a series of events in his early life in Canada. He
portrayed his school days, his home life and his life as a
student. He connected these events to his coming to
England, where at one stage he imagined he was being
forced into a coffin, sat upon by an occupational ther-
apist, and lectured to by an eminent psychiatrist, in his

29  ‘Where am I? Who am I? Why am I?°
William painted this self~portrait soon after his arrival in
hospital. He said it showed exactly how he felt.

23



30 ‘ISPIT ON LIFE’

William Kurelek painted this extraordinary work over a period of ten days. It shows incidents in his life in Canada, and in hospital
in England.

24
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The Ball of Twine and Other Nonsense

This painting was completed shortly before William left hospital.
‘I have never really been mad. I was only fooling. I had you all on the end of a piece of string all

the time!”

o

There is a small self-portrait attached to the back of the pig on wheels.

Warning to Visitors

It is most dreadful to be mad —
Qur visitors exclaim: ‘How sad!”
Visitor, reflect again:
Is it not sadder to be sane
By God's grace
In this mad place?

To watch, in eyes more wild than ours,
Reflections of our direst fears,
Grown huge, grown menacing, that loom
Like shadows in an empty room;
And presently, within that gloom
Discern the shapes of things to be:
The tortured brood of phantasy
That slink, and smile, and fearfully wait
To struggle with some gruesome fate —
Oh,oh! to view in human eyes
Such agonising certainties!
Then stare within those eyes again,
Seeking a hope where all hope dies,
And see despair spurt, like a flame
Behind a misted window-pane,
And by that angry light to read
Wild ridings of an evil deed,
An answer to the writ of sin
Served on the bankrupt prisoner within.

Visitors, be advised!
Pity the mad
But gaze not in their eyes
Where your image shrinking lies,
Lest the surmise that dismays
Your own soul you there may see
Grown to a monstrous certainty.
We warn you; we who once were sane
But now are madly wise;
Who laugh, but are not glad,
Despair, but are not sad,
And hold, each locked within his brain
A mirror to the universal pain.
27



9 Self-portraits

Self portraits are a great help if we wish to understahd
how a person visualises himself. A picture provides
accurate evidence. This is particularly important when
the person concerned is unable to speak, or if he can
speak, lacks the coherence to describe how he feels.
Doctors and psychotherapists find these illustrations of
self-conception particularly helpful in their work. It also
provides a method of affirming a person’s individual
identity in the hospital ambiance of anonymity. Portraits,
just like people, range right through the sprectrum -
from a photographic likeness to a highly emotional but
eloquent portrayal. The pictures of those who have
retreated into a symbolic mode of thought and expression
are almost abstract. Sometimes the whole being is con-
fused or identified with an object, as with the woman
who believed her head was a tea cup (Fig. 37). Another
recurring symbol for the self is the fish, suspended in a
world of weightless insularity. Perhaps the most frequent
symbol for the ego is the human eye (Chapter 10).

On one occasion [ worked with a deeply troubled
young man. He had been so hurt by his unsuccessful
attempts to form relationships in his childhood that he
had finally ended up by turning his love inwards towards
himself. He told me that he would like to paint a self-
portrait. [ managed to find him a mirror from which he
could copy his image; it was in a heavy oak frame. He
tried several times, but without success. Then he covered
the whole mirror with the black paint of despair. Then, as
I watched him, his index-finger sought out his buried
reflection amid the wet paint on the glass. He first of all

traced the outline of his head, then his eyes. Then he drew
his hands, but this time on the heavy frame of the mirror,
as if he were physically struggling to get out. Slowly he
was climbing out of the imprisonment of his narcissism,
This painting marked a turning point in his development.
He subsequently learned to relate healthily to the outside
world and never looked back.

This is a similar process to that shown in the draw-
ings of the farmer in Chapter 15.

32 A self-portrait of a man of thirty-two who copied it while
gazing intently in a mirrer,






36 A portrait of a middle-aged man who
identified with the devil. Here we see the
formalised distortion of the human form and a
concern with elaborate patterning, reminiscent of
archaic art forms.

30

35 This haunting picture shows the distorted
image of a young man, as he saw himself. The line
down the face, cutting it into separate halves, is
often a feature of the work of those who have
retreated from realiry.

37 Sometimes people have retreated so far from
reality that they visualise themselves, not as
personalities, but as objects. This woman believed
that her head was a tea—cup.



10 Theeye

When one visits international exhibitions of psychiatric
art one noticeable feature is how difficult it is to detect any
national characteristics in the paintings; one country’s
work is very much like another’s. There seems, there-
fore, to be a universal language of symbolism, beneath
cultural differences.

Within this context, a characteristic sign, common
to all countries, is the eye. It occurs as the eye of Ra on the
prow of ships in ancient Egypt to ward off misfortune.
Many people believe that, when they are troubled and
anxious, superstition, in the form of an amulet or secret
sign, often acts as protection.

Paradoxically, we have the evil eye. Some people,
who feel persecuted, imagine that eyes are watching
them, everywhere. The eye is extracted from the body,
which gives it an anonymous, menacing, powerful pres-
ence. Occasionally, this is seen as the eye of the
Almighty, who knows even our most secret thoughts
and watches over us.

The eye is also the ‘window of the soul’ where such
emotions as love, hate, fear and sadness can be expressed
without words.

It is by far the most frequently used symbol in
psychiatric art. In English it has the additional meaning of
the ego, as we see in the illustration of ‘Capital Eye’
(Fig. 43).

38  The Tear

The man who painted this picture was very concerned about
the effect illness had wrought on his marriage. He shows a
female eye poignantly weeping a tear which is itself an eye.

31
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39 The Night Has Eyes

i e ¥ I =
42 The Damned 43 Capital Eye
32

The Eye of Hate

41  The Mystical Eye

I3

44 The Tree of Eyes









49  The Embrace 50 In the Sea-bed

The need to give and receive affection is all the more powerful A middle-aged woman who disliked me intensely shows me buried

in hospital, in the absence of loved ones. bbcgcztl'l the sea, Only the top of my head and my eyebrows are visible
above the sea-bed.




51 The Honeymoon
A night in a Paris hotel.

——
- Bh-:a._

53 Adamson’s Nurseries

52 A Night on the Tiles






55 The Escape 56 Guilt

This painting, with its deep guilt and desire for escape, was instrumental in saving the artist from Many people in hospital are plagued by dreams of guilt and

injuring herself. shame. Often they need reassuring that their illness is not a
punishment.

38
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57 Drowning 58 The Lavatory
Most of us have had this dream at some time. Itillustrates the ~ The vulnerability and self-consciousness of this young man is
feeling of helplessness as one descends into the depths. symbolised in his dream of being watched while on the toilet.

39



13 Primitive painting

These naive pictures were painted by an elderly lady who
had had no tuition in painting. They have all the more
charm because of this. While in hospital, she found her
new interest in painting a great respite from her occas-
1onal bouts of depression. She was an isolated individual,
who found it hard to make contact with anyone, just as
the figures in her pictures are all separated from each
other.

59 A Camping Holiday 62 The Garden















69 Noah's Ark

45
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17 Pebbles, flints, stones and bones

Occasionally an activity may commence with all the
signs of being occupational, but this may be just the
prelude to an outpouring of extraordinary originality.
Thas series of painted stones was done by a woman who
started making meticulous copies of stained-glass win-
dows and classical religious paintings. Although copying
is never actively encouraged, it often allows the person
sufficient confidence to tackle something more inventive
at a later stage, particularly when the satisfaction wanes.

This woman loved to collect smooth pebbles on her
visits to the sea-shore. She started to paint pictures of
butterflies on them, which she copied from books
(Fig. 70). Later on, she began to collect jagged flint-
stones from the Surrey fields surrounding the hospital.
The local farmers had discarded them while tilling the
fields. She began to be intrigued by the irregularity of the
strange shapes she observed. Her creative imagination
was finally kindled as she saw all sorts of possibilities in
pebbles, flints, stones and bones she found. She trans-
formed them into a treasure trove of objects which
showed brilliantly observed detail. Some were poignant
and tender, while occasionally others would show the
darker side of life. They all demonstrated the release of an
astounding creative talent which had lain dormant until
her copying broke the ground for it. It was as if her
imagination had at last awakened to the possibilities in-
herent in the natural environment. She had finally let the
outside world in, which I felt resonated with the progress
in her inner state.

70  The Blue Butterfly

71 The Nativity



72 Madonna and Child

76  Elephant’s Head

74 The Black Madonna

77  The Peacock

T8 The Tortoise 79  The Fox
47



18 Modelling, sculpture, pottery, wood carving

Graham was referred to me privately as he seemed to be
making little headway at the out-patients’ clinic which he
had been attending and he had shown an interest in, and
aptitude for, art. Despite his great desire to make personal
relationships, he has found himself unable to do so. His
retiring, inhibited personality conceals a rich world of
fantasy which he displays in his clay models.

His world of gnomes, pixies, castles and monsters
seems to suggest that he is far more at home in the world
of childhood imagination. Not surprisingly he says little
about his models, except that he finds it impossible to
work on his own. He admitted that he loved fairy stories
when he was a small boy. One of his later works, ‘Fish
Fingers and Chips’ displays a surrealistic enjoyment of
the macabre.

By now, he has begun to communicate with me,
although he says very little about his work. He seems,
however, to be ‘coming out of his shell’, as a recent
model might suggest (Fig. 119, Chapter 22).

Spontaneous art is a very satisfying and safe way to
express aggression. When anger and deep frustration are
finally liberated it is often a great relief for the person
concerned, but violence has its casualties, Anger can be
liberated onto the safe arena of paper, without the after-
math of a victim, remorse or retribution.

Another constructive outlet for aggression can be
stone-carving. This has the advantage that it allows phy-
sical strength and violence to produce positive results as
well as allaying anger. Paintings can be suddenly torn up

80 The Serpent, the Egg and the Eyeballs

81 The Primeval Dragon






83  The Devouring Boar

85 The Giant Fly

86 Soap Carvings and Figure in Wire
50

87 Appealing Figure 88 Soap Carvings
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89& 90 This life-size figure was carved by a man who expressed a wish to do a large wood carving. We discovered some trees which had been felled in the
hospital grounds and he selected a huge tree-trunk to carve. I managed to find him a secluded summerhouse where he could work without disturbing anyone.
For a whole month he whittled the wood down to this ethereal, graceful figure.



91 These models were all done by a woman in her
early twenties who suffered hysterical blindness.
She had been encouraged to come to the studio by
her friend, who also attended and who guided her
there each day. She gradually regained her sight,
after making a number of models, and
subsequently produced some very sensitive
paintings.

92  The Baby with a Bird

This baby was modelled by a middle-aged spinster,
who had never worked in clay before coming to the
studio.

93 The Twins

This naturalistic model of twin girls was done by a
young woman who had no previous experience of
modelling. She produced a number of statuettes
which obviously pleased her. (Top right)

94  Strangulation

This woman was encouraged to give substance to a
recurring nightmare in which she dreamed of
strangulation. Here the amorphous quality of clay
heightens the feeling of formless menace exuded by
these cat-like creatures.



19 Rolanda Polonsky

Occasionally the hospital welcomes an arust of excep-
tional brilliance. For many years I had the privilege of
working with a very talented painter and sculptress,
Rolanda Polonsky. Her early life, before she came to
hospital, had heralded a bright future. She took a degree
in political science at the Italian university of Florence,
before deciding to devote her life to the Arts. Tragically,
illness intervened and she was obliged to spent thirty-five
years in hospital. During this time she worked inter-
mittently in the studio. When she was very ill, she was
unable to produce anything, but as her spirit slowly
gathered strength, her creative ability was renewed, and
she succeeded in composing some exceptional works.
Her art achieves aesthetic distinction because she
succeeded in subordinating and harnessing her personal
anguish, placing itin the service of her artistic expression.
Her work transcends natural self-pity, to portray ele-
ments of universal suffering.

Among her finest achievements were the Stations of
the Cross which she made for the hospital chapel. There
was some initial difficulty in getting them accepted —
perhaps because of their lack of conventional photo-
graphic accuracy. I managed, however, to get them
exhibited independently in St. Mary Woolnoth, a Wren
church in the City of London. The high praise that they
received there eventually found them a home in the hos-
pital chapel, where they are now proudly displayed. My
only regret was that we could not afford to have them
cast in bronze. They reveal extraordinary power; they are
undoubtedly great works of art, not only expressing
Rolanda’s personal experience of suffering, but trans-
forming it into something far beyond her personal
situatiorn.

While she was in hospital, her poetry won a gold
medal in an international competition. The Arts Council
of Great Britain made a film of her work ‘Rolanda
Polonsky — Sculptress’ in which she provides a powerful
commentary. The spiritual element of her work is para-
mount. Rolanda acknowledged that it sustained her
during her moments of depression and withdrawal.
Fortunately she has left hospital. She now lives with her
family in Paris and recently exhibited her drawings in a
gallery near the Rue de Faubourg 5t Honoré. When [ told
her that I wished to illustrate her work in this book, she
was deiightcd, for, as she said, ‘Art was my salvation.’

95  Dejection
Aneloquently tragic, life-size figure, modelled in clay and later
cast in plaster.

53
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The Blessing of the Suffering People
A plaster relief which now flanks the entire back of the high altar in the hospital chapel.

W ——

97  The Entombment
One of the Stations of the Cross in the hospital chapel.







20 Metamorphosis

The following pictures were painted over a period of six
years by a man who, when he first came to the studio,
was completely mute. They illustrate the slow but steady
change he underwent while painting, and also demon-
strate the benefit of allowing this metamorphosis to take
place in its own good time. This series of paintings has
since drawn comment from those interested in the al-
chemical model of transformation.

100
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104  The Shipwreck

The ship is now a black-sailed galleon, sinking in a stormy sea.
A sole survivor can be seen, swimming away. His head is just
visible above the waves in the lower right of the picture.

99  This small piece of card, measuring about four inches
across, was this man'’s first attempt to make images.
Previously he had come for many weeks, and just stared at the
blank sheet of paper in front of him.

100  After about six months more, he finally summoned the
courage to tackle a larger sheet of paper. He drew these
separate mechanical sketches in pencil but never touched the
paint which was always at his side.

101  After a further six months, he covered the paper with
clear water. He subsequently dipped his brush in paint and
flooded the colour on to the wet paper, allowing it to form its
own pattern.

102 The Lake
This was the first attempt at depicting a landscape. Hereisa
sensuous delight in the use of colour, quite in contrast to the

rigidity of the first pencil drawings.

103 Christmas Decorations

Christmas time came and passed. He was very fond of a shiny
red bauble which he carried everywhere with him. He painted
this, and a ghost ship emerges.
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105  The White Ship

Rescue comes in the form of a ship with sails of white flowers
in full bloom. The sea is calmer now and a new dawn breaks on
the horizon.

107 The Comfield
The cornfield is ripe and golden, ready to be harvested. There
is still an ominous dark fence which surrounds the field.

(Right)

106 The Severed Head
The setting is now on dry land in what seems to be a cornfield.
At about the time this picture was painted he was beginning to
use one or two words with great difficulty.

S — T —




108 The Trees

The trees are now in full bloom
in a field of flowers while the
dark fence has retreated to
enclose the house in the
background. Now he could talk
with increasing fluency.

¥

109 The Apple Harvest
The aE le harvest has been gathered into baskets. A discarded
SmMoc gs from a tree. He now spoke without difficulty.
This was his final picture: after this, he lost all interest in
painting.

Shadows gather in this place—
There is a frown upon God's face;
There is thunder in the air,
And demon thoughts are everywhere.
Dreadful futures on us press
With an ever greater stress
Till the crushed mind grows numb,
And we go around, around,
Hastily, making no sound,
Unresisting, vacant, dumb,
Giving no hint of what lies
Before our sad, far-seeing eyes;
Listening vaguely, without dread
To the Voice that long has said
Qur years are dead.

........ But slowly, slowly,
Like a mirage, seen not wholly,
Like a sunrise in a mist -
(O, beware! O, resist!)
Life, that cheated us before,
Takes shape, grows bright once more;
Time, that flew unheeded, vain,
Halts to ordered gait again;
And, with our weak, astonished sight,
We rediscover Beauty, and Delight . . . .

Have you seen how strong the tide
Quests about a shore long dried
Till all is slaked, reclaimed, set free
By the far mutations of the sea?
Have you watched a field re-clad
With blades of green, scarce seen,
That secretly their strength unfold
Amid the stubble of the old?

So hearts are washed: put forth: grow glad.
So hope grows bold. God smiles again.
And we, who thought only to die,
Freshen, under his new sky
Like flowers after a long rain.
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21 Rentegration

Sometimes the process of an illness demands that the
mind must be stripped down before it can bereassembled.
This experience is often accompanied by a sensation of
total disintegration. The body is felt not to exist, or to
lack cohesion. This is sometimes called ‘depersonalis-
ation’. The young man who painted this series experi-
enced such a condition. When he came to the studio he
was extremely tense. His hands were tightly clenched, as
if trying to keep a grip on reality.

The strength of these paintings, with their powerful
brush strokes, remains throughout the series. With the
physical attempt to organise the elements of the picture,
comes a parallel in the ordering of mental chaos. The
body is slowly reassembled on the paper. Once a week,
for a period of eighteen months, the pictures became
more and more integrated, and finished with the figure of
the cross-legged guru. This man is now happily married,
living and working in Italy.

111

Depersonalisation



112 Retum towards Reality

113 The Naked Man
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22 Rebirth

Although the experience of *mental illness’ can be devas-
tating, it can also be regarded as a salutary process, allow-
ing the old self to die and the new self to emerge. It is
usually in the depth of illness that the new upsurge has its
beginnings, and a tiny shaft of light appears in the black-
ness of depression. This theme of renewal is depicted
variously as the phoenix arising from the ashes, the bur-
terfly emerging from the chrysalis, or the egg being
hatched, but the most frequent is the process of human
gestation and birth. The foetus is generally shown as a
grown human being, rather than an unformed baby.

-

116 The Foetus

115 The Blue Butterfly

The butterfly was painted by someone who had
been in the hospital for over thirty years. It is reassuring
to know that she did leave the chrysalis of her illness and
eventually begin a new life away from the hospital
(Fig. 115). The two people (Figs. 116 and 118) who
depicted the foetus awaiting birth, also recovered.

The unpainted clay model of the pregnant mother is
one of a series produced by a young man whose struggle
for self-realisation was hampered by a conflict about his
sexual identity. He made many clay models of strident
women, with whom he had been unable to form rela-
tionships. His problems eventually focused on his own
mother, from whom he had been unable to sever the
emotional umbilical chord. When he finally managed to
do this, he achieved his true identity and became adjusted
to his homosexuality (Fig. 117).

Graham’s painted models (Chapter 18), had pre-
viously centred around themes of childhood fantasy.
Here he is, ‘breaking out of his shell, his hands joined in
prayer, but as a fully grown, bearded man, which indeed
he is (Fig. 119).

f——"



117 Pregnant Mother

119 Coming Out of the Shell



























Art Therapy and Beyond

Everyone experiences periods of emotional turbulence at some time. The problems
can range from loneliness to pressure at work; from difficulties in human
relationships to a major, debilitating crisis. In these uncertain days of the erosion of
individuality and the increased use of tranquillising drugs, many of us are unaware
that there is a vigorous, creative, healing instinct deep within each of us. This force
is in danger of being ignored, or even suppressed, in our present day society.

Art as Healing tells how many people, undergoing a critical period of stress in their
lives, were sustained by art. Edward Adamson gives us what is essentially an artist’s
view of therapy and healing outside the accepted medical tradition. By creating an
atmosphere of receptive encouragement in his studio workshop, he helped those
who were placed in his care to recover through the release of their creative powers.

Over 100 illustrations of paintings and sculpture bear eloquent witness to the
success of, not so much a method, as a wider philosophy of caring which can allow
Nature’s calm balance to be restored. This approach is not burdened with dogma:
its most persuasive argument is that it works! Many illustrations express suffering
and alienation, but they often also document and facilitate an inner process of
rebirth and reintegration. Series of paintings by people who at the time were
otherwise unable to communicate show this clearly.

The value of this kind of artistic self-expression is not confined to psychiatric
medicine: examples illustrate its preventive powers in education and its benefits in
convalescence. With the help of this simple remedial creativity, many of us may be
able to find our way through the darker passages in our lives which might
otherwise have led to illness and suffering.
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