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Summary  

This dissertation is an ethno autobiographical piece of research looking at whether 

my journey from Royal Marine to counsellor has enabled me to embrace and accept 

the experience of war. The research looked at three areas of data that related to this 

journey. The data I used was the local newspapers reports about the Falklands 

conflict and a 1998 transcript of a radio programme about PTSD in war veterans.  
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The second pieces of data were three psychiatrist’s reports and two transcripts of 

audio taped counselling sessions. The final pieces of data consisted of the lyrics of 

a  

Pink Floyd Album, a song I had written and two diaries I had kept during my MA.  

I used grounded theory to analyse my data. I looked at how the press can form a 

collective emotional support, with a purpose of boosting moral and highlighting 

heroic deeds within a local community. I compared this with the radio transcript. I 

looked for the adjustment of my false self my masks and my own masculinity within 

the reports and transcripts. Finally I looked at how the power of music has been a 

path to my own emotional expression and how this was continued during the MA 

in my diary writings. I found that my research highlighted the issues of wearing 

masks to engage with the world, the construction of a false self and masculinity and 

the issue of emotional competence. I found that this is supported by the media’s 

interpretation of servicemen and women returning from war. My research has left 

several questions unanswered and leaves the potential for further qualitative 

research into this area.  
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Were you there?  

'However well educated the young may be, book learning can never rival the  

inspiration of someone who knows and has live.’.    

(Jung in Stevens 1994 p57)  

I was young when I joined the Royal Marines, sixteen years and three weeks 

young.  

I finished my long and arduous training in May 1975 was passed out1 by Lord 

Louie Mountbatten and was a proud wearer of the coveted Green Beret.2 I was 

proud to be a Royal Marine Commando.  

Seven years later, in the March of 1982, I went to war. I travelled thousands of 

miles to the other end of the world to the Falkland Islands, a small group of islands 

in the South Atlantic. Of course I did not travel alone. I returned several months 

later and came back feeling alone. I felt alone for a very long time. I had 

experienced the uniqueness of war.   

When I returned I was still not well educated but I knew and I had lived.  

David Jackson 2000  

  

Introduction   

This is where the book learning all began  

It was four years later after the Falklands conflict in 1986 that I decided to start on 

what was to become a long journey in an attempt to become well educated. I started 

with O levels and then moved onto an Open University (OU) degree course. In my 

 
1 Passing out is the term given to the process of completing Royal Marines training, signified by a 

military parade  
2 The Green Beret is awarded on completion of the Commando tests. There are seven commando 

tests are the assault course, the Tarzan course. The Tarzan/assault combination, the endurance 

course, the 30 miler, and the nine mile speed march  
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last year of the six-year OU course I was unfortunately medically discharged3 from 

the Royal Marines. After an initial period of feeling sorry for myself I decided to 

enrol on a counselling skills course, practical psychology I thought. I was very 

surprised to find that I enjoyed it and I decided to continue. Three years later I 

qualified as a counsellor. Of course I had always wanted to continue to become well 

educated. After my OU degree I started to study for a M.Ed. with the OU but found 

it boring, not very stimulating and lacking passion. In September 1998 my book 

learning journey took to me to Norwich where I started the University of East 

Anglia's (UEA) part time Master of Arts in Counselling Studies (MA) It was at the  

UEA on one of the weekends of study that the seeds were sown for this 

dissertation. I was listening attentively to my colleagues individually describing 

their thoughts, inspirations and hopes for their dissertations. I sat wondering 

whether I had any thoughts or even inspirations at all. Suddenly a feeling came 

over me, like the opening of a sluice gate the thoughts around my idea came 

gushing out. I wonder if I can really describe that feeling now as I sit here at home 

in Cornwall several years later. All I can recall on that autumn Saturday afternoon 

is that it felt right. The answer to the question posed by my course tutor 'What are 

your ideas for your dissertation?' was: ‘The Falklands, Post-traumatic stress 

disorder (PTSD) and me.’ The first footprint was firmly etched out in this delicate 

fragile path I was going to journey along.   

On the way home that weekend as I gazed out of the window of the train on the 

journey to London from Norwich I realised I was tired. I was tired of hearing others 

speak for me. What do they know? What do they care? I realised that I had a voice 

and I could speak for myself. I was a veteran of the Falklands conflict who had been 

 
3 Medically discharged is the term given to a serviceman or woman who is no longer considered 

medically fit to fulfil their role within the Armed Forces.   
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labelled as having PTSD. I was also a counsellor and a counsellor's client. More 

importantly I had been and still was a man who was very quiet about his 

experiences. Each of these differing roles had appropriate masks, which were used 

to display David to the world. Perhaps it was time for that multi-masked me to speak 

up. So what did I want to say? Who did I want to listen to me? On the train journey, 

as the hypnotic sound of wheel on track sent me into a slumber, I was not really 

sure.   

  

Finding the research question  

Originally when I came up with the idea for this research I was interested in 

exploring several aspects of PTSD, the Falklands, and me. I considered exploring 

the relation between the development of personality and socialisation and whether 

there is an ability to form a psychological detachment from a traumatic experience 

(Jackson, Red Diary, 1998 p2). I was at that time interested in Jung's view that 

obstacles such as defects, wrong education, bad experiences, unsuitable attitudes, 

and constitutional weakness will cause individuals to shrink away from life. I was 

attracted to his belief that neurosis is an adaptation, albeit an inferior one, of a 

potentially healthy organism responding to the demands of life (Stevens 1994). I 

took the view that my trauma might be the adaptation of the demands of my 

experience of war. I also believe that war and the effects of trauma from conflict 

are about the loss of innocence and a grieving process over this loss.  

Idealistically I would like my research to be read by a much wider audience so that 

as a society we can look at the way we respond to the needs of our own war 

veterans. I realise that this would be an enormous task and perhaps within the 

confines of the word limitation I might only touch the surface. However I hope 

that by being brave enough to touch the surface others will follow and tell their 
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stories.  As I reflected on and considered some of the difficulties I was about to 

face regarding my decision to look at my experiences I seemed to be wrapped up 

in the middle part of this journey rather the start and the end. I spent many an 

evening enjoying the reading, the researching, the writing, and the personal 

reflecting. I began to feel a great deal of passion for this loose idea that was 

floating around my head. Of course these loose ideas were not leading to a specific 

question but I felt a great deal of patience. I also felt that there were very important 

determinants to consider which once reflected on would lead me to a specific 

research question.  I realised early on that I must not lose sight of the fact that this 

is my experience and there are several important factors which influence that 

experience and how I tell my story. My story comes from the personal and social 

history of that time. I have for many years co created my meanings of my 

Falklands experience within a limited range of resources determined by my 

particular social context (Heron 1988). However my social context has changed 

dramatically over the last few years so within my chosen role as a counsellor I 

wonder how much I have had to strive to find new meanings I can attach to my 

experiences. I believe I have been able to undertake this task because of my own 

counselling training, therapy and professional experience. This in turn has 

empowered me to closely look at myself professionally and personally. The 

difficulty for me arises when the meaning achieved through this self-exploration 

and hence my own self-knowledge is linked to the wider society as a whole. Is it 

easier to accept certain parts of our life history as counsellors than others? The 

question for me as a counsellor is what modifications am I trying to create within 

this newer social context I am in? Do these modifications embrace fully the 

potential that the experience of war can be devastating?  Perhaps I am searching 

for a new meaning that has a new truth. At this point as I sit here typing I can 

recall how effective I was in the past whilst in the Royal Marines. I now realise I 
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was effective within the social context in which I was existing. What about the 

situation I am currently in? How effective am I now?  

How false am I now and how much will this mask the truth of my research? Heron 

(1988) also asserts that the measure of truthfulness is based upon our connection 

between our ideas about our existence and our ability to act effectively within our 

current world. Is this enough? Does acting effectively mean getting by and 

ignoring an immense sense of isolation I have felt? Having said all that, I feel that 

I can present myself as a counsellor and act effectively. I believe it is more difficult 

to present myself as a war veteran within the socially constructed images society 

holds of war veterans, for example through the press (Llewellyn Smith 1997).   

Such images mask the realness of the experience of war. However I believe one of 

the strengths is that I am an insider and this is my experience. I am a Falklands 

veteran but just as importantly I am a counsellor. Both these parts of me are 

important parts of the research in sense one has had to allow the other to co exist. I 

also realise as I start this there will be a limit to my understanding as a researcher 

as well as limitations to insider research. Atkinson and Silverman (1997) argue that 

the type of insider research I embarked on was “sentimental,”  “a vulgar realism,” 

and “a romantic construction of self”.  This raises an important question because I 

have decided to explicitly take on the role of the object of my own research. What 

does an object of someone's research involve? Do I want to present a romantic 

construction of a war hero? I was not sure of the personal involvement that would 

be required. I start this as a Falklands veteran who is a counsellor and a counsellor 

who is a Falklands veteran. Which drum would I be banging, the counsellor or the 

veterans? How was I going to present myself without banging either of my drums 

too hard? This might then drown out other drums that might want to bang. I have 

tried to bang my drum over the role of psychiatry through a piece of work I have 

already completed (Jackson 1999). Therefore I am aware of my own assumptions 



  9  

around the medical model and the way that it deals with psychological disorder. 

How truly reflective I have been as a researcher will be dependent on whether I 

make these assumptions and biases explicit (Lynch 1996a). Nevertheless I want to 

research my own experiences from the place of a practising counsellor, a client, a 

war veteran and now researcher. To do this I had to be part of this research and 

include myself in all my guises.  The difficulty I have had to attempt to overcome 

is the issue of reliability and validity of my research. I will be returning to these 

issues in later sections, in the chapter on methodology.  

Additionally I have stated openly that I am on a book learning journey. I would be 

naive to think that this book learning alone will give me a certainty about my 

experiences. Lynch (1996a) maintains that we have no intellectual certainty about 

the truthfulness of our research, about how truthful our research findings are, 

instead there is a moral responsibility to judge the good and the bad. So as a 

researcher I hope I will judge wisely and I begin with faith and hope. A faith and 

hope, that my experience is unlocking the false self from my life to enable me to 

empower others. Personally I have a strong desire to have a personal insight and 

this is spurred on by my intellectual curiosity. I want to empower myself to 

perhaps find a less false self. Whilst I can relate to wearing a multitude of masks 

perhaps I want to be more comfortable with the masks I choose to wear.   

  

The research question   

Whilst I had a loose idea of where I was going with this research I still needed some 

focus for a specific question. My deliberations were based around the background 

reading and the commonality this had with some of my own thoughts. I decided to 

look at the question:  

Un-shedding the masks. Has my journey from Royal Marine to counsellor enabled  
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me to embrace my experience of war and ultimately accept it? The 

process of exploring this was focussed around three significant areas of my 

experience of war and its aftermath. I wanted to deal with each area separately. I 

wanted this separateness to be apparent within my analysis and also within this 

piece of work, while enabling it all to be drawn together in my finished piece. To 

give each of these areas this sense of separateness I used the three points of a 

triangle in which to pin each of my differing data. I have spent most of my early 

life in North Devon so the first point of my triangle is a societal representation of 

the Falklands conflict, as seen through the eyes of the local press. The local 

papers I have used are The North Devon Journal and the Hartland Times4. The 

period of the papers I looked through was from March 1982 to August 1982.The 

reason for using this press coverage is that I feel there is a more personal slant on 

the reporting. The second point of my triangle is where I have sat many times 

over the last five years, in a chair telling my story to other professionals. I have 

told my story to three psychiatrists and eventually to my therapist. I saw the first 

psychiatrist in August 1995 with finally seeing the third in December 1996. The 

therapy was two sessions during the period September 1998 to October 1998. In 

sense it is how I have attempted to represent my experiences. I have told my 

story to my world wherever my world has been. Finally the third point of this 

triangle is a more self reflective exploration. This is where since the Falklands 

conflict I have tried to shed my Royal Marines image. I have attempted to be 

real, own my feelings and shed my false masks.  In the main this had been done 

in private and actually to this day still is. I tried through my diary, my song 

writing and in the past through the metaphors within my life to shed the skins, 

 
4 Hartland Times is a parish magazine, which is published every two months.   
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cast away the masks and reclaim my self. I started the red diary in September 

1998 on starting my MA and the blue diary in the July  

1999.  

  

This is where having lived began.  

In March 1982, at Whale Island, Portsmouth, I boarded the Landing Platform Dock 

(LPD), HMS Fearless (Hastings and Jenkins 1983) and went to war. The Falklands 

was a short war of only two months, many miles away in the South Atlantic brought 

to life by satellite communications, television, up to date news and of course 

patriotism. In July of the same year I returned home from war and it seemed like in 

the nation's eyes we were all heroes. In my own little corner England I returned to 

the sound of the Hartland town band surrounded by a very small and proud 

community.   

There were special celebrations in Hartland to welcome back from the Falkland  

Islands local men who had seen service during  

 the crisis. First to return was David Jackson, son of Phyl and Maurice Jackson of  

Brimacombe Road, who saw service with the Marines and was landed at San  

Carlos and crossed the island for the taking of Port Stanley David…arrived here 

in  

rd 

Hartland on Friday 23 July to find the flags and bunting out in Springfield:  

Hartland town band was there to play a welcome home and a happy crowd 

gathered to add their good wishes. (Hartland Times, May 1982)  

  

In reflection, I never really gave my experience a second thought. I was home. I 

am sure at times I wondered what all the fuss was about. Having said all of that I 

found comfort in the fact that the experience of war was a collective one with the 
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others that went down south.5 Like many war veterans before and many after I had 

just got on with it.6 What made this process easier was the camaraderie I felt for 

my colleagues. The term used within the armed forces is the esprit de 

corps7(www.askme.com 2000a). As I reflect on my experiences within the 

Services, esprit de corps seems to me to be a form of psychological binding that is 

supported by the philosophy of the armed forces. This in turn then forms strong 

group cohesion. (This strong group cohesion was cited by Price (1984) as a factor 

that contributed to the low psychiatric combat casualties during the Falklands 

conflict.)   

Of course my experience of Falklands conflict had its moments. There were the 

minefields, corpses by memorials, loss of friends, and fear. Those experiences aside 

I believe there was a noticeable non-acceptance of the aftermath of war. It was like 

sort of casually slipping into normality. People at home on return did not ask any 

questions and I did not volunteer any answers. For me to accept that the experience 

of war might have had a detrimental effect on me was not getting on with it. To 

accept that there might possibly be detrimental effects from the aftermath of war 

was not complying with the roles I had chosen in 1974 as a career. If you did not 

get on with it you would not be getting on with life. I also feel that one of the main 

reasons for my non-acceptance of any effects was based on a strong feeling that 

because I was not at the front line then I had no reason or right to feel the way I did.   

So the question arises when did I start to question my non-acceptance?  As far as I 

 
5 Went down south is the term used within the Royal Marines for people who went to the Falklands 

conflict.  
6 Getting on with it is a phase used for the attitude of Royal Marines. When any situation appears 

difficult there is a very strong philosophy of just getting on with it.  
7 Esprit de corps means a common spirit of comradeship, enthusiasm, and devotion to a cause among 

the members of a group. It comes from the French : esprit, spirit + de, of + corps, group, body. It 

was a French military term for morale. (www.askme.com 2000a)  

  

http://www.askme.com/
http://www.askme.com/
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can recall I got on with being a Royal Marine. I feel that this started to change when 

I started my book learning during my studying of psychology with the Open  

University. It gave me a heightened awareness about psychology and hence PTSD. 

I subsequently realised that there were some areas in my life that were not quite 

right. Despite the heightened awareness something was going on inside of me. It 

did not lead me to run to the medical officer, that was not getting on with it.  Of 

course I was not a sick bay ranger,8 a malingerer, a loafer,9I was a bootneck.10 It 

wasn't until 1995 after I was medically discharged from the Royal Marines I was 

referred to several psychiatrists and was subsequently diagnosed as having PTSD 

(War Pensions 2000 p45). During my service life I saw life in the main as 'game 

playing', not for real, exercises with blanks ammunition with a sort of innocence 

about it. It was when the game became real I felt a loss of innocence and with this 

loss, a grieving process.  

Laing (1969) said 'A man without a mask is indeed very rare’ (p95).  Everyone in 

some measure wears a mask and in turn there are many things we do not put 

ourselves into fully. From this I now have a realisation and an acceptance that 

service life is about the institutionalisation of one's self. I believe that in the 

majority of cases this moulds individuals into compliant non-questioning 

servicemen/women. In a sense these people are formulating a false self to be able 

to function effectively within their world at that moment in their lives (Laing 

1969). I would go as far as to say that PTSD has consumed my whole life since the  

 
8 A sick bay ranger is a individual who appears to send a lot of time in the sick bay. Generally to get 

out of duties.   
9 A loafer is someone who does not pull his or her weight or make an effort, generally to the 

detriment to the rest of the team.    
10 Bootneck or booties is the slang term for a Royal Marine. It originated from the strip of leather 

sewn into the neck of full dress tunics. This leather was used to protect the neck from sword slashes 

to the neck. (www.askme.com 2001c)  

http://www.askme.com/
http://www.askme.com/
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Falklands conflict in some degree or another. The mask I was wearing or false self 

I showed has controlled the degree of this consumption. Whilst I cannot be certain 

of the mask I will wear whilst doing this research, I can relate to the idea that the 

real experimenters will always be those who make it new. I want to find things out 

for myself and more importantly through this dissertation I want to learn and thus I 

want to carry this new learning to others (Carver 1989).    

  

  

What people have said  

Post-traumatic Stress disorder and the research  

PTSD was first defined within the Diagnostic and Statistical Manuel of Mental 

Disorder III (DSM) in February 1978. It was placed within the section on anxiety 

disorders. It was a description given to survivors of traumatic experiences and 

related to an ordeal that is outside the normal range of human experience. This 

could be involvement in violent crime, sexual and physical abuse, involvement in 

an accident, natural disasters or experiences of a man made nature (Baldwin 1998). 

It was evidence from the Vietnam War that prompted the need for such a category 

and to date the majority of research into war and PTSD has been carried out 

following the Vietnam War (Young 1995).    

In comparison, it seemed that to date there has been very little research following 

the Falklands conflict. Initially I came across the first piece of research by O'Brien 

and Hughes when it was mentioned during the transmission of the File on 4 radio 

programme (Northam 1998). O'Brien and Hughes (1991) studied a group of  

Falkland’s veterans who were still serving in the armed forces. It was from this 

paper that I found the other two papers referred to in this research. The first was 

where Price (1984) examined the factors that might have led to the low rate of 
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psychiatric casualties during the conflict. The second was Jones and Lovett's 

(1987) paper in which they carried out three small case studies focusing on 

subjects from the South Wales area of the United Kingdom (UK). I also found 

evidence of further research in a paper by Orner, Lynch, and Seed, P. (1993) "Long 

Term Traumatic Stress Reactions in British Falklands War Veterans". It was 

published in 1993 from a survey carried out between 1987 and 1990 (Email, 

September 2000). Subsequent searches have not found any further evidence of 

research into PTSD, and the Falklands.  To confirm this assertion I contacted The 

South Atlantic Medal Association (SAMA) and through this email (email, June 

2000a) contacted a psychiatrist who had carried out work with veterans who were 

diagnosed as having PTSD (Email, June 2000). However there is a future research 

project being proposed, an official study being commissioned through 

Southampton University with a team obtaining usable data within a sample group 

of Falklands Veterans.  

Another part of this study is hoped to be conducted through Bradford University 

with their ongoing 'Peace Studies Programme' to analyse the costs to society with 

the increase of spending with veterans on benefits and the overall cost to society 

through war veterans rejoining society 'untreated' or ill advised (Email, July 

2000b).   

Evidence from the Vietnam War has shown that PTSD sufferers show a combination 

of depression, general anxiety disorders, panic disorders, chemical and substance 

abuse, high rates of self destructive and self-defeating behaviours (Laufer et al 1981, 

Sierles et al 1983, Yager et al 1984). To add to this, evidence from Price's (1984) 

and Jones and Lovett's (1987) research has shown varying explanations of the low 

psychological casualties after the Falklands campaign. Whilst Price's (1984) 

account of psychiatric sequelae in Falklands war veterans stresses the low 

psychiatric casualties it reports evidence of severe delayed reactions with the three 
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cases discussed. One possible factor to this delay is the psychological ambience of 

the armed forces. They go on to say that the camaraderie within the 

unit/company/troop/section will evoke a conflict between fearing a loss of face with 

the colleagues with whom the veterans are serving and the fear of death or 

mutilation. They also recognise that in this group psychological identity can lead to 

severe loss at the bereavement of a colleague. Lastly Solomon (1989) researched 

Israeli war veterans and found there were a great many reasons why veterans did 

not seek help (see Appendix one for further detail).    

To confuse the situation there was also evidence of a political agenda regarding the 

plight of war veterans and PTSD. It may seem surprising but the Veterans  

Administration (VA) in the USA was resistant to PTSD following publication of   

DSM III (Atkinson et al 1982). This appeared to mirror the lack of support for the 

Vietnam War across the wider society in the USA. Any VA acceptance of PTSD had 

important implications both fiscally and regarding the anticipated manpower to deal 

with veterans diagnosed as suffering from PTSD. There is strong evidence to 

suggest that 18 years later there is a resistance from our own political establishment 

within our society. Steven Hughes's (1991) study was cleared by the Ministry of 

Defence (MOD) two years from its completion. To date there appears to be little or 

no impact on government policy from the study (Northam 1998). There is evidence 

to suggest that veterans are empowering themselves through legal action against the 

MOD (O'Leary 2000, Northam 1998). Perhaps the same fear voiced by Congress in 

the USA is being mirrored in the corridors of Whitehall.  

In 1998 Jones, on the Radio 4 programme File on 4, stated that in North Wales, with 

a population of 0.5 million, he knew of between 100 and 200 ex-serviceman who 

present acute features of PTSD. Within the 50 million population of the UK he 
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estimated between 10,000 - 20,000 may carry a lot of grief. Jones during the 

programme did not say how he came to this figure but he did go on to say  

The worst get into real trouble, they drink, they die, they go into prison. A lot just 

carry on. They do not work as well they could, they live more bleakly than they  

would have lived, so their quality of life has diminished.  

(Northam 1998)  

  

  

Communicating the trauma  

Individuals with PTSD face an enormous task of coping with the physical aspects, 

social aspects and the psychological aspects of the disorder. The question is how 

can we put a traumatic experience into a narrative through ordinary language and 

not lose the subtleties of that experience?  Saussure (1974) made a powerful case 

for the idea that language structures our understanding of reality rather than 

serving as a neutral means of communication about our reality. Caruth (1995) 

states that there is a possibility that speech is simply not a vehicle of understanding 

but also the locus of what cannot be understood. So within the differing aspects of 

the reality of PTSD how do sufferers project to the external world the concepts and 

models of this reality itself? Is it at all possible to touch the truth of my reality 

because that only belongs within me? However if I ignore my truth or reality 

beyond my words spoken or stories I have told I might risk paralysing any moral 

judgements about my experiences. I might paralyse the will to pass any judgement 

on my experiences and the ways I have coped. (See Appendix two for further 

comment).  To take the opposing view the aim of narrative therapy is to enable the 

client to gain control over past ways of narrating their experiences. This is 
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accomplished in a way to empower the client to act and feel differently to the way 

they currently do within their current life story (McLeod 1997).   

What's more Laing (1969) asks the question to what extent does every man and 

woman be true to his or her self whether there is a personal involvement or there is 

a heavy influence of others in achieving this. So in a sense if you gain control over 

your past experiences how much influence of others helps or hinders this process?   

Finally I feel by looking at the feminist perception of trauma we have much to 

gain.  

(See Appendix three for further comment).  

  

Methodology  

My experience, my reasons, my justification.  

The two areas of research which have previously investigated PTSD and the  

Falklands conflict were carried out by researchers who had not gone down south. 

Whilst I feel that these researchers (Price 1984, Jones 1987) have a positive intent 

in trying to help trauma victims from war, I have wondered if there is a possibility 

that there is an anxiety about hearing and experiencing the unthinkable and whether 

being an insider would have made a difference to my research. A third area of 

research was by Dr Hughes (1991) who had experience as a Falkland's veteran but 

it did not explore how S. Hughes felt about his realities and truths about his own 

experience down south. This is what I wanted to do. I wanted to add a differing 

perspective to the current picture, perhaps to add a piece to this incomplete jigsaw. 

I wanted to grab the nettle and talk about the sadness that only Falkland’s veterans 

and old Spitfire pilots can talk about (Blue Diary 1999). Coffey (1999) stated that 

putting researcher into the research might be portrayed as self indulgent, 

exhibitionist and narcissistic and these thoughts did cross my mind but choosing an 

auto ethnography method was important to bring together my two differing worlds.  
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Tierney (1998) said that auto ethnographical stories ‘are powerful research tools 

that ultimately enable a writer to deal with difference and to ensure that, by doing 

so, people are not all assimilated into one mainstream sameness’ (Tierney1998, p1). 

I felt that this was the most appropriate method because I wanted to describe myself 

within the context of being member of a sub culture who has moved into a different 

sub culture. A sub culture, as I understand it is a group who have similar values, 

beliefs and traditions. I wanted to bring together the here and now and the past. I 

did not and do not want to be assimilated into one mainstream sameness.  My 

justification is that auto ethnography is often a description of a conflict of cultures; 

often an analysis of being different and it gives an opportunity to explain these 

differences from the inside (Bennett 2002). I wanted to tell my story from the inside 

and I wanted to attempt to explain self to others. Neumann (1996) says that auto 

ethnographic work creates the opportunity for reclamation of voices that perhaps 

have been absent, misinterpreted and silenced in the past. I wanted to reclaim my 

voice.   

I wanted to scrutinise the downtrodden self rigorously and I wanted this scrutiny to 

emphasize the methodological process of this research. To be able to do this I had 

to find and to show empathy towards a part of poor downtrodden self. This portrait 

of empathic identity between researched and researcher ‘has the researcher as some 

white knight rushing in to save Luke Sky walker’ (Tierney 1998). So, is the 

researcher heroically riding a magnificent white stallion fighting the shadow self to 

rescue the poor downtrodden Luke Skywalker. Maybe I have an implicit intent to 

become a hero like the Spitfire pilot by researching PTSD in war veterans. My 

primary focus was to see if war could be accepted and embraced by me as a 

counsellor and I used the exploratory lens of a counsellor to form my researchers’ 

subjectivity (Chesney, 2001). I was on an experiential journey and I was not 
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prepared to let my experientially gained knowledge become an embarrassment, I 

wanted this to be a basis for more research (Reed, 1995).   

The other consequence to consider within this is the role of maleness and the part it 

plays in the research. How do expectations placed upon us as men stop us giving 

ourselves permission to express ourselves and engage fully with our experiences? 

Connell (1995) has argued that masculinity is best constructed in the plural and that 

through that we can be linked to each other as men. Through my own journey of 

self-development I have changed my view of masculinity and my own masculinity.  

The mask of masculinity has had a grip on my own ability to express how I have 

felt about the Falklands.   

It is possible through the wearing of these differing masculine masks that are in 

some way imposed on us by societal and cultural influences that we are then able 

to tell our war stories so that they are disconnected from the true reality of war. I 

have had to tell many stories over the last 18 years since 1982. Through the telling 

of my stories I have and still can modify them, claim them and create new 

meanings. Within my narrative of my trauma I have had to develop a defence 

system. A defence system that is very much about the way I tell my story to protect 

myself. It is only when I can tell my story from a place without my mask or masks 

do I really think and feel I get near to my experiences. I would hope at some point 

to touch my real experience. The question is how far does this form of self-

reflective life history even return to the true reality of the past (Hitchcock 1995)? 

Does it represent or even get close to how it really was or is?  Also it is important 

to consider what language I have used to propel my understanding of my 

experience to the psychiatry profession, to the counsellors I have had therapy with, 

and me? Has my therapy enabled me to gain control of the past? So if I gain this 

control do I still keep a distance between my voice and my pain? Is this useful 

from a professional perspective as a counsellor? At this point in my own 
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professional and self-development is the real significance that I do not want to 

distance my voice from my pain? With this in mind I have wanted to scrutinise the 

way I project and have projected my internal world of reality and truths whilst 

being aware of the masks I wear and have worn. I have wanted to explore how I 

have attempted and sometimes failed to get in touch with my true self through 

diary entries, songs and exploring metaphors to my experiences. I have wanted to 

just have my view, gain knowledge and hence a voice.   

The difficulty is that it can be problematical trying to represent these types of 

direct reflective experiences adequately. Atkinson and Silverman (1997) call upon 

culture as the explanation for personal and autobiographical narratives. They see 

stories as being the end product of cultural accounts, constructions and inquiries 

and believe there is some doubt of an existence of self and its contribution to this 

end product. Alternatively Jackson (1989) states that knowledge of our 

experiences are just not found in the corridors of academia and hence are not just 

tested within their standards of scientific inquiry. Each of us judges our 

experiences against the emotional and practical demands of our lives at any given 

time. Hence each experience is unique in the context of the overall culture.  

Whilst it is my qualitative viewpoint about the Falklands and PTSD, I am 

attempting to legitimate my way of viewing the world and hence validate my 

position. By telling a story through my short narrative I would like the reader to 

take hold of it and read it in their way. In a sense I want to be able to tell them 

about myself and not necessarily the sub cultures that I have aligned myself to, 

like the Royal Marines, war veterans, or even the counselling profession. In turn 

will hopefully tell them something they perhaps did not see previously in 

themselves. Perhaps through my story I want to turn myself into a different hero 

not a North Devon Journal hero (Denzin 1994b). The type of hero I want to be is a 

hero who confronts and makes sense of my own life experience. I am not after the 
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understanding of other’s PTSD experience through the exploration of my own. I 

want to able to say to others that if you look at my story now it might touch 

something inside, which will make you want to be heard.    

  

  

This is how I decided to do what I did  

In my dissertation I wanted to move away from the top down approach and have a 

starting point as me the individual. To me the movement from the label/diagnoses 

to the individual leaves a void, which might be filled with behaviour within the 

veterans that is a reflection of an assumed way to be. Michelle Fine (1994) saw how 

individuals could inhabit a space of dominance to construct a sense of self through 

the denigration of others. Does the medical model use its dominant position to 

construct the false selves of others? Do I want to make the dominant discourse I 

have implied feel uncomfortable because I am an insider and do not attach myself 

to this dominant discourse? My evidence from researching this dissertation suggests 

that the dominant discourse of the psychiatry should feel uncomfortable. A letter in 

Counselling the magazine published by the British Association for  

Counselling (BAC) described how a speaker, a service psychiatrist, described the 

trained counsellor as a trained dog (Counselling, 2000). I believe that through this 

type of language there then becomes an impasse between the medical profession 

and the counselling profession. Many victims of trauma engage in successful 

counselling for their trauma. Later I received e-mail from Martin Owen, the author 

of the letter, who works within the ex service community. He said, 'I can tell you 

that they are all very angry particularly with the way they have been treated by the 

establishment, they too want to be heard' (email, July 2000).  
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Perhaps we should be working together to alleviate the stress sometimes suffered 

by war veterans. As Allun Rees (2002) reported in the Mail on Sunday ‘A shocking 

little known toll of the Falklands War is revealed today 20 years on. More veterans 

have taken their own lives since the South Atlantic conflict ended than the number 

of servicemen killed in action’.  

I started the research with the initial aim and purpose to explore another veteran's 

experience of PTSD and attempt to compare this with my own. I started to look for 

willing participants for this purpose. I had posted several messages on web sites 

which were relevant to the ex service community, for example Once a Marine  

(http://www.civvie-street.co.uk/ 2000)11 and NAAFI  

(http://pub47.bravenet.com/forum/ 2000). The decision I had to make was apparent, 

was I going to attempt to retell another veteran's experience or was I going to retell 

my story? I received eleven responses from these web sites and all were very 

positive about my proposed research. They all voiced an interest in being 

interviewed. Nevertheless through my own reflection of my experiences I saw there 

was potential to use myself as the research subject and at that moment I decided that 

I would not talk to the others. I do not feel at that moment there was reason for this 

or even as if I had to justify this stance. The justification of my chosen methodology  

of being an insider within my research is more pivotal to this research process.   

Later when I reflected about this in my diary I thought about my overall 

motivation to carry out this work. Yes, I was not blind to the fact that there would 

be some therapeutic benefit to this piece of research. I had been keeping a diary 

since the beginning of the course so my second diary, the blue diary, enabled me to 

reflect on my research process but also to reflect on my own therapeutic process 

that went on during the research. I found myself motivated by the fact there was 

 
11 Once a Marine is a web site for ex Royal Marines to network, find lost colleagues and chat.  
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limited research about the Falklands conflict and PTSD. I really felt that my own 

experience as a veteran and now a counsellor would give a different perspective on 

the experience of trauma. I wanted to see if my experience as a counsellor helped 

me embrace my experience of war and accept it. I felt this had wider implications 

for insider research within other difficult personal experiences, for example living 

with cancer or survivors of sexual abuse. Part of this process was the difficulties I 

had being ruthless with my work as I rejected parts. I felt that as I rejected parts I 

was rejecting parts of myself. The longer my dissertation went on the easier it 

became to reject parts.  This appeared to be a quite natural process but what it did 

do was give a sufficient distance between me the subject and me the researcher.   

  

The Data.   

Assuming that David the counsellor and Jacko the Veteran will have an audience I 

wanted my audience to see this research as having three directions. I hope there 

would be recognition of the heroes, the local heroes spread across the local papers 

with stories of bravery, valour and happiness as they returned safely home.  It is at 

this point were the societal view sits. I have called this society's disillusionment. 

Secondly it is about my story. I told my story to three psychiatrists and eventually 

to my therapist. I have called this my disillusionment. Lastly I have tried through 

my diary, my song writing and in the past through the metaphors within my life to 

shed the skins, cast away the masks and reclaim my self.    

  

  

  

The Newspapers - Societal disillusionment?  

I looked at this through my reviewing of the local press coverage during and after 

the conflict in my home area of North Devon. I looked at the way local people saw 
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the conflict at that time and how veterans portrayed themselves to the society in 

which they shared their lives. I had collected many stories from the local paper in 

my area the North Devon Journal and the Hartland Times. Collecting the Hartland 

Tines was easy. It is nostalgic tradition that we return as a family to the village of 

Hartland for the annual carnival. It was in August 1999 on one of our regular 

summer visits that I found the articles about my return from the Falklands. It was a 

year later in the early summer that I travelled up to Barnstaple in North Devon. I 

visited the library to collect some news reports from the period of the Falklands 

conflict. On the second floor they housed the local studies section so I went 

upstairs surprised that I felt a little anxious and was shown the microfilm machine 

and then began the process of sifting through the North Devon Journal relevant to 

the time I was interested in. It was extremely difficult to stay focussed. I would 

drift through the many news reports thinking about how thing haven’t really 

changed. I managed to look at all of the week’s newspapers from April 1982 to 

August 1982 and noted down 25 stories that I thought revealed how local people 

presented their part in the conflict and how returning veterans presented their 

stories.   

During this collection of newspaper reports I had considered searching the archive 

of the national press. However I believed that the emotions and the living of the 

conflict were felt more individually within the local communities hence through the 

local coverage. In my view national coverage perhaps roused a more collective 

response, a more collective form of patriotism and bulldog spirit. Perhaps this is 

akin to the collective grief of a Remembrance day parade which in essence can 

unwittingly ignore the individual grief. Also I decided that the limitations of this 

piece of work would not accommodate this potential for additional analysis.   
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The Psychiatrists’ reports and the therapy sessions - My disillusionment  

After I left the services my medical records were condensed and sent to the War 

Pensions agency for assessment, as is standard practice. The basis of this 

assessment and review of my medical records dictated the level of pension I was 

going to receive. This assessment process also highlighted a need for me to see a 

psychiatrist due to some concerns I had raised just before my medical discharge.  

Most of my concerns about how I felt about my experience of war had been shared 

with the therapeutic family of the Royal Marines; whilst I was with this family I 

had no need to see a psychiatrist.   

Once the war pensions have finished their assessment all ex-service personnel are 

given a statement of case and within my statement of case were the three 

psychiatrists’ reports about my condition of PTSD. It was very easy then to extract 

these reports from my statement of case and use them as data. I hoped what they 

would show was how I became more open to each psychiatrist within each 

consultation. The term open was about finding a voice within the consultations. 

Tierney (1998) points out that personal narratives are not just a way of cataloguing 

silenced lives, but an undertaking ‘to challenge the oppressive structures that 

create the conditions for silence’ (Tierney, 1993, p, 4.). This term open perhaps 

then linking a new found voice to any acceptance I might feel about my experience 

of the Falklands.  From this starting point I read and analysed the three psychiatrist 

reports.   

I also analysed the transcripts of two therapy sessions I had been client in. Each 

session was for an hour and took place in the summer of 1998. Through my own 

personal therapy over the last few years I have never specifically looked at my 

Falkland's experiences. I have never really put myself under a microscope. Had I 

consciously avoided the more difficult parts of my life? Yes, I had worked on my 

own self-development as a therapist and had moved a long way but how is it I had 
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never talked to anyone, including those that are close to me, about that time in my 

life? I clearly believed it was time to look at this area of my life.  The difficulties 

that I had to address were how did three interviews with psychiatrists and one 

session of therapy within a framework of my whole therapy reflect the real core of 

my whole experience?  Lynch says that western and eastern philosophical beliefs 

have the view that language is very limiting (1998b). So did I assume that, as by 

seeing a counsellor who uses the same therapeutic language and techniques would 

be enough to connect to me to my experiences or even a snapshot of my 

experience as a human being?  

In any case within both the psychiatrist’s reports and the therapy transcripts I 

attempted to follow the transition from the stiff upper lipped, over the top12 ex Royal 

Marine in 1995 to the ex Royal Marine who is now a counsellor. In a way I wanted 

put sections of my own self under the microscope. It was important to me to get the 

realness through a representation of the text. It was of paramount importance to 

reveal through this story of mine a story that portrays the language, feelings, 

emotions and actions of myself. Another difficulty that arose was the issue of truth. 

How do I reveal my truth but a more meaningful interpretation of my truth? I 

wondered how this might influence the end piece. A large part of me knows that 

from an existential perspective I relate to others within the particular framework of  

                                                           
12 During the First World War a charge over the protective battery which ran alongside a trench was 

called "going over the top." Such a charge usually resulted in many casualties, as did most operations 

during that most tragic conflict. Since the casualty rate was very high, it took remarkable bravery to 

go "over the top". Some considered it excessively brave and the phrase has come to be associated 

with excess. (http://www.bartleby.com/quotations)  

  

  

  

  

my culture within which I exist (Van Deurzen-Smith 1990). How will I relate this 

to the current framework in which I exist now? Secondly this is my experience and 

my experience alone. So did my insider perspective ignore the discourses that 
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compete for the platform that every one with a vested interest wants to sing from? 

How much of my telling of my story did I want to be a representation of the story 

of many unheard voices?  

I became to realise the enormity of trauma within my life and how I had shut it 

away scattered around like the discarded remnants of a deserted trench.  

  

The diaries, the songs and Pink Floyd   

I looked at the power of metaphors for my experiences and a song I had written 

about the Falklands. These parts have played a significant part in getting in touch 

with my self and how I want to portray this self to the world. My relationship with 

this structure within my life has been in a state of flux. There has been a construction 

and a reconstruction of self. Behind all of this fabrication has been me wanting to 

shout out 'Look this is me, an individual, a feeling emotional man. Listen and more 

importantly hear’.  

From my own experience of images of war brought straight into my home, 

whether it be on the television or radio, have triggered reactions in me. I have been 

aware of the need to avoid, the need to ignore or even totally shut out that ruinous 

part of our humanity. I have been able to do this whether by walking from a room 

saying 'I can not watch this war film' or just not putting myself in a situation to 

engage with these triggers. The most powerful metaphor about my experiences and 

subsequent feelings comes from within a Pink Floyd album called 'The Final Cut' 

(Pink Floyd 1983).  This metaphor was projected to me through the lyrics. What 

do these lyrics say and what have they said?   

My song writing was perhaps leaving an opening to the door to a more real me. I 

only had to find the key. Was this the story I really wanted the world to hear? My 

diary writings had started in 1998 with a red coloured diary. Within this I noted 
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references, general thoughts about my dissertation ideas and articles, which I could 

follow up later. As my loose idea for my dissertation began to take shape I started 

a blue reflective diary called a blue because the cover was a dark blue colour. The 

opportunity to collect data for the other assignments led me to some useful data for 

this dissertation for example the Radio 4 programme File on Four (1998). What 

my diaries attempted to do was unravel my day-to-day reflections of how I felt and 

viewed this journey. It would be representative through my experience of carrying 

out this research and hopefully conclude by finding myself in the position I find 

myself today. Today being the day I place this in the post to UEA for the last time.  

  

What I did with my data.  

The most dominant issue I had was how I was able to attach some form of 

methodological method to my analysis. I found grounded theory confusing and 

was unable to grasp the concepts fully, however I found through my reading 

around that it appeared to fit loosely around what I was doing. Glaser (1992) 

believes that researchers approach grounded theory with prior interest, reflections 

and problems with their proposed research. I was certainly engaged my research 

with prior interest and a reflective manner. I attempted to categorise my data and 

look for themes throughout the individual pieces of data and collectively within 

the pieces of work (Holloway and Wheeler 1996).   

Most of my analysis took place in my music room (where my guitars and computer 

sit) over a period of several months. I am seemed to work better in the small hours 

of the morning so when my family had gone to bed I would spread my data on the 

desk and spend an equal amount of time using a highlighter to pick out themes 

throughout the material. During these early mornings I would listen to The Final  
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Cut and I would attempt to have a dialogue with the lyrics, asking what do the lyric 

lines make me feel? The highlighting of themes throughout all the pieces of my data 

was very important as each piece had a time and place within my whole experience 

of PTSD and the aftermath of the Falklands conflict. The Final Cut from 1983 and 

1984, the psychiatrist reports from 1995, the therapy sessions from 1998, the diaries 

from more recent times. Each of the pieces of data had a place within my view of 

the world at that particular moment in my life. I felt through my analysis an 

overwhelming feeling of despair and questioning of the usefulness of the masks I 

wore in the past and even the one I wear now as autobiographical researcher.   

I wonder whether I am trying to slay a dragon, my internal dragon perhaps. I am 

not really sure. I suppose I might be naive if I thought I would just have an analytic 

and reflective process about me. I thought I could hold up my sword high and hack 

my way though all this bloody criteria. I am glad this is not the case. I am moving 

slowly through a unknown path, fearful, sad and sometimes blinded by the tears.  

(Blue Diary 2000 p.28)  

I wanted to attempt to stress the removal of the masks I had worn within each 

interaction with fellow professionals, both psychiatrist and therapist and myself 

(Denzin 1994a).   

Undoubtly through my reading of the literature about trauma there are many 

explanations (Appendix One) and what my reading about trauma did is give me a 

few pegs on which to hang what I found within my data, more importantly what I 

did not find. Within the local newspapers I was looking for a theme perhaps how 

people presented themselves to the world whether they served down south or stayed 

at home in North Devon. I looked for the heroes.   

Within the psychiatrists’ reports and transcripts of therapy I was trying the focus on 

the interactions. I was trying to establish a common thread. I tried to look for a 

swaying of the narrative between the client and professional going from the safe 
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areas of my experience to working at a deeper level (Howe 1993). As a counsellor 

I work with clients to work at a deeper level and attach new meaning to their 

experience and this seemed appropriate for my analysis. I read and reread the reports 

and transcripts looking for evidence of me the war veteran talking about my 

experiences. I wanted to see my disclosures of my experiences broadened as I talked 

to more professionals.  I realised there would be a difference between my 

consultations with the psychiatrist and my counsellor but I was not sure how much 

of a difference. Finally I looked at where parts of my story stayed the same but I 

knew there was the another layer underneath. I colour coded and highlighted these 

recurring themes within the text.   

I wanted to use these themes to look at the type of mask I showed to the psychiatrist, 

another type of David, a very different role to the one I played out in therapy. I 

wanted to look at the differences between these two interactions by looking at the 

type of language I used whilst not losing sight of the fact that I was an experienced 

counsellor who was used to going for therapy. I looked to see if the themes had a 

prominence to me as a counsellor with the subsequent experience of a practising 

counsellor.   

When I arranged my therapy I had discussed with my therapist my reasons for the 

therapy and the part it would play within my dissertation. I also negotiated the use 

of the tape and transcripts for my research and asked if she would be willing to 

spend some time looking at the transcripts with me. I returned to my therapist with 

the transcripts of the therapy and spent two sessions of two hours on each looking 

at the data. I wanted to make sure it was a common experience and I wanted to 

ensure that because this was about me and written by me I was not blind. I wanted 

my transcripts to be the experience that had happened as much as I could. I wanted 

to put the spoken word onto an emotionless medium of white A4 pieces of paper 

so that it sang joyfully but also cried in sadness. To this end it was important to 



  32  

collaborate with my therapist. Firstly I wanted to clear the data with her but more 

importantly I wanted to make sure that I did not water the experience down or 

oppositely build it up.  We looked at the transcripts and highlighted parts where I 

had dropped my mask and began to work at a deep therapeutic level with my 

counsellor. When I actually looked at the transcripts of two of my therapy sessions 

I decided to just use the first session. The second therapy session had links to the 

Falklands conflict but I felt it was not as powerful as the first session. The word 

limitation also negated using it.   

Finally within the Pink Floyd music I tried to unpick the lyrics and find the words 

that have filled me with sadness over the years. I had tried to hide this emotional 

pain through collusion with the lyrics of a Pink Floyd album. More recently my 

songs have been an avenue to tell the world how I feel and have felt. I again tried 

to unpick the words and ask what are you saying to the world? This has been two 

considerable outlets for some of my feelings I have hidden behind the masks I 

have worn. What does it all mean though?   

In summary my aims were to carry out an exploration into my experience of PTSD 

through therapy, psychiatrists’ reports, letters, personal metaphors and the local 

press. The purpose was to have a better understanding of myself and perhaps some 

of the difficulties of maintaining the masks in which society hand us to wear as 

veterans. Perhaps it is not as simple as that. It might be that underlying my aim and 

purpose are even more difficult questions. Is it a continuation of my own therapy? 

Is this dissertation a further chapter in my own self-development? Even pure self 

indulgence? Or was it some other cliché? To some extent perhaps I was harbouring 

under a charade. The charade being the way I was portraying the Falklands and 

me. How did I alter this? I found that my reflections over the course of the whole 

of my  
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MA made my motivation, aims, and purposes more explicit. I would go far as to say 

more honest. Perhaps the realness and genuineness was buried within me and 

protected by the very charade I played out.   

  

  

Ethical considerations  

Whilst the two therapy sessions were difficult, to lessen any possible problems I 

made sure there was a gap between the sessions, transcribing the tapes and starting 

my dissertation. The year gap between the taping of the therapies and the 

transcription was a deliberate move to enable this to happen. Another ethical 

consideration I had to consider were around the issues of other people’s details 

being brought into my dissertation. Within my psychiatrist reports there were details 

of my family and my upbringing with that family. To this end I decided to just 

include the relevant passages of the psychiatrist reports within appendix 4 rather 

than the whole reports. There was only mention one other person within the 

transcript he was my close friend who died during the conflict. I changed his name. 

Once I had decided to focus on myself within this study I had consented to that part 

of me that been hidden from the world. The main concern I had to address was what 

I was going to stir up by exploring this sometimes, distressing part of my life. I was 

always aware of the implications for this. Other implications are my connection 

with others in my life. I do not live in isolation. I can recall a telephone conversation 

with a close member of my family 'Are we going to be able to read this piece of 

work?' (Telephone conversation 2000) Well are they? As well as protecting myself 

I have perhaps protected the significant others in my life. The veil of silence has not 

just been about me but about a protection of others. What am I protecting them 

from? The silence has been revealing a part of me to the world. It is a part that says  
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‘I am a strong man.’   

  

This is what I found   

Societal disillusionment - the local press  

It is my belief that everyone would like to be a hero. I am not talking about a 

metaphoric dragon slaying St George. Heroic deeds come in many forms. I am 

talking about local people that make good. I have kept a scrapbook full of 

newspaper cuttings from rugby games I get a mention in. I would like to use this 

image of heroes and heroines as a way of looking at the deeds of local people as 

reported in the local press during the Falklands conflict. (Full versions of the 

newspaper cuttings can be found in appendix 5).   

It was noticeable from as early as April 8th 1982 stories of heroic deeds were 

presented in the local press. Whilst the Task Force sailed on towards the South 

Atlantic there was hum of activity married with an air of uncertainty filling the 

pages of the North Devon Journal but surrounded by headlines stating the 'Oldest 

Resident Being 106' and a 'Gas Alert Evacuates Homes' (North Devon Journal  

April 1982c). ‘Radio ham picked up the Falklands’ proclaimed the headline as he 

kept contact with Bob, a Falklands sheep farmer. The report stated that he did not 

know how long he would be able to continue broadcasting he had learned the  

Argentineans were searching farms for radios (North Devon Journal April 1982c). 

In the same column space there was evidence of a collective patriotism as a ‘Local 

football club raise the Union flag’ (North Devon Journal April 1982c)  

It appears to me that there was an unspoken pattern as the reports move from stories 

of the individual (Bob) to stories about groups within the local community. Even 

local politicians, in this case the Right Honourable Mr Speller MP, for North  
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Devon, were quick to join in and state in a rather churchillian manner 'There is still 

time for common sense to prevail' (North Devon Journal April 1982d). Perhaps this 

is a rallying call of patriotism hiding the fact that for many, war does not hold much 

common sense. In the same piece rousing pomposity and rejuvenating language was 

used again to warn any dragon of its potential slaying drawing the local community 

together with some rallying purpose. 'To appease an aggressor does not abate his 

appetite. It just makes him realise how easy it is to oppress' (North Devon Journal 

April 1982d).  

Of course I can realise that words are easy from the safety of thousands of miles. 

However perhaps these words were used with a heroic strength to support and give 

a sense of communal strength.  

As the weeks passed a widening web of inclusion within the conflict continued 

through the coverage in the local press. Sea cadets boasted proudly about the ex 

cadet who was with the Task Force12 (North Devon Journal May 1982e). Local 

firms working overtime to keep food supplies on stream.  Mr Crawthorne of North  

Devon wanted to give the lads high quality stuff. (North Devon Journal May 

1982f). Did he realise that it might perhaps be a high quality last supper? I can 

only imagine as I read this history in which I played my part that the 

momentum of public feverish patriotism was moving extremely fast. Headlines 

again proudly stated ‘The gifts roll in for the troops’ (North Devon Journal June  

1982g). ‘South Atlantic fund13 aided by painting’ (North Devon Journal June 

1982h). Still heroes emerged sat on chairs hunched over radio transmitter receivers 

and casually exposing the Junta14 (North Devon Journal June 1982i).    

 
12 A Task Force is a group of military forces grouped together. In the case of the Falklands conflict 

it consisted of  a large naval force and land forces with a strength of 28,000 personnel. (Hastings 

and Jenkins 1983)  
13 South Atlantic fund was monies donated by the general public in support of the task force.    
14 Junta is the military rulers of a country after an army take-over. (Hutchinson 1991)  
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Even sailors, commandos, soldiers, pilots and merchant seaman wanted to tell their 

'Boys Own' stories to their own corner of England. One hero said 'The loss of ships 

has been tragic but made us all determined', whilst veterans proudly proclaimed 'We 

won’t let you down’ and then some reality perhaps a precursor for what is to come 

'The morale is high, tinged with sadness’  

(North Devon Journal June 1982j). As the months passed and the war finished the 

veterans returned to the local community, my community. Heroes who touched, felt 

and lived a war thousands of miles from North Devon came home. They came home 

to tell story of valour and heroic deeds. Wearing the masks proudly of returning 

heroes.   

Geordie, a survivor of the bombed landing ship "Sir Tristram", tells of dawn 

landing of troops and equipment (North Devon Journal July 1982k). Francis  

Bucknell was aboard HMS Argonaut and tells his story ‘The ships that defied two 

days of air raids …with two unexploded bombs inside her’ Again the headlines 

stated ‘Crew stuffed mattresses into the bomb hole’ (North Devon Journal July 

1982k) and ‘Three bombs hit the water a few yards from the ship sides’ (North 

Devon Journal July 1982l). Finally and rather strangely a soldier stated ‘It was a 

good experience’ (North Devon Journal July 1982a).  

In my opinion all of this reporting brought the society as a whole into a common 

(mis) understanding, a collective form of emotional support but in turn a collusion 

ignoring the dark side of such an experience. Whilst between the pages of adverts 

and local football results, parking was 10 percent up. The tree haters had been 

active…young trees that had been planted had been snapped off and in Hartland 

they talked about the vandalism to the bus shelter at the last parish council meeting 

(North Devon Journal July 1982k).   

Does being part of this emotional support falsely link us back into society? Thus 

reattaching ourselves with the nurturing, giving family, a connection with our home 



  37  

or part of England. How strong are these bonds of attachment? Bowlby (1977) 

maintained that attachment behaviour is held to characterise human beings from the 

cradle to the grave. Is it just a twenty-second moment (Jackson 1998)? Is this a 

moment that passes with time? How does the attachment to our local community 

change? When do war veterans ungrudgingly return to an emotional attachment 

with their therapeutic families?   

16 years later, on Tuesday 29th September, File on 4 (1998) told a different story. 

This programme was about the experience of war and how PTSD has affected 

veterans, sometimes with quite traumatic consequences. There was no recollection 

of heroic deeds but stories of broken fragmented societal support. Where was the 

collective patriotism now?  

In the programme Alistair Stephen described to the reporter for the programme, 

Gerry Northam, how his son Andrew whom had served in the Gulf war rained 

blows on him shouting ‘Stay down Iraqi bastards’ Andrew Stephen then went on to 

describe to the reporter how he could not cope with it any longer. (I ask what is it? 

Is it so terrible there are no words to describe it?)   

Alistair: I would never of thought he would of lifted a hand to me but he did. And 

he was talking as though he was knocking somebody about who was outside of the 

family. He was shouting ‘Stay down stay down’ and the wife believes she heard him 

say, ‘Iraqi bastard’. And I stood up to him, I sort of said,’ No I am not going to’ and 

each time he rained a blow I went down further and further. Andrew: I just decided 

that there was no way that I should be treating anybody else like this, and there was 

no way I could cope with it any longer. I just went to the petrol station, I brought 

one of them plastic cans, filled it up, and walked back into the shop and poured 

petrol all over myself. I went to strike the match but unlucky for I couldn't get that  

right and they were wet because I'd left them in my pocket  

Northam. You say unlucky for you  
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Andrew. Yeah I did not want to be there. I did not want to be on this earth any  

longer.  

(Northam, 1998)  

No 'Boys Own' story just a realness perhaps an unthinkable realness. Maybe for 

many the bonds of attachment with others returning from war soon fades leaving 

veterans to struggle with varying levels of chaos and disorder. When they leave the 

protected environment of the services is the sense of connectedness destroyed? Do 

veterans become alone and isolated in potential chaos? What about Alistair, father 

of Andrew and the many other fathers, mothers, wives, brothers? Do they in turn 

become tired of carrying the burden they see within their nearest and dearest?   

Where are the heroes now?  

It is through such examples and the language used that a historical and socially 

produced discourse of the returning local veterans is formed.  In the construction 

of the reports in the papers a paradigmatic choice occurs. I want to be a hero; I 

want the label of hero.  Perhaps there is a historical social construction of ‘I am a 

returning hero’. This is not something that is given or taken but something that has 

been achieved through the social interaction of the returning war veterans, a 

welcoming society and a history. In turn these groups will have differing views on 

what determines this reality. However at some point I see them meeting in the 

middle and feeding off one another to sustain the construction. At some point there 

is a parting. Where does this occur? Or is it more of a clandestine rejection? So, 20 

years, on has a forbidden discourse now been manifested (Schostak 1993)? I see 

that the label hero being a forbidden discourse, which perverts, represses, and 

gives asylum to the realness of what is really going on for war veterans. This then 

leaves veterans and other possible discourses scattered around like discarded 

empty shell cases after a battle ignored and just forgotten.  
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My disillusionment-A view from the window of a Psychiatrist's room   

As I read the three reports I was looking for some evidence of my false self system  

(Laing 1969) and an evidence of my own process which I hoped might lead me to 

the answer of the question, had I really embraced and accepted my experiences? 

Laing (1969) sees the false self being compliant to the will of others and I wondered 

how much I wore the mask of a war veteran in the early years after I had left the  

Royal Marines. A patient of Laing once stated about an essay he had written ‘Not 

one word of it was the expression of how I felt. It was all how I felt I was expected 

to feel’ (1969, p96). How much had I spoken words that were about how I was 

expected to feel?  

I read the language in the reports that seemed to be forced out through the stiff 

upper lips I believe I held. In these early years in 1995 I had experienced certain 

conditions (Appendix four, line 6) but these words I believe showed a lack of 

emotional competence (Heron, 2001). I was noted not to have volunteered any 

other symptoms that might have the psychiatrist consider that I might be suffering 

from PTSD.  (Appendix four, line 12). He noted that I described my service during 

the Falklands as being on the edge, constantly fearful, even on occasion petrified 

but never having witnessed at very close hand any immediate life threatening 

confrontation with the enemy or the weaponry other than minefields. (Appendix 

four, line 21). When I was with the psychiatrist did I not think a minefield was a 

weapon? What part of me played down this experience, this terrifying experience? 

I wrote in my diary one night remembering that experience.  

It was after the cease-fire we were pressing on to Stanley to set up a tactical 

headquarters for Brigadier Thompson. I was the signaller for him. We were driving 

over the Dartmoor type terrain of the Falklands when we came across the advance 

vehicle. It was on its side. I remember stopping and Inch, the corporal signaller 
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from the Royal Artillery come staggering towards my vehicle  'Jacko I think we hit 

a  

mine'  

We were in a minefield. This became a long and fearful night  

(Blue diary 2000 p14.)  

I had not mentioned this in the session. Of course do we as men tell the world when 

we are scared, very scared? How far are we prepared to put our masculinity on the 

line in front of another man even a psychiatrist?   

Four months later I was referred to Combat Stress15, started my counselling training 

and saw a second psychiatrist. In this report the emphasis appears to move me 

towards revealing my secret self (Laing 1969). I talked a little more about what I 

did experience but only from a safe place. I felt that I was not able to trust the alien 

world I had entered after leaving the Services (Appendix four lines 7, 14 and 28). 

The sort of trust I was learning about in my early counselling training was about my 

growth, my development and reaching my full potential (Rogers 1990) and I was 

not ready for that. I feel that I still had an allegiance to my therapeutic family who 

had drunk heavily around the world, drunkenly remembering the fallen heroes.  I 

wonder now whether it easy to drown all of my hurt I felt in an alcoholic haze  

(Appendix four line 32).  

I had a final consultation with a third psychiatrist. A third visit was required 

because of the conflict of evidence produced by the other two psychiatrists. Again 

throughout this description of the spoken voice of this consultant psychiatrist I was 

prised open a little more and retold my story. I described some of my experiences 

which I had failed to disclose before (Appendix four, line 42, 55). I questioned 

whether the leaving of the therapeutic family might trigger the hidden sadness I 

 
15 Combat Stress is a charity that supports ex service men and women who have mental health 

problems.  
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might carry as an ex-serviceman? Was I wearing a mask of a strong man who did 

not care?  

I wondered what had happened between 1994 and 1997. Heron (2001) says that 

emotional competence is one of the characteristics of a person who is able to 

manage their emotions. Emotionally competent individuals are able to control,  

communicate and develop their feelings.  The passage of time and the development 

of my emotional competence had allowed me to let others see how I felt. However 

I felt I still was telling my story based on a masculine social identity of an ex Royal  

Marine talking to three different whom I still saw within some hierarchical system.  

Did this stop me embracing and accepting my experiences? Or was I not ready to 

show the real me?  

  

My disillusionment - A view from the window of a therapists room  

It was 2 years after I saw the third psychiatrist I entered into the white building in  

Saltash town centre. I was going for my first therapy session specifically about the 

Falklands, more importantly I considering using these results as a part of this 

dissertation. Was I looking for a therapeutic experience or dissertation result? I 

realised that when I climbed the stairs to the room where I was going to have my 

therapy I had travelled a long road. To work in the profession of counselling my 

belief is that I had to integrate within me a completely different way of interacting 

with others. I have had to develop personal traits that are akin to the nature and 

role I have chosen to be in. My stiff upper lip has had to be softened.   

The unshackling of the parts of me, who have had a long connection with my 

Royal Marine role, came about through the therapy and self-development through 

the courses I had attended. I had become more accepting of others. I tried to be and 

still strive to be real and I wanted to be who I wanted to be. However in amongst 

this entire process how many more onions skins was I willing to shed?  The first 
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session showed a certain amount of avoidance from the start. There appeared to 

some sort of view of dealing with my experiences. How do we deal with our 

experiences? Is it the intensity that dictates this? Or do we know whether there is a 

natural working through such experience that takes place anyway? (Appendix six, 

line 34)? Alternatively does my awareness of the here and now give me the 

emotional and psychological security? A false self had enabled me to function 

within the society and the societal circumstances I was in. I believe I was denying 

my secret self (Appendix six, line 74).  

I talked during the session about my outlets for some of what I believed to be my 

real self. This was through the projection of my emotions onto films and music 

through sensitivity and sadness (Appendix six, line 99) There was also nostalgia. 

(Appendix six, line 118) and this nostalgia kept my emotions in check within my 

role as a Royal Marine. When I exposed myself to the world outside of the Royal 

Marines the reality was different. (Appendix six, line 142). I exposed myself to 

world and I became scared and became anxious. The dilemma was how does the 

world know the fear unless you tell the world your fear? I did in my therapy session.   

(Appendix six, line 169)  

I was going to where I had not been with another person. During the conflict I was 

young and because I was young I did not want to die. I did not want to die in the  

Falklands like Doc had. I wrote in my diary  

Doc was killed the day before we landed. When I told Bronco16 we went up on the 

deck together. It was quite rough but we did not seem to notice the sea both lost in  

thought. My thoughts were 'Shit this is for real' At this moment 

in the session there seemed to be an eternity of silence the realisation that I did not 

want to die. A car passed the window and the sounds of people outside going about 

 
16 Bronco is the nickname generally given to someone with the surname Lane.  
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their everyday business could be heard. It was very much like a mirroring of what 

had gone on over the many years since I had gone down south. Everyone else 

getting on with their lives, shopping, chatting, walking, being and living, whilst I 

sat in my own little world.  

My maturing emotional competence showed the sadness I had felt for many years.  

(Appendix six, line 209). There were long silences during the therapy with my quiet 

voice being overrun with the sounds from the outside. My quiet voice was getting 

in touch with my sadness, my male sadness, my heroes sadness. At this point I ran 

away from the secure base within the therapeutic encounter. The secure base where 

the client can explore identify important thoughts and feelings (Howe 1993). Whilst 

the fear and sadness were being openly explored I was turning away and running, 

very much like running from an air raid to a trench petrified (Blue diary 2000 p15). 

At that moment I did not feel like a North Devon hero but I was alive.   

It was apparent that I had created a false self who had worn a mask, which enabled 

me to keep all my sadness and fear at a safe distance. However within the therapy I 

was able to expose even more of my face and drop the mask momentarily. To expose 

to the world and to me what is the other side of war. (Appendix six, line 280) It was 

like I had let down my guard and realised the enormity of war, whilst realising I was 

okay, I was alive and now by exposing the ghosts of my past I was trying to exorcise 

them.  (Appendix six, line 308)  

Perhaps for me the realisation that war was real was on the night before we landed. 

A great sense of loss because death was real. This part of the game had the most 

difficult rules. How do I be sad about the loss of a good friend? Do you just leave 

the grieving until 18 years later?  (Appendix six, line 318)  

Perhaps as the therapy session drew to an end I again realised that what I felt in that 

room was for real. There appeared to be a realisation that I had given my 

experiences a meaning. A meaning which enabled me to function effectively within 
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a given time and personal history. So did this meaning lead to acceptance and 

cathartic embrace? What I feel happened is a product of my training as a counsellor 

and my own therapy. I was able to use my new level of emotional competence to 

add new meaning to my experience of war (Heron, 2001). I had been playing the 

game of someone whom society saw as a man who had experienced war. I believe 

at times opening up within others a curiosity that wonders what it would be like to 

experience war. Uncomfortable looks perhaps wanting to ask a question like 'what 

was it like?' but instead leaving a veil of silence. I had looked at me and I feel I 

peeled many layers back exposing myself.   

Counselling has enabled me to provide a context in which I have been able to find 

some sense about my experiences and ultimately it has enabled me to feel able to 

find sense in my experience of war. Many survivors of trauma convey that the 

truth of the event is incomprehensible. This strength is not addressed to anyone. It 

is not a responded to anyone but viewed in solitary isolation. Through my therapy 

I have been able to relinquish the tight grip I had on my emotions of sadness and 

fear (Kohut 1984). I was able to share a cathartic experience with another human 

being, a cathartic experience that enabled me to face my painful emotions (Heron, 

2001). For the first time I found that through telling my story it provided the 

means to engage with this pain. I was able to engage with the ultimate truth of my 

existence. It seemed to me that there was a need to explore some of the emotional 

truth that attaches itself to this part of my life.   

However the unanswered question is whether all individuals of similar experience 

would actually benefit or need a professional approach to dealing with PTSD. 

Have I through my counselling training been empowered to reach a point where I 

was able to explore my experiences in the Falklands? Was the dilemma of finding 

a dissertation question masking any real psychological need to explore my trauma? 

As Lynch (1996a) has acknowledged we can only see any meaning to our 
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experiences based on the linguistic and conceptual resources that our current social 

context will allow. Have these resources found any meaning within my new and 

current context? It is not that hiding such a depth of feeling is negative. By hiding 

such feelings behind a mask I feel it gave me the ability as a veteran to be able to 

reinvent myself within whatever social role I was playing out. It was a way of 

displaying a psychological smoke screen which I could function behind. I have 

told my story and I believe in the past that the many false selves I have acted out 

have governed my story in a form of censorship. I also consider how much of this 

silence and censorship is about being male with a limited understanding of true 

self. Do veterans fall silent or are they silent anyway because they are men? 

Another problem I see is that language has the potential to obstruct the ability to 

connect with the core of what is really going on emotionally.  In fact it can obstruct 

what it actually means to be a male versed in emotional incompetence. Marks 

(2000)  maintains that most men think that emotional celibacy and restraint as 

being not only important but also very much what it is to be a man. Being able to 

unburden themselves is not part of the way they are.   

I believe both the psychiatrist reports and the counselling transcripts show an 

exploration of a maladapted ego structure. I arrived into my adult world with my 

particular ego formation, forged out by my own experiences including my 

experience of trauma. The exploration of my masks and false self allowed the 

breaking down of the old ego with new bits being added to adapt to the current 

reality I was living in (Field, 1996).  

  

My diary, my true self?  

Diary or journal keeping has a long history of self expression. Both are tools for 

growth, critical reflection and the ability to try making meaning out of what is 

expressed (Clark, 1994). It has been something that I have been well practised in 
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having been on counselling courses. Whilst I may have found an ally, someone with 

whom I could sit on my own and collude with in the music. It is through my diary 

that I fought the most recent struggle with the mask wearer. I was endeavouring to 

make my experience of this research real,  to engage with the part of me which has 

held that mask firmly to my face and to look at what is 'behind brown and mild eyes'  

(Walters 1983).   

I started to transcribe my therapy session back in June 1999 and it was from that 

point that the process I had decided to embark on was going to be emotionally 

difficult. 'There was a part of me not wanting to admit that it was me going through 

this process' (Blue diary 2000 p8). The process of client/researcher was extremely 

hard with an internal voice saying to me 'that is not me on the tape' (Blue diary 2000 

p7). When I came to transcribe the second tape there was a different emphasis 

contained within the counselling session on the tape. It was expressed quite strongly 

in my diary. '…wondering what has this to do about my dissertation' (Blue diary 

2000 p8). My diary also gave a very powerful insight into something I feel we as 

therapists can take for granted the power of the counselling interaction and 

counselling process. It is only now I realise the process, the counselling process and 

all that it entails.   

The first interview was purely about down south which I felt was quite powerful 

and felt some of the emotion coming out. The illustration of silence was 

incredibly  

powerful. How things hung in the silence.  

 (Blue diary 2000 p9)  

Unquestionably the diary has compelled me to self reflect on various aspects of my 

own professional development as a counsellor. However this was not the only 

purpose the diary appeared to serve. A week after hearing the tapes I visited the 

SAMA web site and sat in a lonely silence and felt. As I wrote in my diary I 
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appeared to just touch my sadness and then return to a public mask perhaps 

because my sadness hurts.  

Went to the web site and visited the garden of remembrance and spent over an hour 

reading and feeling incredibly sad yes how close was I to tears what waste all those 

young people young men. I suppose I will never come to terms with the futility of it.  

Did I think this would be easy as a dissertation? What I do wish I could back to 

standing at the bar where I stood with the old spitfire pilot at my party in the village 

thrown when I returned from the Falklands. At the bar not speaking drinking toasts 

to lost friend. I thought within the frame I build around my personal experiences I 

had only lost one friend 'Doc' and two others I had known. But realised as I clicked 

on the web site through the garden of remembrance in a year 2000 modem way I 

had lost everyone who had been killed in the Falklands I am crying now perhaps it  

is time to stop  

(Blue diary 2000 p10/11)  

There is something about loss and the inevitability of death. Death in war is to me 

very much like running towards death driven by the circumstances. Numerous 

factors dictating whether you will meet it head on, miss it completely, just miss it 

or even laugh at it because we laughed at death. How we laughed at the holes in the 

over snow vehicle (from the shrapnel) (Blue diary 2000 p27).   

As the weeks went by and as I read and reread my transcripts I began to recognise 

the level of exploration and the depth I had been to during the first session, albeit in 

a detached manner. Meeting colleagues who had served in the Falklands made me 

wonder how the new role we all take on when we leave the services can dictate the 

public mask we wear. So in a sense the mask that I have chosen to wear is the mask 

of a counsellor.  What this mask entails I am not sure? Does this mask have a certain 

amount of inevitability about it? Does being a counsellor mean an inevitable self 

developmental journey which leads to an adaptation of the false self? Does the 
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process of self development and therapy lead to finding a true self? Am I stripping 

back to find my self, driven by my own self-development, counselling and now my 

dissertation?  Perhaps my seeking of some true self has is like looking for some sort 

of holy grail, not knowing if it really exists. This not knowing leads me to be 

uncertain and if I strip back the layers without care I might expose the rough skin 

beneath and leave me raw and unprotected.  Perhaps I have just replaced one mask 

with another and this mask fits more comfortably.  

  

Is there anybody out there? (Walters 1979)  

Pink Floyd have been one of my favourite rock bands for many years and it was no 

different in 1982. I remember in the September of 82 I went with a friend to see 

'The Wall' by Pink Floyd (Walters 1979) in the cinema after its release. It was a 

black depressing masterpiece, in my opinion. I brought the cassette soon afterwards. 

It was in the April of 1983 when I brought another cassette what was to be a 

metaphor of how I felt it was called 'The Final Cut' (Walters 1983). The lyrics were 

graphically accurate in the way they resonated within me. They still do today. It was 

like Roger Walters (1983) who wrote the lyrics was expressing for me in a safe way 

the futility of war. They were very much linked to feelings of despair at that time in 

my life and my darker moments. Listening to the tape gave me an opportunity to 

share with someone else in private some of my feelings and thoughts.  

This gave me an enormous opportunity to drop the mask and feel. I have lost count 

of how many times I have shed tears in private to this metaphor. I still do today. 

Whilst the whole album is filled with lyrics that in isolation are very powerful there 

are three tracks that I feel are very specific to what I hide behind my mask. A full 

analysis of the tracks is contained in Appendix six.  



  49  

The first is called Southampton Dock. This sings out to me that war will always 

be. It will just be different participants, different circumstances, and different 

deaths. It cynically says, yes we have the cenotaph standing tall and proud. 

Families await the return of their sons, husbands, brothers, and lovers. Only on 

their return is there a sense of relief mixed with a patriotic fervour. Of course the 

blood is still shed but when people forget all we have left is the poppy fields, the 

regimented gravestones and arguments about the care these graves should have 

(McIIroy 2000). I believe that society forgets but the individuals that become part 

of the historic story do not.  

I didn't.  

The second song is called Paranoid Eyes and describes how I have felt for many 

years. When I was away from my therapeutic family, the Royal Marines, I 

portrayed an image to the outside world. I would hide behind paranoid eyes. It is 

like you feel that people see you differently. Do they see another mask that I do not 

see? Perhaps I am trying to find it now?  

I can recall the silence in the pub in Hartland, a feeling of incompetence about how 

to engage with these people laughing at the tales of when we were teenagers in 

village, scrumping from the abbey or drinking cider in the churchyard but not 

talking about war.   

As Roger Walters sings ‘I can hide hide, hide behind petrified eyes’ Was I hiding 

behind petrified eyes? Petrified of friends asking me in the pub what was it like?  

Finally the track The Final Cut gives me a feeling of looking from my eyes 

outwards with me only understanding the view and holding on to the fear of 

showing a side of me, my dark side possibly?   

How come I have never opened this much of me to the people in my life who are 

close?  
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I believe that this metaphor for my life is linked to my own emotional competence 

as it has enabled me to feel the immense sadness I have felt about the war. This has 

been a very private affair and it is by linking this to my research I have now made 

some of my emotional competence more public.     

  

I have got a little black book with my poems in (Walters 1979)  

The other part of my relationship with music relates to the extension I have 

developed from listening to music. Since leaving the Royal Marines I have learnt to 

play the guitar and from this I have expressed myself through the writing of songs.  

I have had a little black book with my poems in (Walters 1979) and I have used my 

poems to form the basis of some of my songs. These writings have given me 

opportunities to express my feelings about many of my experiences. One such poem 

gave me a window in which to write about the Falklands and from this I wrote ‘Were 

you there do you care?’ (D Jackson 1998). It appears to me to be another way or 

avenue to pour out some of the emotional pain, to express some of the anger and at 

times the indifference I have felt to my fellow humans because of their implicit 

blindness to my world. It seems to me as I explore the lyrics I am presenting some 

choices of how I want to be? It is like I am having a conversation with myself and 

asking questions about my experience like;   

A private hell or open heaven ?  

A tranquil sea or stormy dream?  

It is in sense as if I can only ask myself because I am the only one who knows the 

answer.  What the song does give me is an opportunity to ask my external world to 

listen. I feel in this song I am demanding an answer from the rest of the world 

putting them on a spot, angrily asking ‘Were you there, do you care?’  How would 

it be for me if they did care? How would it be if they answered my question and 
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did not care? How would my life be different? Then would I be showing my weak 

side more openly? Would the world see the tears flow before my eyes? I know I do 

not allow anyone to see my tears because they have been hidden behind a mask of 

absolute maleness and a well constructed false self. The most powerful part of the 

song for me is the last outpouring.   

Twenty second moment  

Cold sweat making dream  

Twenty second moment  

Someone else's dream  

Twenty second flashback  

Life of scared uncertainty  

Twenty second hero  

Nice trip son. Have a cup of tea  

Twenty second moment  

Someone's death didn't have to be  

Twenty second moment  

Flowers on this grave please  

(Jackson 1998)  

  

I do not know whether this was a conscious effort to portray and show my anger. It 

appears in reflection that I wanted to show that some parts of my life are just a 

fleeting 20-second moment.  

What question am I asking? Does war with the passage of time become someone 

else's dream? We return from war and life falls into a perceived normality. This 

may be so for the outsider looking in but what about from the insider looking out  
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How does it look? Do we pucker up our stiff upper lips and have a nice cup of tea.  

Mixed amongst all of this is the twenty-second clock ticking away our twenty 

second moments   

These twenty seconds moment's ending with an inevitable death for us all and for 

some death because of someone else’s dream. As easily as death comes it is easily 

softened with flowers on graves please and poppies on Remembrance Sunday. 

Standing by the cenotaph with head held high, asking secretly how well we carry 

the scars? Hell and back it is not that far you know. Of course we might not ever 

come back from our private hell.   (See appendix seven for a full version of song)  

  

What does it all mean?  

What I, the researched, have attempted to do is to tell you a story. It is a story about 

a journey, a passage of time and a very personal experience. What I, the researcher, 

have attempted to do is to untangle a topic which is deeply embedded within my 

life. I have had to manage to embed myself within the research whilst maintaining 

separateness. This has been difficult.   

There are many criticisms directed at this type of autobiographical research. 

Everhart (1977) describes the distorted vision that might result from having too 

much closeness between the researched and the researcher. I feel I have attempted 

to keep the closeness distant. I have managed this in part by stepping further back 

as the researcher which became easier over time. It was apparent from the very start 

that the part of me that wanted to find a voice was sometimes very strong. As at 

times I, the researched, angrily seemed to be demanding answers to questions. (e.g. 

p23) At times as the researcher I did not step back enough from the data, especially 

the transcripts and psychiatrists reports. This left a muddling of researched voice 

and researcher’s analysis. At times it was difficult to know who was speaking, 
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whether it was the researched or the researcher. I felt that one of the risks of this 

research was the forming of collusion between both parts of me and the possibilities 

of the researcher giving positive strokes to the researched. Another limitation is the 

potential for ambiguity within the research. Ribbens and Edwards (1999) say that 

when we try to find an academic audience while remaining loyal to the knowledge 

we gain in the personal settings of research, this can cause ambiguity. At times I felt 

there was vagueness around what I was attempting to find and I had to address this 

by continually returning to the research question.   

My research is also limited by how the readers of this research interpret my words.  

There was always a potential, within this research, to get angry with my lot, to 

alienate the reader and to make assumptions about the reader based on my 

experience of PTSD. To this end I have had to acknowledge to the reader the 

undoubted therapeutic nature of this research for me. Studying for my MA has not 

just been about a pursuit of academic knowledge. It has been about self 

knowledge. This pursuit has not been a blind search based on my motivation of 

narcissistic self-interest. It has been about a motivation to find my voice. Chesney 

(2001) says  

‘If we as researchers hold back, then it can be expected that the researched will 

also hold back. The denigration of autobiographical account as interesting personal 

conversion denies powerful insights gained from analysis of self and its positive 

influence on research’ (2001, p5).  So to find my voice I have had to not hold back. 

I feel within this research I have not held back and took a therapeutic risk (Dryden 

1988). It is also professionally comforting for that research illustrates the fact that 

increased experience leads to an increased professional adaptability to client’s 

behaviour's (Dryden 1988). So ultimately the experience of an exploration of 

uncharted selves I hope has, only enhanced my expertise as a counsellor. It is by 
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taking this risk my hopes are that the voice I have found will open further debate 

and research.   

To this end it has been very therapeutic for me in the sense it has given me an 

opportunity to unpick some of the complexities that are I. Whilst I haven't even 

started to unpick the complexity of that what is suffered from the experience of war. 

I have attempted to own some of mine. I would consider that in reflection I have 

been lucky. I have been given an opportunity to look at my twenty-second moment 

(Jackson 1998).   

Several issues have been raised for me as a researcher, the first relates to the issue 

of emotional competence. The very nature of this research has given me the 

opportunity to explore my own emotional competence. I feel that my journey 

towards a better emotional competence started when I slowly let go of my perceived 

way of being, linked to my past in the Royal Marines, and began my professional 

training as a counsellor. I feel that my research has attempted to chart this journey 

whilst attempting to explore the adaptation of my false self as I have adjusted to my 

new found profession.  Even whilst in the Royal Marines I experienced a range of 

feelings about the Falklands. I have felt overwhelming sadness for the loss of 

friends, a quiet resignation to my lot, an anger and frustration about whether anyone 

will understand or even care. I have said it all to me, privately, and without my 

external world knowing. So I have consciously moved towards my external world 

in an attempt to adjust my false self and mask wearing. Calhourn and Tedeschi 

(1999) say that it is possible for a restructuring to take place following trauma but 

more importantly that distress and reflection around the trauma are necessary for 

any growth. This distress and reflection has allowed me to let go of some of my 

masks and be more accepting of the way I have felt. I feel a significant part of being 
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more accepting is my analysis of self knowledge, my greater acceptance of my 

vulnerabilities and limitations, and recognition of my loss of innocence.  

I also agree with Connell’s (1995) view of a constructed pluralist masculinity. I 

believe this form of masculinity becomes part of the strong therapeutic nature of the 

services. I feel part of this construct was the fear of losing face in front of my 

colleagues. I believe that by becoming part of this construct I, the researched, has 

avoided asking questions of myself that I have at last now raised during this 

research. As a researcher I recognised the indifference and anger the researched has 

expressed. For me part of this therapeutic nature has enabled me to form a post 

Falklands war false self and engage with my external world effectively. Therefore I 

was harbouring under a charade and the charade I was playing out was accepting 

my sleepless nights, my nightmares, my avoidance behaviour and my sadness about 

the loss of my friend Doc.   

I feel that if I was to do this differently based on what I know now, I would have 

liked to explore more fully the notion of posttraumatic growth (Linley and Joseph, 

2002) and look how this might link to the development of male emotional 

competence. Also how my own counselling training and self development has 

developed my emotional competence in comparison to others of similar 

experiences.    

In conclusion I feel if I had not attempted to touch my own truths as a researched 

veteran, I was in danger of abandoning my own history. As the researched I am in 

no doubt memories will only decay in those who don't care. However as the 

researcher by grasping my own history I have attempted to raise awareness about 

trauma through my own experience. I hope other veterans  histories are not left to 

decay like the memories of my fallen heroes on Mount Kent, Tumbledown, Two  

Sisters and in the waters off Port San Carlos.   
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Postscript  

It is nearly 20 years since I went down south. I have just watched The Reluctant 

Heroes (Hastings 2002). I did not embrace the memories it brought back. I just 

accepted the immense feeling of sadness I felt and thought of my friends who never 

came back.    
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Appendix One  

PTSD and the Evidence  

  

Solomon (1989) identified several that interfered with psychiatric help seeking. 

They are perceived self-efficacy, symptom severity, negative life events, family 

environment, and sociodemographical variables. Perceived self-efficacy refers to 

the degree to which an individual sees him or herself as competent to deal with the 

problematic situation. An individual's assessment of competence has been found to 

influence his/her coping. People who experience negative life events in the past are 

more prone to seek help for problems and this level of help seeking among people 

with supportive families decreases because the family itself acts as a therapeutic 

agent. However even supportive families may find themselves unable to cope with 

the enormity of PTSD. Dreaming and ruminating about experiences of war might, 

to veterans be par for the course after combat experience. Scattered symptoms can 

easily be denied. When individuals believe they have the ability to handle given 

problems they are more significantly motivated to deal with their own.   

It is possible that when symptoms are not severe and thus interfere only minimally 

in the day-to-day functioning of veterans, they do not seek help. However Nadler 

et al (1983) and Brickman et al (1982) see the seeking of help as the formulation of 

the disorder. There are many reasons why veterans do not seek help. There is a 

stigma attached to psychiatric help, by not seeking help there is a chance of not 

being labelled and hence not lose face with fellow colleagues. This threat to the 

self-image of veterans might in turn contribute to possible loss of self-esteem. It is 

plausible that the untreated PTSD subjects in Solomon's study where convinced 

they could cope with the symptoms on their own and were determined to do so.  

(Solomon 1989)  
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The Jones and Lovett's case studies reported that they found it impossible to report 

any form of distress to service doctors. I believe this is because service doctors are 

placed within a dominant hierarchical position within the armed forces.  Jones and 

Lovett suggest that young people after their first taste of combat need to express the 

way they feel away from the limitations placed upon them.   

Young (1995) found more than one third of the Vietnam vets that were diagnosed 

with PTSD in the sample group still suffered 15 years after the conflict and they 

had never sought help.  

This is supported by Herman (1992) who noted that traumatised people tend to lead 

very restricted lives unable to participate in everyday activities others take for 

granted. To compound this, Buck (1982) states that the more time that passes 

between the onset of PTSD and the diagnoses the smaller the changes to the 

symptoms will occur.   

  

Appendix Two 

  

Communicating the trauma-comment  

  

It is a post modernist view that proposes that language is unable to give a true 

representation of reality beyond itself. Furthermore Baudrillard (1996) states that 

reality does not have an independent existence in its own right but exists only as a 

projection of our words, symbols and models. However I would say that the 

representation of any person’s reality could only be represented from within that 

individual and the only device we have at this moment is language. Language is 

used to structure our understanding and propel our reality to the external world. I 

believe that models of counselling and psychiatry have typically assumed that 

language is able to give some kind of direct access to reality and the truths of the 

human condition. Whilst counselling and psychiatry deliver a means to access some 
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form of reality and truth of an experience there is a distinct probability that they 

will exclude the raw essence of an individuals experience. They may be a case to 

look at a therapeutic interaction including psychiatry and medical interactions 

purely within the narrative linguistic framework.. Top down forms of discursive 

psychology focus on issues of power and ideological practise and draw upon 

analytical concepts of discursive regimes. I see psychiatry as working in a top down 

approach. In a top down approach PTSD works from the label of PTSD, powerfully 

assuming that this is the correct way. A bottom up approach starts with the 

individual working from their reality looking at the subtleties of their experience. 

More importantly using the truthfulness of an individualist reality as criteria for 

judging their experience is like sucking the lifeblood from an already weak person. 

A categorised or labelled person, who is looked at from a top down perspective, the 

diagnosis itself to the person, may have his/her rights infringed or obligations 

neglected (Lynch 1998b). They may only be able to survive psychologically and 

emotionally on that small quantity of lifeblood. To abandon all notions of truth and 

reality thus risks undermining their history that in turn may be crucial to any given 

culture or society. In my own way I have been part of this. I am crucial to this history 

because I am part of this history. To abandon the reality of my own experience has 

allowed me to cope with my history. Insofar as that by abandoning the reality I can 

be dishonest about how I have really felt over all these years. Perhaps over the last 

couple of years I have become fed up with the drip, drip, drip  

of the lifeblood from within me.    
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Appendix Three 

Obstructive, True, or False Self?  

  

False Self  

According to Laing (1969), we are two dimensional in the sense of identity for 

oneself and identity for others. Again the difficulties that arise for all of us are how 

to have a true sense of self for oneself without wearing masks that give identity with 

others. In some of us who are 'normal' there is a capacity to behave in a virtual 

mechanical way albeit with some spontaneous behaviour. False self will give cause 

to the emergence of behaviour which is an expectation placed upon a individual 

within the role of identity for others. This might be a contradiction to the true 

feelings one feels in certain situations. A false self can arise from a compliance with 

the intentions or expectations of others or even how we expect those others to expect 

us to behave. Conformity is therefore what one perceives or fancies to be, hence a 

self that is in another person's eyes. This self can then become a false saint as well as 

a false sinner. What Laing (1969) was saying was an expression of false self is often 

perfectly normal and is a normal response to others. As the façade becomes more 

and more stereotyped then it is easier to hide possible debilitating characteristics in 

self. Looking more specifically at the façade and conformity of Falklands veterans in 

maintaining stereotypical characteristics, this can be illustrated through the 

narratives we as veterans present to the world. All of these differing narratives are 

subjected to scrutiny from the many social interactions we may have in our lives. 

The story or narrative told through the mouth of a returning hero to a local paper or a 

reflective piece in a diary.   

What I do wish is I could go back to standing at the bar where I stood with the old 

spitfire pilot on my party night when I returned form the Falklands. At the bar not  

speaking, drinking toast to lost friends to lost friends  

(Blue Dairy 1999)  
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Postmodernist view   

This single core identity view is also insisted in part by the social scientific discourse 

(Kornblum 1997). Blumenthal (1999) states that if we are to support this, he questions 

the notion that if we assume one identity per person do we therefore assume one 

primary truth? The possession of multi identities, from an existential standpoint, is a 

consequence of the interaction with the 'other'. The fact that we as humans relate to 

different people in different interactions through life is clear. To construct many 

selves’ interactions with others is necessary. Though relating to different people we 

collect and form identities to arrive at some point of a total of the self. However this 

total can only be viewed through looking at the past self in memory, as past self is 

connected to our present selves and who might emerge in the future self. The 

difficulties faced by anyone who presents varying selves are apparent. Krieger (1991) 

said the challenge lies in what each of us chooses to do when we represent our 

experiences and ultimately do we have the guts to say you may not like it but here I 

am.   

  

Feminist Perception  

The feminist perception states that when trauma is unusual we can pretend to safely 

engage in everyday activities and believe we are beyond the realm of the unusual. 

The study of trauma is challenging and in this very sense it challenges the social 

institutions that keep the wounds open. It is seen rather as another interesting topic, 

which only interests the intellectuals, and ignores the souls of those who suffer. It 

ignores teaching the client's to attain the pre trauma level, which for some clients 

might contain levels of denial, and numbness based around pre trauma experiences. 

The question from the feminist perspective is how can we facilitate the integration of 

their pain into a new ethic of compassion perhaps in relation to the web of life that 

the trauma victim has already struggled within? We might begin instead to ask how 

many layers of trauma are being peeled off by what appears to be a traumatic event 

or process? How much do events of a traumatic nature through life's journey 

complicate other traumatic experiences? Simple bereavement may not be simple if 

the death happens after too many job losses, which in turn may be a traumatic event 
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after extreme economic scarcity. Social context and individual personal history 

within a social context can lend traumatic meaning to events that might be only be  

troubling in another time or another place. (Caruth 1995)  

                  A  
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Appendix Four   

  

Excerpts from WAR PENSIONS. (2000). War Pensions Appeal Tribunals Document   

  

Excerpts from first Psychiatrist report WAR PENSIONS (2000) Page 33-35  I 

served in the Falklands and recently in Northern Ireland and as a result I 

experience and have experienced certain conditions which I believe would not be 

experienced by someone of a comparable age in civilian street (however I am not 

a psychiatrist or a clinical psychologist and this is my personal perception of my 

behavoiur).  

Finally Mr Jackson affirmed some change in personality with his being rather more 

irritable on edge and quarrelsome than had been the case prior to his service in  

Northern Ireland  

He did not volunteer any other symptoms such as had caused him to consider that 

he might be suffering a post-traumatic stress disorder; he affirmed that he had never 

sustained any physical injury or wound as a result of active service on the battlefield 

in the Falkland Campaign or for that matter while on security duties in  

Northern Ireland   

Mr Jackson left school at 16 years of age with one GCSE and immediately joined the 

Royal Marines and in fact has spent the whole of his occupational life in the Royal 

Marines from which he was medically discharged in April 1995 and with his being 

by this time a Colour Sergeant. He had seen service in the Falkland Islands, Malta. 

Northern Ireland. Belize. Norway and in the United Kingdom and with his specialist 

service being that of Signaler in fact he was personal signaler to Brigadier 

Thompson during the Falkland Island campaign from April to July 1982. He 

describes his service then as with his being on edge and fearful constantly even on 

occasions petrified but with his never having witnessed at very close hand any 
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immediate life threatening confrontation with the enemy or their weaponry other 

than minefields.  

Excerpts Second report WAR PENSIONS (2000) page 43-45  

He saw Service in the Falklands where he acted as the Royal Marine Brigadier's 

personal radio operator and. although he was not under fire he saw many injured 

and dead and in the first week lost a very close friend. He found it difficult to live 

with the uncertainty and risk and these problems were compounded by his return to 

the United Kingdom following the conflict. Neither his parents nor his wife met 

him off the boat and several days later he found his wife in bed with her new lover. 

They divorced a year later. In the period following the conflict he had significant 

sleep problems including nightmares and extremely restless sleep. He drank heavily 

during the period of 1982 to 1983 was irritable and short-tempered. His dreams 

often contained content relating to the conflict. He felt detached and at times felt 

life was a joke and that he was unable to experience a normal range of feeling. His 

symptoms are all characteristic of post-traumatic stress disorder.  

  

Excerpts from Third Psychiatrists report WAR PENSIONS (2000) page 45-48 

Presumably everybody serving in the campaign had unpleasant and frightening 

experiences well beyond those expected in normal circumstances. Though not 

himself directly under threat under the heat of battle, he describes being up Mount 

Kent in a vehicle with shells falling around albeit landing some way away no 

knowing whether they would hit or not. A vehicle near him was blown up by a mine 

and two people severely injured. He saw many dead bodies and some very 

unpleasant scenes and a close friend was killed. However one judges the intensity 

of these experiences compared with other people, clearly these are unpleasant and 

vivid experiences which he has never been able to forget  as no doubt would be the 
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case with anyone else. It was following his return from the Falklands islands that he 

began to experience some of the symptoms described. Unfortunately his return was 

an unhappy one I that there was no one to meet him on his arrival and shortly after 

his marriage broke down. No doubt this reinforced his emotional state at the time 

and for some considerable time after. He attaches importance to his disturbed sleep 

with extensive dreaming, the content in particular will focus on his first marriage 

and its break-up, some battle and military experiences and such situations as his 

children being under threat and his having to rescue them. He may wake in a sweat 

and find it difficult to return to sleep.  This often happened after an unpleasant 

dream.  He became very sensitive to war films, air shows - 'which freak me out' - 

and the annual Remembrance Day ceremony and also the VE and VJ celebrations 

of 1995. He lived in an area of Cornwall where the RAF practice low flying and he 

found himself 'cowering away' inside the house in a situation where many people 

might run out to see the aircraft. He describes a 'personality change'.  He is more 

anxious and readily develops 'butterflies', he becomes more easily angry with 

people.  Quite often these episodes have occurred in recent times during group 

counselling or discussion sessions where he or others have been talking about their 

problems.  The most recent was some three weeks' ago.  He can become quite 

emotional.  He did also say that the pain he gets in his hip doesn't help when it 

comes to irritability. He described a state of emotional detachment particularly 

following his return from the Falkland Islands and Northern Ireland.  He felt that 

people returning from such circumstances should have a period of debriefing back 

at base prior to returning to their families for leave.  Loved ones can't possibly 

understand what has happened and it leaves the person isolated and others 

wondering why the individual is not cheerful, pleased to be back and joining in. 

These symptoms have varied over the years and it is probable that the general  trend 

has been towards improvement  
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Appendix Five  1 

  2 

Transcript One  3 

  4 

D.  I would like to do some work towards…my…pause 5 seconds…I am 5 

aware I've have not looked closely at…pause 5 seconds intake of 6 

breath…...I've done a lot of looking at me and maybe…um…..Its 7 

maybe its…um…I will look at how I've dealt with my experiences I 8 

have not really looked at them specifically in the sense of…and I 9 

wonder if I need to?…I do not know  10 

  11 

J.  Well I am quite interested in (loud voice) 'dealt with' what do we mean 12 

by dealt with?  13 

  14 

D.  Well I suppose you could…I would say…I do not think I have dealt, 15 

integrate d, excepted, be happier with, be sadder with, an acceptance of 16 

my feelings around all of my this  17 

  18 

J.  So what I might call…well….how do you think your experiences were 19 

actually formed in fact   right now where are they in your life?   20 

  21 

D.  Ere what the Falklands specifically?  22 

  23 

J.  Yes well that's what the dissertation is about  24 

  25 

D.  Yes  (loud)  26 
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  27 

J.  Well I mean I suppose not even the Falklands is it really. What…what 28 

may be the first thing we should to find is what it is we are looking for.  29 

Are we looking at PTSD?   30 

Pause 7 seconds  31 

D. Um I do not know if we are really, I feel that I am looking at me in relation 32 

to…pause…PTSD in…it is very similar like if…laugh…you go into 33 

counselling and something changes. How do you know it is the 34 

counselling that has changed it so if I…if I had carried on and not gone 35 

to see a psychiatrist and not got into the counselling game, profession 36 

how do I know it would have been different?   37 

  38 

J.  So are you saying how would you know…can you know whether a 39 

natural working through of such experiences takes place anyway? Of 40 

course because we do get over it  41 

  42 

D.  Yeah   43 

  44 

J.  Is that what you meant?  45 

  46 

D.  Yeah in a round about way I'm…   47 

  48 

J.  Or are you saying was it ever PTSD? And what is it…  49 

  50 

D. Yeah and…and it' s…see I have got this view that anything can be traumatic 51 

and why do we need to sort of put post traumatic…it’s a label I mean can 52 

it go from severe to god I feel shit about that experience, to god  53 
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this is so shit it is deliberating me...to the extent that I got to lie and not 54 

get up.  55 

  56 

J.  Um um…that it's a matter of degree…what is the meaning to you of 57 

trauma?  58 

  59 

D.  An experience that has degree of debilitation as to how you go on 60 

through your life because undoubtedly in reflection my experience have 61 

debilitated me in one form or another but…but so did my job, so did 62 

being a man, so did all the rest of it, so its…  63 

  64 

J.  So I think it is important that we actually get back to what the actual 65 

trauma was because your job, the fact that you were a man, or the fact 66 

that you were actually David all had an effect on and how you 67 

experienced what you experienced, so it all had an effect as to 68 

why…in…in which way it was traumatic to you…and I think in some 69 

ways it is about loss   70 

  71 

Pause 7 seconds sniff    72 

  73 

D.  In many form as I see it now    74 

  75 

J. in many forms? Is it about the fact that this is what you are experiencing here 76 

and now… or is it something that is called awareness that comes out so 77 

you have to loose the security of that former base. You have to put the 78 

awareness of trauma away does that make sense?  79 
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Is it something like I can't take this on board? Is it…?  80 

  81 

D.  Yeah I…   82 

  83 

J.  So you stop functioning…  84 

  85 

D.  I felt I could not take on…pause ten seconds…the emotions about the 86 

trauma…I could take on the emotions of of…pause six seconds…I 87 

could only take on the emotions that were acceptable with my role so I 88 

could not on the…the emotions which was perceived as not acceptable 89 

to my role and I feel that is where my symptoms if you would like to 90 

call them that…wavering voice   91 

  92 

J.  So to that extend you had to deny your emotions  93 

  94 

D. Deny my own self as I know now…and this…this denying of self which is a 95 

none…pause six seconds…this acceptance of self in all forms has 96 

changed my incredibly no doubt no doubt um   97 

   98 

J.  How has this been?  99 

  100 

D.  Well…pause…I have I feel…I believe I have an intuitive part that I did 101 

not have before and I think that is a incredible gift to have and I find 102 

this in my work and I feel something, that something is telling me 103 

something, whereas it would have been ignored before and that has 104 

come about by looking at the whole me as opposed to the part that are 105 
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acceptable to society or whatever or the services or whatever…and all 106 

the rest…pause 12 seconds…as long as I can remember I have always 107 

been quite tearful watching a film…..As long as I can remember 108 

watching lassie having to fight that and become…on reflection I see 109 

part of me that this is a tremendous part of me, strong and have to…   110 

  111 

J.  What label would you give to this sort of behaviour?  112 

  113 

D.  What now? Um…sensitivity, sadness   114 

  115 

J.  Yes….  116 

  117 

D.  Um…realness yeah…  118 

  119 

J.  Where was that before where did d that come out?  120 

  121 

D.  When I was young?  122 

  123 

J.  Before you got back in touch this time around like you mentioned in the 124 

services you had to be so strong but it probably found a place in you  125 

  126 

D.  Laugh…anti-establishment springs to mind  127 

  128 

J.  What about with your mates?  129 

  130 
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D.  Pause 11 seconds…no I felt I had to be reasonably well liked that was 131 

important to me   132 

  133 

J.  Do you know this sense of sensitivity, sadness, realness, almost verging 134 

on sentimentality sometimes…that had a place did it?  135 

   136 

D. Nostalgia I mean… for the whole of the ethos of service life is based on 137 

nostalgia reflecting on… remember the time when, remembering when 138 

we did this and that…and in relation to the Falklands the only time we 139 

were nostalgic was…things were funny so you would remember the 140 

funny side dead bodies you'd remember the funny side of being shelled 141 

you would not go beyond… that I suppose nostalgic…it was like a 142 

shield…I feel quite comfortable…the whole ethos was nostalgia. 143 

Um…I remember the last year in Norway we did this   144 

  145 

J.  Is that it's purpose?  146 

  147 

D.  Nostalgic purpose?  148 

  149 

J.  How long were you in the services after the Falklands   150 

  151 

D.  13 years  152 

  153 

J.  It's a long time  154 

  155 

D. Yeah  156 

  157 
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J.  And were you aware of these elements of PTSD   158 

  159 

D.  No not in those 13 years, I became aware of it in 1993 when I went to 160 

an Open University psychology day. Someone was studying PTSD in  161 

Korean veterans…I just became incredibly angry and got up and said 162 

what a load of crap and stormed out  163 

  164 

J.  Why did you do that?  165 

  166 

D.  Because I felt they did not really understand   167 

  168 

J.  Understand what?  169 

  170 

D.  Understand what it is like?  171 

  172 

J.  What it is like?  173 

  174 

D.  What its like to be…pause six seconds…scared…pause seven 175 

seconds…and the intensity of that…and… questions like…pause 176 

mocking voice…and why do they not put their guns down? I mean it is 177 

just crap…pause five seconds…I get quite defensive when people 178 

say… it happened to me at Xmas…people enjoy war if they were 179 

against war and just in the services for travel why do they not just put 180 

their guns  181 

down…angry  182 

  183 

J.  Why would they do that David?  184 
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  185 

D.  Well…because you just don't because you're wrapped up in the games 186 

perhaps you have got to play it by the rules  187 

   188 

J.  What rules are they?  189 

   190 

D. Unfortunately you do not have a stake in what the others are doing and 191 

if you put it down to it and strip it back you really do not want to die 192 

either…pause 10 seconds…because your young…pause 14 193 

seconds…(quiet voice) because your young…pause 8 seconds… 194 

Because your young I did not want to die in the Falklands because I had 195 

not had children yet (sniffle)  196 

  197 

J.  You did not want to die because you had not yet lived  198 

  199 

D. No…pause 21 seconds a car passed the window and the sounds of people 200 

going about their everyday business could be heard outside  201 

  202 

J.  After the Falklands can you think that your relationship with the royal 203 

marines changed in anyway   204 

  205 

D.  Yeah it was a bigger game than it was before   206 

  207 

J.  Bigger game?  208 

  209 
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D. It was a game…it was just a game…. The exercises was just a incredible joke 210 

we used to laugh at people who had not done what we had done it is not 211 

like this…it was not like this…. And I suppose there was an incredible 212 

jealousy from people who did not go down south and I think as the years 213 

went on you became someone who when to the Falklands and  214 

as years went on the people who had not gone to the Falklands they 215 

were different but in the end with that in mind you did not talk about it    216 

  217 

J. So you sort of became better?   218 

  219 

D.  Yes you did…pause 14 seconds  220 

  221 

J.  And did you become better?  222 

  223 

D. I suppose it was like you had to regurgitate the same story…. 'I do not mind 224 

talking about it'…cocky voice… and I know I talked about the same 225 

story blah blah blah the same story and when you were doing it here's 226 

my story blah blah blah open university summer schools here's my story 227 

blah blah finish the story…no I did not mind talking about my story its 228 

not necessarily my story now   229 

  230 

J.  What is your story now?  231 

  232 

D.  Actually I find it harder to talk about it then I have ever done before… 233 

pause 12 seconds tears… quiet voice…I never experienced it to be 234 

incredibly sad incredibly sad   235 
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  236 

J.  Tell me about the sadness what is the sadness?  237 

  238 

D.  Pause 20 seconds…um…um…sniffle…pause 23 seconds…I just 239 

become…um …a…strong raised voice…it is good job I am a 240 

counsellor  241 
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240 because I am very aware I have just done what clients do I've just 

become  

241 over concerned about the tape  

242     

243  J. About the tape?….. Laughter  

244    

245  D.  Yes about the tape  

246    

247  J.  Don't you want to put this on the tape?  

248    

249  D.  Um… pause 5 seconds…what was that you said? Was it concerns 

about 250  being real?  

251 Because for once I have looked at an incredible lot of my life and I  

252 suppose for once I am looking at something that perhaps is…is…the 

253  hardest bit of the jigsaw to fit in the hole and is this something I 

do not  

254  want to find yet I do not know?  

255    

256  J.  Who is going to listen to the tape?  

257    

258  D.  Well…myself…myself I am going to transcribe and reflect on it  

259    

260  J.  And you don't want to hear it yourself    

261    

262 D. No I want to…but my main motivation is to make a difference 

whether  
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263 that difference is to me or someone reads it and says this really 

powerful  

264 stuff there is part of this to make a difference  

265    

266  At this point the tape a c90 45 minutes each side was turned over  
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  266 

D.  Well how do I feel about it?  267 

  268 

J. I said it seems to me that you seem to protect yourself against feelings of self 269 

indulgence that are involved here  270 

  271 

D.  In way all therapy can be self-indulgence really  272 

  273 

J.  I am trying to get you to down in touch  274 

  275 

D.  I would… I feel about…  276 

  277 

J.  What I am saying is you were very close to slipping into talking about 278 

your experiences and I do not think…I think it is about whether here 279 

and now you can risk being that real in this room with the tape whether 280 

you need help because its new ground, that you really need to analyse 281 

it, or you will be able to reflect on it in years to come…  282 

   283 

D.  I suppose its taken two years…I am able to let that happen instead of … 284 

turning the table   285 

  286 

J.  Tell me  287 

  288 

D. Instead of…its like having this research session to look at the experience…or 289 

could it not be the process to get the research stuff do you know what I 290 

mean  291 
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  292 

J.  And you need that reason?  293 

  294 

D.  Perhaps I do…perhaps I do because I still find it difficult to talk really 295 

truly instead of the way I have explored it in the past  296 

  297 

J.  How?  298 

  299 

D.  Keeping it at a distance…distance from the real me because it is easy 300 

then…pause 4 seconds…to say…  301 

  302 

J.  And you tell yourself what?  303 

  304 

D.  I am not telling that person I have done my therapy to be real or my 305 

courses to be that real person   306 

  307 

J.  What is this real person talking about?  308 

  309 

D.  Yeah…what this person thinks about the Falklands…pause 6 310 

seconds…I just think it is terrible anyway…any natural…um pause ten 311 

seconds…tragic…pause seven seconds…it is not just…pause five 312 

seconds… soldiers…playing soldiers or plastic soldiers or what 313 

ever…pause 7 seconds…everybody that…pause 4 seconds…. Quiet 314 

voice…everyone that lost their life…it wasn't just some figure of some 315 

name on a memorial it is more than that…well perhaps before it 316 

was…perhaps…that's just been ignored by everyone else and to certain 317 
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extent me up until now…pause 11 seconds…for everyone that died 318 

there was a mother, daughter, brother, sister, god   319 

  320 

J.  And what does that mean?  321 

  322 

D. Pause 24 seconds…whisper…it is about surviving and not dying like the 323 

others living…and being able to live   324 

  325 

J.  Yes   326 

  327 

D.  And then…just…pause 12 seconds…and perhaps in the way 328 

appreciating life more I suppose…pause 7 seconds…but the people 329 

who…pause 6 seconds… who died will not know that…  330 

   331 

J.  Yes   332 

  333 

D.  About really it is all…pause 15 seconds…snivel… a futile…. Futile 334 

thing…pause 10 seconds…how incredibly good life can be I 335 

suppose…Be or what ever…pause 6 seconds…but even if life is still 336 

life…  337 

  338 

J.  And that is  339 

  340 

D.  If you had it…the experiences… some experiences have one meaning 341 

and we focus on that enough and we take for granted and get on with 342 
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it…pause 6 seconds…and also how the game not becoming a game 343 

anymore…shit this is weird  344 

  345 

J.  Is this the traumatic part  346 

  347 

D. Just the part it is not a game…yes I just… fear of death fear all the time even 348 

when we sailed for the ascension islands. The fear of death…so that I 349 

realise more than any…and then the night before we landed my friend 350 

died and…   351 

  352 

J.  Who was your friend?  353 

  354 

D.  He was called Doc that was his nickname   355 

  356 

J.  Doc      357 

  358 

D. Michael he was called and that was sad…pause 32 seconds…um…it was 359 

time we realised it was real…. Pause 14 seconds…um…. Laugh time we 360 

realised what it was….  361 

  362 

J.  Um  363 

  364 

D.  Laugh  365 

  366 

J.  Okay. We got about five or so minutes left and my feeling is that…I 367 

guess you do need therapy but I feel that you are…um…ok  368 
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  369 

D.  Yes… accepting voice…this is very important to me…I think it is for 370 

whatever reason…there are more then reasons for doing this  371 

  372 

J.  I think there can be reasons but is it enough that it gives the opportunity 373 

to talk about…what…that bit of your self that you have not talked 374 

about simple as that  375 

   376 

D.  Um…pause 49 seconds…an incredible amount of emotion in me  377 

More than ever before…um…sigh…the idea you…I have had to learn 378 

pretty quick…  379 

  380 

J.  Yes   381 

  382 

D.  Um…  383 

  384 

J.  To be success in living?   385 

  386 

D.  Yes to be success   387 

  388 

J.  And not starving your self of living, not starving yourself to 389 

death…pause 48 seconds  390 

  391 

D.  Right…matter of fact voice…ok  392 

  393 

J.  How are you?   394 
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  395 

Tape is stopped 396 



  94  

Appendix Six   

North Devon Journal newspaper articles April - August 1982  

08.04.82  

15.04.82  

17.04.82  

22.04.82  

29.04.82  

06.05.82  

20.05.82  

03.06.82  

10.06.82  

17.06.82  

24.06.82  

24.06.82  

01.07.82  

08.07.82  

15.07.82  

19.08.82  
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"Southampton Dock"  

They disembarked in 45  

Yes and we disembarked in 1982  

And no-one spoke and no-one smiled  

When we came home there was the joy of reuniting families and friend’s. I 

wondered what all the fuss was about. Since first hearing this song I felt I had 

not spoken and had not smile about my real experience. I felt I wore a mask  

There were too many spaces in the line.  

The spaces in the line were for my friend Doc who I had been killed. I felt a great 

sense of loss for many years. As the years have gone on I feel a great sense loss 

for all the fathers, brothers, lovers and sons who lost their lives during the 

campaign. Today I feel a great sense of sadness and loss for the many Falklands 

veterans who have committed suicide since the end of the Falklands war. I cry 

real tears of war now and still do.  

Gathered at the cenotaph  

Remembrance Sunday has been and still is important to me I feel we gather with 

our masks and show the public face of remembering fallen colleagues.   

All agreed with the hand on heart  

To sheath the sacrificial knifes.  

Do we all agree? I believe war will always be.   

But now she stands upon Southampton dock With 

her handkerchief and her summer frock clings  

To her wet body in the rain.  

In quiet desperation knuckles  

White upon the slippery reins  

She bravely waves the boys goodbye again.  
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I feel through these words the uncertainty and desperation of the many families 

who waved the ships out of Portsmouth Plymouth, and Southampton in 1982. I 

think about the few people who unknowingly held and kissed their sons, fathers, 

brother’s lovers for the last time.     

And still the dark stain spreads between his shoulder blades.  

A mute reminder of the poppy fields and graves.  

I feel this says to me that the blood still shed and that seems okay because we 

still have the poppy fields and graves. I believe these are symbols of many a post 

war dream but how much blood has to shed to have this dream?  

And when the fight was over we spent what they had made.  

But in the bottom of our hearts  

We felt the final cut.  

My final cut is the deep sense of isolation I have felt and the great sadness I feel. 

I wonder as I work through this dissertation whether there is a final cut. Perhaps 

this is my post dissertation dream.   

(Walters, 1983)  

Paranoid Eyes  

Button your lip. Don't let the shield slip.  

Take a fresh grip on your bullet proof mask.  

This is like the bullet proof mask I wore with my therapeutic family. This was the 

mask of a Royal Marine who had gone down south.   

And if they try to break down your disguise with their questions  

What was it like Dave? Did I ever say that I was petrified or I felt fear? Did I 

ever tell my world that I experienced sadness? Did I ever tell the world that I 

missed the innocent self I had lost?  No I didn’t because I hid  

You can hide, hide, hide,  
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Behind paranoid eyes.  

I was hiding from my self behind my bullet proof mask.  

You put on our brave face and slip over the road for a jar.  

Fixing your grin as you casually lean on the bar,  

Laughing too loud at the rest of the world  

With the boys in the crowd  

When I first came back I would put on a brave face and got on with my life, 

portraying a stiff upper lip. How true this was. My experience of war went through 

a process of reinvention and normalisation of   

You hide, hide, hide,  

Behind petrified eyes.  

I hid behind petrified eyes as I struggled through the  years with nightmares, avoidance, 

and sleepless nights.   

You believed in their stories of fame, fortune and glory.  

Now you're lost in a haze of alcohol soft middle age  

I wonder whether this is my fear is that this part of me will get lost within the 

normalisation of my experience. Will I lose my very sense of self?   

The pie in the sky turned out to be miles too high.  

And you hide, hide, hide,  

Behind brown and mild eyes.  

(Walters, 1983)  

The Final Cut  

And if I show you my dark side  

Is my dark side the immense sadness I feel?  

Will you still hold me tonight?  

You may not be able to understand me, you may not want to understand me, you 

may reject me, you may judge me, you may not love me.  
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And if I open my heart to you  

And show you my weak side  

What would you do?  

Will I be rejected by my family, my friends, my therapeutic family, or even the world?  

So am I baring my naked feelings and tearing down a mask?    

Thought I oughta bare my naked feelings,  

Do I feel vulnerable, naked and exposed if I show my sadness Do I feel shame? Do 

others feel like I do? Do I fear the once therapeutic family I was part of will see me 

as a fraud? Reject me?   

Thought I oughta tear the curtain down.  

I held the blade in trembling hands  

Prepared to make it but just then the phone rang  

I never had the nerve to make the final cut.  

No I never had the nerve to make the final cut but many Falklands have made the 

final cut.   

(Walters, 1983)  

Appendix Eight  

  

  

Where you there do you care?  

  

The sun breaks on another day  

A private hell or open heaven   

What is going to be ? Do you all see  

What is going to be ? Do you all see  

  

The nightfall came and the sea was still  

A tranquil sea or stormy dream   

What are you going to see? Uncertainty  

What are you going to see? Uncertainty  

  

Were you there do you care?  

Were you there do you care?  

Did you see the tears flow before your eyes  
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The days they past so very fast    Is 

this not same as the past?  
What did you choose not to see?  

Was it all the misery?  

  

Homeward bound you came just a shell  

Black eyes were drawn to spaces in lines  

Twenty second of sympathy  

Twenty years of misery  

No scars for them just me  

  

Were you there do you care?  

Were you there do you care?  

Are the scars what we find in you?  

  

Twenty second moment     

Cold sweat making dream   

Twenty second moment    

Someone else's dream  

Twenty second flashback  

Life of scared uncertainty  

Twenty second hero   

Nice trip son. Have a cup of tea  

Twenty second moment  

Someone's death didn't have to be  

Twenty second moment   

Flowers on this grave please   

  


