9

A Fairy Story

The Psychologist, (Journal of the British Psychological Society), June 1993
Once upon a time, long ago and far away, there lived a foolish old King who was sold "a set of clothes of the finest raiment" ..but the sellers were impostors, the clothes did not exist, the King was fooled by flattery ..and everyone went along with it ..except for the little boy who said "The King has no clothes".   ..But you all know that story. 

Few, though, know what happened next...

The King suffered a severe trauma, (as you might imagine). He required a good deal of accurate empathy, unconditional positive regard, non-possessive warmth ..and so on. And, although he owned fewer clothes than he thought, he possessed more gold and treasure than he needed. This led all of his Court, except for his Fool, to imagine that they loved him (rather than his power and his money). They clustered round his bed, desperate to re-build his life-skills portfolio, regenerate his self-esteem, improve his self-awareness and self-acceptance, and so on.  

Everyone was keen to show that they cared; and everyone wanted to provide the King with an opportunity "to explore, discover and clarify ways of living more resourcefully and towards greater well‑being." 

All the King's counsellors and all the King's men 
 were keen to put him together again, and although they had very different ideas about how this might best be done, they all agreed on the need for a "skilled and principled use of relationships which develop self‑knowledge, emotional acceptance and growth,   ...and personal resources". 

In order to avoid too much mutual recrimination, and hoping to avoid being beheaded, they established a lead body which agreed a shared mission statement (one of the very first). It took many hours of discussion to establish the text; but in the end a joint proclamation was produced and the scroll was hung at the head of the King's bed. A herald read the text out loud to the whole court. He declared:  


The overall aim is to enable the King to live more fully and satisfyingly. Our counselling with the King may be concerned with addressing and resolving specific problems, making decisions, coping with crises, working through feelings and inner conflict, or improving relationships with others.


Our role is to facilitate the King's work in ways that respect Royal values, personal resources, and capacity for self‑determination."

And you can't say it fairer than that.

The herald's voice rang out with sonorous authority and, as he came to the end of his little oration, the trumpets blew, and the court erupted in a fanfare of wild, though dignified, applause. The King, though, remained groaning in his bed.

Time passed though, as it does, and, as people often do, the King began to get better. He became something more of his old self, and re-discovered his personal resources and capacity for self-determination. Indeed, he became positively cheery and jovial.

"By Jove", (he said, in a cheery and jovial way), "I'm feeling so much better now. Perhaps I shouldn't have beheaded that little boy. It was not his fault that he was unable to see what I was wearing. The cloth, after all, was of the finest quality; infinitely smooth to touch; and the colours were so subtle and exquisite; it's a wonder that any of our peasantry could see them at all. Still, there's no use crying over spilt milk ..or blood. I'm OK. and you're OK. and I'm not going to punish myself with guilt any more, it's bad for my self-esteem. Most of all, I want to thank whoever was responsible for assisting me in my recovery." 

Hearing this, all the King's counsellors and all the King's sages, philosophers, physicians and miscellaneous wise persons, accredited and not-so-accredited, stepped forward as one; and a mighty babble of claims and counter-claims erupted around the Royal bedside.

Such was the hub-bub, it was impossible for the King either to hear or make himself heard, until one of the multitude, with outstanding skill in non-directive upward mobility, squeezed his way between the legs of the rest and positioned himself close to the Royal ear: 


"It is clear, your Majesty, that the potions of your physicians; the tarot       cards and crystal balls and incense and chanting and prayers and wailing were not responsible for this wonderful recovery of yours. The source of your miraculous restoration lies with your counsellors, no more and no less. For see, above your bed, our mission statement, and know that we worked together to complete this programme and that the whole court did greatly cheer our efforts."

Hearing this, the King clapped his hands; the silence spread rapidly to every far corner of the great bedchamber; and the King declared, 

"Let all who are not my counsellors take their leave of me now. For know that I am tired of pills and potions and prayers and wailing. For I am modern and progressive in my thinking, and anxious to integrate my cognitive and affective lives and become more self-determining and self-actualised, as befits a King. I am uneasy about the side effects of these psycho-tropic drugs, doubtful of ancient superstitions, and anxious to reward the diligent work and care of my counsellors. So, as for the rest of you, get thee gone!"


No one moved. 


Each knew that:


a)
Counselling was a good thing.


b)
They were good people (who naturally wanted to be onto a good thing)


Therefore:


c)
They were counsellors.

Each looked around waiting for others to depart. But no one left the bedchamber. All were convinced that they should stay; each was proud of the efforts of their own guild and convinced that this had been the source of the healing. First to speak was the physician;

"Your majesty, counselling has always lain at the heart of our healing, I, and my illustrious predecessors, have developed our bedside manner at the Royal bedside over many centuries. We combine scientific learning, long training, good A-levels, broad experience and the humanity of an ancient oath. We have managed a large and heterogeneous ancillary team over many years and our status, rightly, is recognised and revered within our own courts. We are your healers."

"Not so," declared the clinical psychologist as he elbowed his way around the flowing silken garbs of the physician and adjusted his (brand new) tall and pointed hat. "Your physician has treated you like a machine. He knows nothing of the new sciences of the psyche and has strutted around this court for too long. May I suggest that my own efforts be given more recognition? I beseech your Majesty to grant myself and my Guild the status of Royal Charter; that we may be thus uplifted in esteem; and so that all may know in all the far corners of the Kingdom of what we have done and of how we are worthy guardians of the Royal Psyche." 

"You speak with passion and conviction", the King replied, "yet was it not so long ago that I espied you busy in towers and dungeons of our castle in study of rats and pigeons? What manner of insight into the royal mind could you have possibly gained from such activity?"

The physician interjected angrily; "Indeed, may it please your majesty, that I only allowed this upstart into the bedchamber at all as my assistant because of the splendid 'instruments' he had shown me. (My team requires specialists of every kind of para-medical paraphernalia.) Yet, almost as soon he had taken his place in the corner of the bedchamber, he had abandoned his apparatus and was slipping up to the bedside itself and trying to usurp me."

`A third voice, less well known to the court, by dint of good timing and the ability to occupy a vacant space at the foot of the bed, managed to catch the ear of the multitude: 

"Your majesty I earnestly entreat that you listen to someone of more common stock, yet who loves you more than both of these. For I am your true counsellor. Your physician cares more for pills and potions; your psychologist, 'till recent times, cared mainly for rats and pseudo-science. Most of all, they each care primarily for themselves. But, my Lord, it is I who care for You. For I am a King-centred counsellor; that is, person centred on the Royal person. I do not direct, for I am humble and respectful of your autonomy and sovereignty. My positive regard for you is offered fully, freely and without condition. I can give you little by way of the gadgetry of the quacks and sorcerers; but I offer you my warmth, my humanity, my unique personhood,  my authenticity, and accurate empathy.  And as well as being warm, I'm concrete."

"That sounds like it might make for a sticky mess," came another voice from further back. "Yet counselling of so lowly a kind does not befit the exulted psyche of your majestic personage. It was I, my Lord, who must own to a right for a place in the sun of your sovereign attention. For I am no mere counsellor but a counselling psychologist. I am not as clinical as my erstwhile friend the clinical psychologist; but I am more psychological than any ordinary counsellor; more psychological, even, than those psychological counsellors who dare to operate outside our own psychologists' guild."

"What nonsense!" retorted the counsellor of the more humble sort, somewhat with his back to the wall now. "I am an accredited counsellor and my accreditation and training was a damn sight more full and relevant than yours. Indeed, you poached most of our ideas for yourselves and now you dare to come down from your ivory towers and seek to sit above and in judgement of us as our trainers and managers."

"Ignore them all," cried a psychotherapist. "Counselling is but a wet, watery, washed out form of an Essence that is mine and mine alone to give you. For I gave you psychotherapy, freed of all the dilution, superficiality, and fleeting contact of these infantile faddists of fashion. I stayed in there with you as you bravely descended into the majestic depths of the royal interior. Authentic these people may be; but shallow and stupid too; and have done little real work on themselves; away with them."

"You just talked" said the art therapist; I encouraged the King to paint the enigma of his psyche and circumstance which, surely is more grand and awe-inspiring than can be contained in any words."  "It was my music", cried the music therapist; "No, no, no, it was......" (here the din became so overwhelming that one could scarcely distinguish the horticultural therapist from the occupational therapist from the dance therapist, the rational-emotive therapist, reality therapist, psycho dramatist, existential therapist, transpersonal therapist, NLP therapist, and many, many others.)

Not to be outdone, a psycho-analyst now added his voice. "Majesty; these others came with you to many high uplands of your boundless insight. But it was I who watched while you made the final ascent to the Everest of your highest known self. I took you higher and lower than all of these. For I am a psycho-analyst."

"But I am a psycho-synthesist; with me you went beyond the Everest of your ego and flew clear into the wide beyond of the Ultimate transpersonal self."

Chaos gained the upper hand for a while as each form of analyst and synthesist claimed to have gone beyond the Beyond of the other. Sullivanians, Jungians, Kleinians, Neo-Reichians, Horneyinans, Eriksonians and Ericksonians, Rankians, Freudians (even); each struggled for position around the bed and agreed only in their wish to distance themselves from the rest, especially the more crude Transactional Analysts, Systems Analysts, Rebirthers, Primal Screamers and whatnot.

As the anarchy grew, the more lowly cohorts of courtly carers moved in to claim their place as the real healer of the King: psychiatric nurses, psychiatric social workers, district nurses, buddies, befrienders, the tea lady, health education officers, primary care facilitators, practice nurses  ...all cried out that they had done the job more profoundly, or more cheaply or more humanely than the others. Even the King's lawyers and accountants decided to chime in, claiming that they were no mere money grubbers or wielders of dusty tomes; but had always needed to cultivate a unique access to the Majestic spirit and the Royal prerogative in order properly to do their work. The King's tutors were not to be outdone either, arguing that counselling was something they had performed by instinct and within the overall plan of a wider education.         

Eventually the noise died down and only the odd mutterings could be heard..

..."Head in the clouds, these lofty psychologists and physicians; prancing around. It is we lowly ones who helped you attach the royal feet back onto your sovereign turf."   ..."Riff, raff, they come in here without proper training".   ..."Eclectic, my eye; they just don't understand the importance of theory."

At last the King bade them all be silent. And spoke:

"I have been greatly impressed by you all, and must thank you for your collective efforts. I know that beneath differences of detail, you all have hearts." (This was indeed so since, did I mention? this was the King of Hearts.) "Therefore all are winners and all must have prizes. Hush!"

"Of course, the hierarchy of court must be retained. Therefore the physician will remain, beside my Queen, as Jack of Hearts. The psychologist I grant a starter for ten and chartered status. My health manager will keep low but hold the ace. The jack and ten will allocate the rest in whatever pecking order they can best devise."  

"At least could you endow me with a licence?" implored the counsellor?


"Silence! Because all are winners and all must have prizes I want you all to go out and work as a team to ensure than everyone in the land, from noble, squire, to humble peasant receives the benefaction of your benevolence. Each, according to his station and his due, of course, but more than enough, I'll wager, to keep you all busy."

There was silence as each tried to calculate how best to organise themselves within the confines of the Royal dispensation. Then spoke the Fool:

"Your majesty, you speak in many tongues, not all of which I understand. But I wish only to remind you that although your face is priceless, the coins on which it is now stamped are worth little, and many of your people have no homes, hope or employment. Where will the money be found to engage so many, howsoever well; and will these fantastical enrichments best serve those with neither food in their bellies nor fire in their hearts?"

The King replied, with the fondness and condescension he always reserved for his Fool: 

"All these are matters way beyond your understanding, Fool. But I appreciate your unease in the light of the treason, betrayal, and general skulduggery recently of trade unionists, foreigners, speculators and many many others. Yet you must not fret. There is a new way forward and I am confident of what needs to be done and what to do. I have a busy day. Send all these people away. Then call for my economists." 

But that's another story!

� 	I’m afraid the King was not even seeking to implement an Equal Opportunities Policy.





