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Psychology of Man and Beast 

By Alan Goodchild 

 

The ambulance door swung and baulked against the stained grey 

blanket that dropped from his shoulders as they helped him in.  The 

medic struggled to free the door, then scooped the blanket up onto 

the floor. Before the door was closed again, I could see him, clearly, 

inside. He looked back at me, his head turning slowly, painfully. I 

raised my hand and mouthed the words, ‘goodbye’ and ‘sorry’, as 

obviously and as personally as I could. His expression didn’t change, 

there was no acknowledgement. The door slammed shut and with a 

plume of black exhaust, he was gone.  

The assembled crowd turned inward, heads bowed, arms folded 

avoiding eye contact yet looking to each for justification, a shaking of 

heads, shrugging of shoulders, it’s his nature, that’s all, was the 

common opinion and the shared excuse. 

 

Our psychology MA year group, graduate psychiatric nurses mainly 

with a smattering of local government employees and others, was 

generally disappointed in the quality of tuition at the college.  

Dr John Hammond was chairing the discussion today, sitting on 

the desk as usual, tall, slim, long hair with full beard, academically 

astute, but in our view, and historically in the view of many 

0:4:00 



2 
 

apparently, a stranger to the real world.  Half an hour of the usual 

benign classic example was enough for the senior members on this 

hot, sticky summer’s morning. They encircled him, challenged him 

vehemently, aggressively, harshly. With beads of sweat dripping 

from his beard, he leaned to the side for a pencil or anything it 

seemed, a prop, something to steady his hands. His attempt at 

deflecting the attack with humour fell flat. The grinning and smirking 

around the room, the shaking of heads, the raised eyebrows, 

stealthily and steadily corralled him into ‘Abnormal Psychology’, the 

study of the mentally ill, their subject, their playing field, and today, 

their jungle.  

John knew this foreign place, he was totally unprepared for the 

deluge but very aware of the dark and of the dangers. He parried and 

winced as their arguments lunged and their anger spat. His head 

turning to face-off each of the oncoming pack as they cackled and 

laughed in the burning heat and the damp. Their intolerance and 

inference slid towards him like huge pythons. Their reasoning stalked 

then slashed him, tearing into his flesh. He was visibly weakened, 

stammering, injured. The pack desperate, hungry.  

Help him! ‘Fight back John! for God’s sake fight back!’ But the 

words never left my mouth. 

Bitten and clawed from the front and from the side, the shaking 

started, as it apparently had done before. The laughter pierced him, 

and he cowered.  

But then at last, with a deep low growl, eyes transfixed, a swift 

movement of the head and Maine and a violent ‘crack’ of wood, the 

lion roared and sprung from its lair. The laughing pack startled and 

scattered as he came for the nearest.  
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Magnificent in flight, he leapt and tore at the neck of his 

attacker, kill or be killed. The pack in the open was no match for him 

in all his majesty, he ripped and gouged and fought like the ‘King’ he 

was, and he roared, and he ripped, and he roared.  

Raised high in triumph over his prey, the scream startled him! He 

stopped. His hands bloody and tense, his body shaking 

uncontrollably. His prey startled and bleeding was pathetic in his 

shadow, the shadow of a Lion. 

 

In his injured subconscious, as he looked back to those who would 

banish him, he saw a lone Hyena in the centre of the pack mouth the 

words ‘You will die’ and ‘hurry’. The keeper once again slammed the 

door of his cage. Captivity would preserve his body, but his mind 

would never be free. 
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