‘Jo’ story

Thank you all for coming. I have called this conference because I am confronted by the most perplexing case I have encountered in my many years here in the unit. I hardly need to stress the confidential nature of the information I am about to impart and the need not to discuss our proceedings outside this room.

A young man named Jo, aged fifteen, was admitted to casualty last Friday. Because of the peculiar circumstances surrounding his admission, he was moved here to the psychiatric unit the following day for observation. 

Very little background information is available at present. However, the facts insofar as we know them are these. Last Thursday night, Jo announced that he was going to bed early. The following morning his mother went to wake him for school. Having called up the stairs, she then knocked on the door, and eventually went into his room.

The room was empty. The window was open. Jo clearly had not slept in his bed. The sheets were missing. Every poster in his room ripped, and the mirror had been smashed. Written on the wall were the words, ‘Gone Home. Sorry’.

The mother was, understandably, distraught. She rushed to the window and saw that the sheets had been knotted together to make a form of ladder. Her eye was caught by something glinting at the bottom of the ladder. This turned out to be a fragment of the mirror from the boy’s bedroom wall. She saw another fragment, the another-indeed, she found a trail of them which led down the street to a piece of wasteland some half a mile away. It was here that the mother found her son. He was wrapped in a blanket from his bed. Under that, he was naked.

Jo was staring ahead. His hands and arms were scratched and bleeding. His fingernails were dirty, as if he had been scrabbling at dirt, attempting to dig up or perhaps to bury something. Apart from the lacerations to his hands and arms, there were no signs of any injury, internal or external. By his side there was a teddy which his mother recognised as his favourite toy when he was much younger, and a photograph.

His mother brought him immediately to the casualty department. A thorough physical examination revealed no sign of any injury, internal or external. 

Mother says Jo had the normal childhood illnesses (eg. Measles, chicken pox) The only record of previous contact with this hospital is that the boy broke an arm when he was eight and was X- rayed and treated here as an out- patient. His mother says he had complained of headaches and stomachaches over the last eighteen months or so. However, a physical examination reveals that he appears to be a normal adolescent, although slightly underweight for his height.

Jo has not spoken since he was found on the waste ground. There is no physical reason for his silence. He is not unable to speak, but for whatever reason, is unable to do so.

Does anyone have any questions or theories?

