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3. PTSD history (filmed interview for online resource centre) 
Candidate’s instructions 
 
Mr Alfred Keane is a 60-year-old pub landlord. He recently underwent skin graphs to his arms 
and legs and has attended the GP surgery for a review of his wounds, which are healing very 
well. However, he has been having trouble sleeping.  
 
The busy GP has asked you to explore his problems with a view to making a psychiatric 
diagnosis. 

 
Patient’s instructions 
 
Key characteristics 
• I’m anxious and on edge. Loud noises make me jump. 
• I’m tired and could really do with a decent night’s sleep. 
• I don’t like explaining the incident at the pub—it brings back very vivid memories. 
• I try to skirt over the details, but will go through the story if the student is patient and 
understanding. 
 
I was landlord of The Starry Hen Tavern until four months ago, when there was a fire. I nearly 
died that night. It had been a quiet evening. I was talking to a couple of the regulars at the 
bar. Suddenly, there was a lot of crashing and screaming from the kitchen. I ran in to see 
what was going on, and saw thick black smoke everywhere. The chip-pan had caught light 
and Cerys (our barmaid) had tried to put it out. Her clothes and hair were on fire and she was 
just screaming. Screaming and screaming… I ran over to her and pulled her to the ground to 
put the flames out… I thought we were going to die, but we crawled to the back door and 
crashed out onto the patio. I didn’t realise how badly burnt I was until I saw my arms and legs. 
We both needed skin grafts and were in hospital for the best part of two months. The pub was 
just a pile of black rubble by the end of that night. The insurance covered it, but that’s not the 
point, is it? It was our home. Joy (my wife) and I are living with her mother now.  
 
To begin with, I was alright, apart from the pain, but after I got out of hospital, I started feeling 
really jumpy and I couldn’t relax. My sleep went bad. I’d lie awake until two, maybe three AM. 
When I did sleep, it was restless, full of nightmares about smoke and fire and… well, you 
know. Left me exhausted.  
 
Joy and I went to see what was left of The Hen a few weeks ago and that’s when it really hit 
me. It was like I was back there and it was happening all over again—like I was watching a 
film of everything that had happened, but not an ordinary film, because I could also smell the 
smoke and the smell of Cerys’ hair burning. Absolute terror shot through me. I heard her 
screaming and the pans crashing and I could almost feel the heat of the fire. Joy thought I 
was going mad. I just crumpled and cowered on the ground like a frightened child, trying to 
stop remembering and feeling everything. She virtually had to carry me to the car and took 
me home. I haven’t been back since.  
 
The same thing’s happened since (two or three times a week). The slightest things set it off, 
even Joy burning toast. It leaves me a quivering wreck. Even though I feel so on edge, I also 
feel numb, like I’m cut off in some kind of dream world. Sometimes I feel like I could cry, but I 
can’t. It’s as if I can’t feel properly, like all my feelings are turned down to low. I don’t feel 
depressed or sad, just empty and jumpy, as if I’m expecting the fire to happen all over again. 
 
I’ve been drinking more since the fire. I find it relaxes me and helps me sleep. I tried to go to a 
pub, but the memories came flooding back, so I buy my beer in the supermarkets and drink at 
home now. I only drink in the evenings, but I easily get through a six-pack of Stella most 
nights. I have alcohol-free nights, but then the nightmares come.  
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My energy’s pretty good and I potter about the house and have been making myself useful by 
doing some DIY. Joy’s been really supportive, but she’s starting talking about us buying 
another pub. I just don’t know if I can face it. I’ve never had to see a doctor about anything 
like this before—and neither has anyone in my family. Apart from my skin graphs, I have 
asthma, but it’s well controlled with blue inhalers. I’m in no way suicidal (just don’t agree with 
it), but I don’t know what I’ll do if I don’t pull myself together soon.  
 
Questions 
What’s wrong with me? 
Can I have some sleeping tablets? 
 
Worries 
I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to run a pub again—or how Joy will take it when I tell her. 


