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When I was a small girl I had a dolls house in 
my bedroom. I absolutely loved this house!
 



However, I became 
aware of a scratching 
noise emanating from it. 

 She thought I was quite 
mad and she did not come 
and open the door.

I spoke to my Mum and said 
that I thought that some mice 
were living there.

She thought I was 
imagining it and did not 
come and open the door 



So the noise continued and I used 
to lie awake at night being scared 
of who was in my house.



one day my godmother came 
round  and I explained what had 
been going on. 

She came upstairs, opened the 
door and there they were …



two mice! 

They jumped out ran along the skirting board and disappeared 
down a hole. They had eaten my carpet, wallpaper and even my 
four poster bed! This was a HUGE drama for me and it is true to 
say that I never played with my dolls house again and I have had 
a mice/ rodent  phobia ever since.



This has caused me some 
problems over the years…

I had a pony and going up to into 
the hayloft to !ll a hay net sent me 
into a heightened sense of anxiety 
every time ( !ght or "ight state) . I 
loathed hay lofts with a passion. 



I couldn’t go near any friend’s 
guineapig, hamster etc. 

I can’t go into any shed without 
being afraid and wondering if a 
rodent will suddenly appear.



When I was in my 20s I went to a 
past life day and the life I found 
myself in was as a small child hiding 
in a hay loft with my parents. We 
were Royalists and hiding from the 
Roundheads. 

We had to be 
absolutely silent in 
this loft and this 
meant letting mice 
and rats run over 
us without making 
any noise. 



The Roundheads came into 
the loft and were using a 
pitchfork to see if we were 
hiding. By staying silent they 
left without !nding us.

 I found this a really 
interesting experience and it 
seemed to suggest that my 
loathing of mice/rodents and 
haylofts was not con!ned to 
this life time!



So … I had EMDR 



I can’t recall every image But in essence what 
emerged was that I had transferred the feelings 
of not being safe to the mice rather than 
acknowledging the feeling of not being safe.



I started by recalling the dolls 
house . As my thoughts "owed, 
other images came up. 

Choosing to have a 
mouse as a pet.

My brain being 
like a maze. 

It looked like a 
circuitry board and 
there was a mouse 
at every barrier. 



To get through the barriers I had 
to speak to a mouse in a happy 
friendly fashion. 

Then all of a sudden all the 
pathways opened up and 
somehow this felt like my neural 
pathways  - now there could be 
a "ow of information/feelings 
travelling all around my brain.



 and I was sitting 
on a massive chair 
surrounded by 
white mice. 

And this was !ne rather 
than terrifying.

what was really 
interesting is that i 
made it to the centre 
of the maze




