Reviews

'Hello forest, may we come in?'

This review takes the form of a letter to Vikram Kolmannskog, author of Reflections on Parenting from
a Gestalt Therapist-Father published by Routledge in 2026. Kolmannskog’s book offers an intimate, first

person account of queer family life, co-parenting and Gestalt therapy practice. Rather than a conventional
evaluation, the letter traces the reviewer’s encounter with the text, exploring themes of recognition,

belonging and creative vulnerability.

Dear Vikram,

I'm not a parent, and I have never thought of myself as
someone who could become one. So, I also did not think
I had much to say about a book on parenting. I came

to yours with a kind of polite detachment, like a guest
at a dinner party who is not sure whether they were
supposed to be invited.

And then, without warning, I am standing with you
and your child Leo at the printer. Both of you break into
a dance.

You wrote Reflections on Parenting from a Gestalt
Therapist-Father in the first person and in present tense.
Not that it matters whether that was a stylistic choice,
but it allowed me to follow you inside your mind.

The writing moves the way attention actually moves:
sensation, memory, theory, and then back to the life in
front of you.

I was not prepared for the tears that came when
Cecilie held up that pregnancy test on a video call,
two lines, after a year of trying. Grief and joy, all
muddled together inside me. Grief, because I had never
encountered stories like this one before - navigating a
legal system that excluded your family from “assisted
reproduction’ entirely and the care taken to involve a
gay lawyer friend simply to draft a practical agreement
about how Leo would be raised across households.

It meant so much to me that this was even possible.
Grief, because I wish someone had told me sooner that
it was. And joy about your determination to build this
life. Seeing you move forward despite the institutional
hostility directed at queer families has given me hope.

I vividly remember when you told John and me on a
video call, back then, why you needed to get Queering
Gestalt Therapy off your task list as soon as possible.
Who knows, without Leo, we might still be editing.

As I continued reading, I felt the full weight of what
your life partner Daniel, Leo’s mum Cecilie and you
moved through together: conceiving Leo; co-parenting;
the painful rupture when Cecilie moved out just a
month after his birth and took Leo with her; and

then the slow, careful rebuilding with the help of a
family therapist; the institutional indifference you
encountered time and again. The shooting outside
London Pub in Oslo on 25 June 2022, and how its
shadow fell on all three of you in entirely different ways.
The quiet frustration of searching for something on
screen that simply reflected your family’s existence.
And then, eventually, those small moments of arrival:
Leo at the breakfast table, your mother visiting, a
purple hair band passed between you all in front of the
mirror, and Leo announcing with complete certainty
that everyone is a girl this morning.

And then: "Oh. Hello, jealousy.’

I grew up understanding jealousy as something to be
suppressed and denied, which left me finely tuned

to sensing it in other people, which I find deeply
distressing, sometimes even angering. The pattern

is the same within me: I push it down until one
unguarded moment, and suddenly it is everywhere, like
seeing a therapist on the other side of the world, doing
the same work I do, earning in a month what takes me
six. The jealousy arrives before I have even decided to
feel it. Then comes the guilt, as if the feeling alone were
a kind of harm I had done.
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So picturing you as I read the book, sitting in that
garden and simply saying hello to it was something I did
not know I needed. And then I felt something loosen

as I was watching you teach Leo that anger is not the
enemy, that the feeling is allowed and it is only the
hurting of others that is not.

You describe Leo drumming on the bathroom floor,
hurting his finger and saying softly to himself, ‘Sorry,
Leo.” And your mother, at nearly seventy-eight, on an
ordinary Saturday evening, finally saying sorry. I can
only imagine what that meant to you.

I found myself sitting with Daniel in that therapy room
more than I expected. I know something about not
being seen, and about how invisibility can become a
kind of shelter. Growing up Queer and Autistic, hiding
from the people who were supposed to know me best
was not a choice so much as a survival strategy. It was
simply safer to let people see what they wanted to see.
The performance of being legible to others became so
habitual that being seen as I actually am still catches
me off guard, still costs something. There are moments,
rare ones, where it feels good. But they require a kind of
trust I did not learn early.

If you spend years reading a room, anticipating what
others need, making yourself small enough not to
disturb anything, you develop a particular kind of skill.
It turns out that very attention is useful in a therapy
room. What I am less sure about is how to carry it into
other parts of my life. How to inhabit a role, how to
belong to people, how to be a person in the world rather

than a very careful observer of it.

Watching your partner, Daniel, step into fatherhood
without a template, without a biological claim, carrying
all of that old vigilance, felt very close to something I
recognise. Then Robert, your couples therapist, asking
who had ever truly seen him and understood him, and
Daniel saying your name. I am glad he has you.

And then there is the forest...

When you ask the forest whether Leo and you may
come in, I find my mind drifting off into the woods near
my home, next to the tree that has been comforting me
in times of distress. ‘May I lean on you?’ I mumble. As
my back touches the trunk that has been on earth for a
couple of decades, the tension in my body evaporates.

I feel my feet extending roots into the ground, holding
me here, especially in those moments when my instinct
is to run.

Nobody taught me when I was a kid that there is
something sacred in nature. And that not everyone can
access that with ease, and therefore we live with this
idea that connection to nature is somehow unusual,
even confusing. When you teach Leo about these
moments, a childlike wonder comes over me. It makes
so much sense to children, to young people, that trees
have lives of their own.

How you wrestled with your inner critic about sharing
this book touched me. I wasn’t surprised how you went
out of your way to think about the ethics of writing
about Leo. Your thoroughness made a lot of sense to
me, that you thought about it all. But what really got
me was the moment of empty chair work with your
inner critic.

I have not been sharing any of my creative work lately.
Not because I do not want to, but simply because the
vulnerability stops me from authenticity. I go back,
edit over and over, to land at an agreeable, socially
acceptable middle ground. Unbiased, neutral, often
painfully dull. The only way to stop me from creative
inhibition was to no longer write for an imaginary,
judgmental audience.

That is why I wrote this to you; not to the Editor, not to
Gestalt therapists, not to anyone else. Just you.

Which is perhaps why the empty chair work with
your inner critic gave me pause. Seeing you sit across
from the part of yourself that has been relentless in
questioning you, and actually answer it, helped me
understand my hesitation to share more of myself.
All the negativity, all the hate, that once lived outside
in the world is internalised, to protect me from some
imaginary misery.

I loved that your inner critic found solace and trust in
you. That you will be there for Leo, and listen, really
listen when he gets older and has his own relationship
to your book. Without that, I would not have had the
privilege to witness what grace looks like up close. That
families come in all forms, and that love finds its way
regardless.

Thank you for letting me join you.
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