
"It was a lost year, a year of terror.

"1 Was Afraid to Be a Woman"(coDlinued)
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We subsequently learned that

tor was highly thought of in hi
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Since I want to tell the story
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in the same fashion that I had counted
on my husband to make me happy. I
didn't yet know that there are some
things we must do for ourselves.

He made an appointment for me with
a colleague of his, and I went to see him
that very afternoon. This time I didn't
pretend. The words gushed out of me, but
I had the strangest feeling that the doctor
wasn't listening, because he kept writing
and writing without ever looking at me.
"You don't really hear me," 1 told him.
"Only the words. You don't really under
stand what I'm trying to tell you."

"I hear you," he said, still writing.
Then he looked straight at me. "No one
completely' understands another, or is
completely understood, you know." These
words sank in. They were very important
to me. I visited this doctor three times a
week for the next two weeks, but in spite
of his best efforts to relieve my tension,
pressures from the outside kept mounting,
offsetting whatever progress we made in
his office. A or.e-shot magazine I was
editing was going badly. I was way past
my deadline. The children, reacting to
my nervous state, were difficult to handle.
My husband was increasingly impatient
with my household mismanagement, my
lack of interest in the neighborhood so
cial whirl, and completely nonplussed by
my blackening depression. I ra,nsacked
the library for a bo'ok that might help
me, endlessly questioned my friends
about the words they lived by. I prayed
and prayed and prayed, but found, like
Hamlet's uncle, that my words went up,
my thoughts remained below.

One morning I told my husband that
he would have to stay home from the
office with me that day. That I couldn't
go on by myself. "You'll have to go to
the doctor's with ,me," I told, him, "and
find out what's the matter with me. I'm
too scared to live any longer." It was the
first time i~ my life I had ever told my
husband he would ha~e to do anything.
We got a baby-sitter, and together we
went to the psychiatrist's office. '

He spoke to us individually and then to
,both of us together. Among the three of
us it was decided that there was no
alternative but for me to' go to a psy
ohiatric hospital for treatment. I ac
cepted the sentence with chattering teeth,
certain that this would ,be the end' of me.
He recommended two hospitals very
highly and helped us to apply for admis
sion to the less expensive of the two.
(Both, incidentally, were fabulously 'ex
pensive and very difficult to, get into. We

Nantucket that weekend, and my husb<tnd
accepted. I couldn't believe it at first.
That he failed to see my desperation
was beyond my comprehension. ,"You're
cruel," I screamed at him that night.
"You don't care about anything but your
self and your rotten job. You may be the
biggest wheel on Madison Avenue, but as
a husband and father you don't exist."
Then the fears that had been plaguing
me all that summer came over me, and I
found myself creeping into his arms for
comfort, crying for him to forgive me,
begging him not to leave me.

A Meeting With a Psychiatrist
The Friday of that weekend I took my

courage in my hands and made an ap
pointment with a psychiatrist. I found his
name in the telephone book, and saying
nothing to anyone I went to his office,
feeling, as I did so, that I already had
one foot in the state hospital. Once in his
presence I couldn't bear to recount my
dreadful fears, so I resorted to myoId
escape-pret~nse. I told hi~ I had been
bothered by some silly imaginings, and
that-since there was a history of mental
instability in the family (which there is)
-I had come for reassurance. I was gay
and apparently unconcerned, and he as
sured me that on the basis of what I had
told him I had absolutely po cause for
alarm. He suggested that I come back in
a week and talk to him a little more.

While at Nantucket-this was a night
mare weekend, by the way, of drinking
and pretended merriment-I sent a tele
gram breaking the appointment. I didn't
want anyone probing, discovering my hor
rible fantas.ies, least of all that smooth
faced, jargon-talki~g boy psychiatrist. It
was better to go on pretending.

I pretended for another month, and
then I knew that I couldn't any more. I
was afraid to kill myself, but I kept wish
ing I would die-of a heart attack or in
an ac<;ident. I went to our family doctor
who had known us forever and told him
how awful I felt. "You," he boomed.
"With four beautiful children and abun
dant health. Oh, sweetie, 'don't make me
sick. Why I've got patients with nothing
to live for and an incurable disease who
are fighting-fighting for a chanc~ to live.
You go on home and pull yourself to
gether." I finally convinced him that I
needed help quickly and badly. I asked
him for the name of a good psychiatrist
who would really make me well. 'This was
my dream. To find a doctor who, like a
magician, would make me well, very much
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