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I dedicate this book to my three children, Calen, Sander, and Mattie, my mother, Moo, my father, Pop, and my siblings, Tina, Glennie, Sandy, and Tambu—and, especially, to all those who live with mental illness.

















She is not an ordinary or “run-of-the-mill” human being…


—from an analysis of my handwriting when I was seventeen















AUTHOR’S NOTE



This memoir is, obviously, about my life. But my life is filled with people: family people and friends people and other people. So this memoir isn’t about me alone.


Some of my memories will inevitably not jibe with other people’s memories, especially those of my children. We don’t operate on horizontal lines, but as a family we function on wildly divergent lines, sometimes crisscrossing, sometimes running parallel, always aware of each other.


Since becoming an advocate for mental health I have realized that the face I present to the world is not always the face that reflects me; I have learned how to hide my discomfort. I have learned to push on no matter what, if I have to, and I have learned how to step back and take care of myself when I can.













PROLOGUE



“Kill yourself! Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


I couldn’t stop the voice. It was stuck in my skull like a bad song, playing over and over and over again.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


Those commands were being screamed at me by the Creature. It was pure evil. It was in my head, just behind my left ear. It was terrifying. Worse, it would not stop screaming.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


The Creature was relentless, 24-7.


I had to silence it. I had to kill the Creature, and there was only one way to do that. I would have to kill myself.


I’d already thought about different ways to commit suicide. I think most people who consider it put a lot of thought into the best way to end their lives. I knew a handgun would be the quickest, but I’d also considered getting stumbling drunk and lying down in the creek that flowed near my house in the Montana foothills. If I did this during the winter, I would freeze to death. Pills and booze were another possibility. I’d imagined myself driving my truck to Meadow Lake or Hyalite Reservoir or Sureshot Lake, armed with a bottle of muscle relaxers and a fifth of vodka. I’d sit on an inflated inner tube, paddle so far away from shore that I couldn’t possibly swim back, and begin gulping down pills with swigs of booze. When I began feeling them kick in, I would slide into the cold water. In that inebriated state, it would be impossible for me to climb back on to a slippery tube or even hang on to it.


I’d drown. The Creature would finally shut up.


I’d thought about each method in intimate detail, going over each scenario repeatedly, carefully refining each step. I could see myself raising a pistol to my mouth and squeezing the trigger, leaning into a shotgun and squeezing the trigger, lowering myself into the freezing stream in the winter, or floating dead in the lake. Each time I conjured one of those images, it seemed less frightening. Even comforting. Until I’d reached the point where the idea of killing myself seemed inevitable.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


“SHUT UP! I’m thinking about it!” I silently screamed back.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


When will the Creature stop?


My thirteen-year-old daughter, Mattie, had no idea the Creature was tormenting me. Mattie was a beautiful girl with curly long blond hair and a sweet face. Would she understand why I’d killed myself? I couldn’t tell her about the Creature. She wouldn’t understand. I also was afraid. I didn’t want to risk making the Creature even angrier.


Mattie had just walked to the main house to say good-bye to her grandparents. I was waiting outside near a two-bedroom guesthouse on their property a few miles outside Big Piney, Wyoming, a town of about six hundred people. Big Piney is a ranching community, and the number of cows, horses, and dogs is much greater than the number of humans. Mom and Dad—Bill and Bettine Close—lived on a ten-acre plot, much of it sagebrush and tiny cacti growing in sandy soil. The Wyoming Range runs north to south, the Wind River Range runs east to west, and both ranges lie far away from the treeless high desert that is Big Piney. I love these wide open spaces. There is room to breathe.


Mattie and I had come to visit my parents and my two older sisters, Tina and Glenn. Tina is an artist who lives in Jackson Hole, Wyoming. Glenn is Glenn Close, the actress, who’d flown to Wyoming for a short break after doing voice work for a Disney movie. To others, Glenn is a Hollywood icon. Glamorous. Brilliant. To me, she is simply Glennie, my big sis.


As I waited for Mattie to return, the Creature began yelling so loudly in my head that I simply couldn’t take it anymore.


Everyone in the Close family knew I could be moody and unpredictable. In the previous eight years, I had bought and sold twelve houses in and around Bozeman, Montana, where Mattie and I lived. My siblings thought I was irresponsible, but they didn’t say it out loud. I’d never married Mattie’s father, nor had he asked me. I had burned through another love affair after him, gotten married, divorced, and then had a common-law marriage with my fifth husband. I justified the husbands by saying I could count them on just one hand. But I’d also left dozens of other lovers in my wake. All of them had eventually run from me. Some afraid. Others angry. Still others with broken hearts.


Over the years my family came to expect a recurring pattern of behavior on my part; a seemingly random acquisition of new husbands, homes, and cars.


Sometimes Mattie enjoyed it when I was filled with manic energy. I remember waking her up one morning and driving to the Target store in Bozeman. “Take whatever you want,” I declared. “Let’s fill up the cart!” We raced up and down the aisles, grabbing clothes from racks and stuffing dolls and other toys into a shopping cart. When I was manic, I was the fun and exciting mom! I remember watching Mattie as we filled the car that day with our purchases. Her eyes were sparkling and she was smiling and I felt really wonderful. Sometimes mania felt good, but recently it had grown so intense and so demanding that I couldn’t keep up with it. The racing thoughts. The intense feeling of having to do something, anything. And worst of all now, the voice.


The Creature’s voice.


Even when mania felt good, it was never worth the awful depressions that followed. Mattie never smiled during those dark periods. I would curl into a fetal position on our living room couch and be unable to even stand up—to say nothing of leaving the house. Even when we ran out of food. Literally. My bills would pile up unopened. The phone would go unanswered. I just wouldn’t care, couldn’t care—about anything.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


I was exhausted. It wasn’t the fatigue that came after a tough physical workout at the health club that I’d joined impulsively, during a frantic self-improvement moment. Nor was it the restlessness that came after a night of tossing and turning because I couldn’t go to sleep. This was more of a debilitating feeling of abiding sadness. I had hit rock bottom. I had sunk into my dark place—where the Creature reigned and where I knew I’d either have to obey his command or have him taunt me forever.


My life was a mess—and it showed. As a child, I’d had an angelic face, piercing eyes, and a mischievous smile. In my late teens I’d been approached and asked to pose for a national men’s magazine. My husband at the time turned them down. But that was when my mental illness was just beginning to kick in, before I turned to booze and drugs and men to quiet my mind. Now, at age fifty, my face looked tired, my eyes seemed hollow, and I couldn’t remember the last time that a carefree smile had crossed my lips. I looked like the haggard, suffering woman I had become.


What had happened to me?


I didn’t have a job. I was a recovering alcoholic. My heart was breaking because my older son, Calen, whom I loved dearly, had been diagnosed with a severe mental illness, schizoaffective disorder, which had led to his being hospitalized for two long years.


I felt responsible for his suffering. After all, it was partly my blood flowing through his veins, and I suspected it was my own tainted genes that had sparked his disorder. A psychiatrist had diagnosed me with bipolar disorder, but the medications he prescribed were ineffectual. That was what was behind my swinging moods. It was behind the Creature.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


My sister Glenn was still inside the guesthouse. It was only a few steps away from me, but by the time I reached its door, I felt as if I had walked miles. I turned the knob, opened it, and stepped in.


Glennie was standing inside. She looked at my face and asked, “Are you all right?”


“I can’t stop thinking about killing myself,” I whispered, feeling deeply ashamed.


My big sister, six years my senior, wrapped her arms around me. I felt safe, but it didn’t last. The Creature became angry. The Creature began yelling louder and louder.


“Kill yourself! Kill yourself!”


I told myself: Hang on. Hang on. Glennie will help you. She will find a way to silence the Creature. Together we will find a way to make living worthwhile again.













PART ONE


NOT YOUR NORMAL CHILDHOOD




I learned at a very early age that being loved was synonymous with being left: that it was a painful thing to love me, and to love.


—from my private journal

















CHAPTER ONE



My story begins with an Irish setter named Paddy.


I’m starting with a dog story because canines have played and continue to play an important role in my life and the lives of all us Closes. I own four dogs. My mother, Bettine Moore Close, has three; my oldest sister, Tina, has three; and my brother, Alexander, whom everyone calls Sandy, has two. Glenn starred in the movies 101 Dalmatians and 102 Dalmatians as Cruella De Vil, an evil socialite who wants to slaughter puppies for their spotted fur, but Glenn is a dog lover also, with two terrier mixes. My father, William Taliaferro Close, better known as Bill or Doc—or T-Pop to us—was a dog lover all his life. When he died in January of 2009 he left two dogs, which brought my mom’s count up to five. By my count, that’s sixteen dogs between us—without adding the ones owned by our six children.


I know why I love dogs. They love me back. They make me feel secure. I love the silly things they do, and I love it that they love me no matter what mood I’m in. Love and security are not what I always felt growing up.


But Paddy, the Irish setter—he was responsible for bringing my parents together. Their families were actually neighbors, but the children didn’t meet until they were teenagers. My mother’s parents, Charles Arthur and Elizabeth Hyde Moore, owned a farm in Greenwich, Connecticut. My dad’s parents, Edward Bennett and Elizabeth Taliaferro Close, lived about two miles away. My parents didn’t meet until they were sixteen, because after World War I the Closes moved to France, where Edward managed the American Hospital of Paris, a facility opened in 1906, when Paris had been a magnet for American intellectuals, writers, poets, and artists.


Granny Close returned with my father and his twin brother to the United States in 1938 because it seemed inevitable that Hitler was going to invade and conquer France. The fourteen-year-old twins were sent to boarding school at St. Paul’s School in Concord, New Hampshire, when they returned. My mother’s only sibling, Johnny, also attended St. Paul’s but was an upperclassman when the Close twins arrived. The first time my dad saw my mother was when she came to visit Johnny and he spotted her in the chapel. He glanced up at the visitors’ gallery, saw Mom, and knew in his heart that she was “the most beautiful girl” he’d ever seen. But he didn’t dare speak to her, and she would know nothing about his feelings until much later.


Around 1940, Granddad Close also left Paris, and Grandmother Moore decided to host a party to welcome the entire Close family back to Greenwich. She called my mom, Bettine, and Johnny into the parlor and announced that she wanted them to host a party for the Close twins.


“It would be nice if you introduced them to your teenage friends,” my grandmother said, “since they don’t know anyone here in Greenwich.”


The idea of throwing a party for two teenage boys whom no one really knew didn’t excite my mom or uncle, but Grandmother Moore didn’t give them much choice. Under her watchful eye, a dinner was arranged for William Taliaferro (Billy) Close and his twin, Edward Bennett Close Jr. (Teddy). My father and his twin had been born six minutes apart on June 7, 1924—Teddy first, which is why he was the twin named after their father.


Judging from family photographs, my father was exceedingly handsome. He had strong features that reflected his English and Scottish ancestry. My mother was beautiful. She was tall and slender, with dark auburn hair and a full mouth. The party had just started when Paddy, the Irish setter, came trotting across the lawn clutching a terrified bunny in its jaws. Because Paddy was a trained hunting dog, his soft mouth allowed him to carry the rabbit without puncturing its skin or breaking any bones.


As soon as my mother and father spotted Paddy, they rushed down the steps to rescue the bunny. My father suggested the two of them carry the shaking creature to a stone wall at the end of the lawn and release it on the other side, away from Paddy.


It was during that rescue mission that my parents began talking and realized that they liked each other. As soon as my dad got back from freeing the bunny, he rushed to find Teddy.


“Miss Bettine Moore is off-limits,” he declared.


The twins had a pact. If either was interested in dating a girl and was the first to announce it, the other would stay clear of her.


My dad was so enthralled with my mom that he asked her to go to a movie with him after the party ended. She agreed, and it was during that movie, when others were trying to shush them, that my father told her he was going to become a doctor.


Much later in their lives, my father would write his autobiography, A Doctor’s Life: Unique Stories, and he would explain that he’d decided to become a doctor when he was only seven years old, while touring the American Hospital. He wrote:




The head nurse, Miss Compte, took my hand and led me on a tour… She had brown eyes and a comforting smile, and her starched white apron rustled when she walked.


My stomach was tight with anticipation as we stepped out of the elevator onto the surgical floor. Two large doors swung open and tall figures wearing white hats and long white gowns emerged, smiled at us, and walked down the immaculate corridor.


I caught the whiff of ether and clean linen. Miss Compte eased the door open just enough for me to peek through. Two gowned figures leaned over a stretcher outside one of the operating rooms… Those rooms were used by some of the surgical giants of Europe… The surgical gowns, caps, and masks were like mystical robes of high priests, and the rubber gloves suggested exploring fingers capable of delicate maneuvers. But more than anything else the sound of starched linen and the faint smell of ether stimulated my imagination.


Downstairs in my father’s [hospital administration] office, I told his secretary that I would be a surgeon when I grew up, and if I wasn’t smart enough to be a surgeon, I’d be a hospital administrator like my father. She thought that was cute, but I was serious. I wanted desperately to be part of that mysterious world, to share in the prestige of being called “Doctor,” and to wear the proud uniform of a surgeon.





Mom was impressed. She wanted to become a nurse, but she wasn’t interested in living a mundane life. Mom read at least two books per week, and she wanted to work in some exotic overseas location and have adventures like those of the heroines whose stories she devoured.


Bettine and Billy met at 5:00 a.m. the next day to go horseback riding. They paid as much attention to the swarms of mosquitoes buzzing around them as they did the moviegoers who had tried to keep them from talking. They were instantly in love. My mom still mourns the fact that she lost the little wooden ring my dad gave her when they were sixteen and became secretly engaged.


When the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, my parents’ college plans changed. Dad told his father, “I’m leaving Harvard, marrying Bettine, and joining the Army Air Corps.” My mother left Jokake School, a boarding school in Tempe, Arizona, to marry Dad before he was shipped overseas.


Bill and Bettine, both eighteen, were wed February 6, 1943. The ceremony was held at Mooreland, where my mom wore a “white faille silk gown, with a marquisette yoke, and long tulle veil fastened to a Juliet cap of silk,” according to the newspaper. “She carried freesia and gardenias.”


When my parents married, there was no option for a woman but to take her husband’s name. The same was true of my grandparents. Grandmother Moore was a Hyde before she married Charles Arthur Moore. It’s the Hydes and the Moores, both on my mother’s side, where I believe the seeds that would later germinate into my own and my son’s mental illnesses can be found.















CHAPTER TWO



The end of the nineteenth century was America’s Gilded Age of opulence, when great family fortunes were made and mansions that rivaled European castles were built. Mrs. William B. (Caroline) Astor ruled New York’s high society, and with help from a confidant she compiled the so-called Four Hundred—a secret list of who mattered and who didn’t in New York society. How was that number reached? It was the maximum number of guests that could fit inside Mrs. Astor’s private ballroom.


My grandfather Edward Bennett Close—Eddie—was on her list.


Originally from Yorkshire, England, the Close family had helped found Greenwich in 1640. Both my grandfather and father wore signet rings bearing the family crest and motto: Fortis et fidelis—strong and faithful.


By the late 1800s, Greenwich had become a sanctuary for New York’s wealthy. The Rockefeller brothers had built grand estates there, joining others eager to escape sweltering summers in the city. Granddad Eddie met his first wife, Marjorie, at a dance in Greenwich when he was twenty-one years old and she was only sixteen. Four days later, he secretly proposed. Because of her age, they agreed to keep their pledge secret, especially from Marjorie’s father, Charles William (C. W.) Post. It’s funny that both my father and his father each became secretly engaged to sixteen-year-olds, although, in my father’s case, he was sixteen also.


C. W. Post changed the American morning coffee habit in 1903, when he began selling an alternative to coffee, Postum, in Battle Creek, Michigan. Marjorie was his only child. Two years after meeting Marjorie, Granddad formally asked for her hand. C. W. tried to prevent the marriage but eventually gave in.


Eddie Close and Marjorie were wed on December 2, 1905. Marjorie would later tell biographers that her new husband didn’t want children. Even so, they had two daughters—my father’s half sisters, Adelaide and Eleanor—during their twelve-year marriage. My grandfather had little to do with his daughters except for a tradition that began with them and spilled over to my father and his twin: he would take them on outings, albeit infrequently, and he called those outings “beanos.” A beano would be a trip to the ice cream store or a ride in a rowboat; all beanos were great fun and remembered well.


On May 9, 1914, C. W. stuck a rifle in his mouth and squeezed the trigger, killing himself at age sixty. C. W. had been worth $33 million, which he left to be equally divided between his second wife, Leila, and Marjorie.


Marjorie felt cheated, having been told that all the family’s holdings in Postum Cereal Company would be hers based on a trust signed when her parents had founded the company. Granddad Eddie went to the cereal company’s headquarters and spent days digging through files until he found the original trust agreement. He returned to Greenwich triumphant, and on December 8, 1915, The New York Times reported that C. W.’s widow had agreed to a $6 million settlement to avoid a legal fight. Marjorie received all her father’s stock and property, which was valued at $27 million—$620 million in today’s dollars. Women didn’t run major companies at the time. A board of directors made most decisions, and Grandad became a vice president on the board.


During World War I Grandad was sent to Europe and ended up a Major on General Pershing’s staff. While he was serving in Europe, Marjorie attended a party on Long Island, where she met Manhattan stockbroker E. F. Hutton. Family legend holds that Marjorie and Hutton had an affair. When Grandad returned home in 1918 he found his wife cold and distant. Marjorie divorced my grandfather and shortly thereafter married Hutton, who helped her transform Postum into the General Foods Corporation, a move that increased her fortune to the equivalent of $3.4 billion in today’s dollars.


Only a few months after the divorce, my maternal grandparents, Charles Arthur and Elizabeth Hyde Moore, planned a double date with Granddad and a young piano and voice teacher from Houston, Texas, Betsey Taliaferro. Eddie and Betsey (Granny Close) agreed, and they all traveled into New York to attend an opera.


Shortly after this date, Eddie and Betsey married. They left immediately for France, where he took charge of the American Hospital of Paris.


My sister Tina once asked Granny Close if Granddad, then deceased, had gotten a large divorce settlement from Marjorie. Granny Close had taken a last puff on her cigarette and stamped it out in her silver Scotty ash tray. She then explained that Granddad had not accepted a single penny from his first wife. In fact, without even being asked, he’d voluntarily returned all the stock that he had collected during their marriage. Granny Close quoted my grandfather as saying, “A gentleman doesn’t take money from a woman when they are divorcing.” Too bad for us!


Granny told us that on their honeymoon, Grandad stated he didn’t want any more children. She begged and he relented, but told Granny she could only have one. Certainly not to be outdone by Marjorie, Granny was able to present Eddie with twin boys: my dad, Billy, and his brother, Ted. Twins were her revenge.


I always felt that Granny was a sad woman who thought, deep down, that her husband didn’t really love her. Within the family, we believed that Grandad never got over Marjorie.


As intriguing as my Close family history may be, it is my mother’s side that contains the most likely genetic link to my own mental illness.


Grandmother Moore, my grandmother, was the eldest daughter of Seymour J. Hyde and Elizabeth Worrall Hyde, members of another prominent Greenwich family. The Hydes had been farmers in New Hampshire and eventually established a highly successful dry goods manufacturing business, A. G. Hyde and Sons, famous for Heatherbloom Petticoats.


In February of 1915, Seymour J. Hyde fell from his horse and cracked his skull while riding in Greenwich. He died a few hours later, leaving behind an estate worth $2 million—about $46 million in today’s dollars. His namesake son, Seymour Worrall Hyde, took charge of the family business and soon found himself caught in a scandal that was reported on February 1, 1918, on page 1 of The New York Times under the headline:




INSANE LIEUTENANT


KIDNAPS FOUR MEN


[image: image]


Soldiers Tell of Spending a


Night of Terror in Home


of Seymour Hyde


DETAINED AT PISTOL POINT





A Times reporter wrote that Seymour W. Hyde (my grandmother’s brother) had taken four men hostage at gunpoint in Manhattan during what appeared to be a mental meltdown. He forced two of his hostages to undress and put on purple gowns. He then had his chauffeur transport his hostages to his father’s Greenwich home, where he’d proceeded to beat one man and force him to dance until he could barely stand by threatening to shoot him. He then pulled a hot poker from the fireplace and threatened to brand another helpless hostage. During this entire episode, Hyde kept claiming to be a German spy. Two of his hostages slipped away and notified the police, who were met with pistol fire when they arrived at the Hyde property. When Hyde ran out of ammunition, the police broke inside, placed him in a straitjacket, and announced that he was clearly “insane.” His mother told reporters that Hyde was simply suffering from fatigue brought on by the pressures that came from running the family business.


For a short period, Hyde was institutionalized, but he eventually returned to Greenwich, where some viewed him as completely mad. He was known to have gone riding naked on horseback through the hills, which actually sounds like a lot of fun to me…


Seymour Worrall Hyde may have been mentally ill, but he was one of the few multimillionaires to withdraw all his money from the stock market shortly before the crash of 1929. He eventually established a Hyde family trust, which still pays benefits to my mother, my siblings, and me, although through my grandmother Moore.


What all this means is that my dad, William “Billy” Close, and my mother, Bettine Moore, came into their marriage with some baggage. My dad had a father—Granddad—who had not wanted children. My mom had an uncle who had been institutionalized for a severe mental illness. Now that we know about post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), we can also wonder if Seymour Hyde, who fought in World War I, was afflicted with that terrible syndrome.


Given their privileged upbringing, what was really surprising about my parents was how little either of them cared about social status and money. It’s possible they were that way because they grew up with social status and money. Having something as your birthright and turning it down is easier than not having it at all. We can only ignore what we have. But if anything, my dad and mom made a point of teaching us kids that social rank didn’t define a person. This was particularly true of my mother. She grew up in a thirty-room home with servants. Yet she never felt that she was better than they were; they were her world.


My mother remembers a time when her parents came in very late from New York City, and the cook had waited up with a hot meal. Her father told him offhandedly, “We’ve already eaten.” Suzanna Mannagotter, who helped in the kitchen, had heard the cook swear under his breath, “They won’t be singing that tune when the revolution comes!” Mom heard the servants talk about Communists and revolution and understood the disparity between them and her family. Mom told me, when I asked her about this, that years later Suza told Grandmother Moore what the chef had said and Grandmother was horrified. She found out where he lived and apologized to him in a letter.


But rather than instilling feelings of superiority in them, that disparity caused my mother and, I believe, my father to feel a special obligation to help others less fortunate than they, true altruists.


That said, none of us can escape our childhoods. And my father, in particular, would pass a ghost from his past to all of us.















CHAPTER THREE



After she was married, my mother began following my father to a series of Texas airfields while he learned how to fly C-47 troop carriers. She’d wanted an adventure, and that’s what she got.


The wives of aviation cadets were not recognized by the military, which meant that Mom was not permitted on base. The first room she rented had cockroaches skittering across the floor and no windows. Outside another, two men got into a knife fight. She followed Dad, moving from one shoddy boardinghouse to the next. That was a lot for an eighteen-year-old girl raised in genteel Greenwich.


Dad was allowed to leave the base one day a week, and my mom eagerly waited to see him, but their honeymoon didn’t last long. My father would arrive at her room carrying a stack of airplane magazines and flop down on their bed to read, barely saying a word. The first time this happened, my mother ran outside and cried. As time passed, my mother would realize there was another reason for his apparent coldness.


My parents would be married nearly sixty-seven years, and they clearly loved one another. Yet my father found it almost impossible to express his emotions. But he had them, and he could be terribly sentimental. Once, when he was much, much older, he returned from a local landfill with a battered, eyeless Sesame Street Cookie Monster—a stuffed toy—that he’d rescued because he couldn’t bear the sight of it being abandoned there. He put the Cookie Monster on a shelf in his bedroom with other favorite objects. Despite these events, he found it nearly impossible to share his innermost feelings with my mother—or any of us kids. The only time we saw him cry was when he had to put down one of his beloved dogs.


Years later, when I was an adult, my mother would tell me that she suspected Dad’s inability to express his emotions was rooted in his childhood. His parents had shipped him and his twin brother off to rigid English boarding schools when they were seven years old. My mother said that when my father and his brother had been left for the first time at Summerfield, a venerable British boarding school, my father had chased after the car and leaped onto its running board, crying. The chauffeur stopped and literally peeled his little fingers from the car before driving away.


I’ve already mentioned that my grandfather Edward Bennett Close had not wanted children, and apparently he had little to do with either of his sons, except for the occasional beano.


I think an exchange between Mom and Dad that happened in January of 2009, shortly before Dad died, is telling. Dad was feeling ill, and late one night he turned to my mother and said, “Tell me you’ll never leave me.”


“Bill,” Mom replied in a shocked voice, “I will never leave you! By God, we’ve lived together as husband and wife for sixty-six years. Why would you think I would leave you now?”


Seeing an opening, Mom asked Dad if he loved her. There had been several times during their marriage when she hadn’t been certain that he had. All he would have had to say was “Yes” or “Of course!” My father had looked at her through sad eyes but couldn’t utter a word. It was as if he couldn’t mouth the words “I love you.” He could write it in letters and, later, in his autobiography, but he couldn’t speak it.


In 1944, my father completed flight training. A few months later, in June, the Allies launched the Normandy invasion. A week after D-day, Dad boarded a troopship leaving New York for France, where he immediately began flying over the front lines. Dad was smack-dab in the middle of combat, ferrying troops and supplies to the western front. One of his early missions was to supply General George S. Patton Jr. and his troops during the Battle of the Bulge, when the führer made his last-ditch effort to split the Allies’ ranks. After that decisive battle, Dad became one of the first Allied pilots (he was a copilot) to fly paratroopers and supplies into Warsaw, Poland.


My dad never bragged or even spoke much about his war years. When I was young, I happened upon some pictures of skeletal bodies piled on top of each other. I asked my mom about them, and she told me to put them away. They were photos that my dad had from Poland during the war. Mom said my dad would become upset if he knew I’d seen them or asked about them.


If my father had been distant before the war, when he returned in September of 1945—four months after Germany surrendered—he was even more detached. He had been gone for fifteen months, and my mom greeted him holding a baby. It was my sister Tina, who had been conceived on the night before my father had shipped off to Europe. Tina was six months old and teething.


Mom, Dad, and Tina moved onto my grandparents’ farm, Mooreland, taking up residence in Stone Cottage, a building that had been the farm’s slaughterhouse before being converted into a residence. They were only a short walk away from the property’s main stone house, called the Big House, where Mom’s parents lived. All the buildings were clapboard with foundations of local gray fieldstone dug up and dragged on skids by horses to construction sites.


Eager to pursue his dream of becoming a surgeon, Dad applied at the College of Physicians and Surgeons at Columbia University. Unfortunately, he had gotten bad grades at Harvard, so he asked my mother’s father, Charles Arthur Moore, to pull some strings.


My mom’s father was quite a character. In addition to being a wealthy industrialist, Charles Moore was a noted explorer who’d participated in an 1897 expedition to the Arctic with Robert Peary. He was well known in New York, and the letter that he wrote to the president of Columbia did the trick for my father despite its tone.




My son-in-law wants to become a doctor. Personally, I have no use whatsoever for the profession. However, his determination is such that I imagine he will make a good physician.




Respectfully,


Charles A. Moore








Although my parents rarely argued in front of their children, their marriage continued to be strained. One night while my father was trying to study, my sister Tina began crying.


“Why can’t you keep that brat quiet?” my father yelled.


My mother slapped him. “She’s not a brat!” she declared. “She’s your daughter!” It was the first and only time she struck him.


Mom had put aside her dream of becoming a nurse to rear a family. On March 19, 1947, my sister Glenn was born. She was twenty-one months younger than Tina, and they eventually became inseparable.


Despite their parents’ wealth, my parents were not rich. The GI Bill paid for medical school, and my dad worked at two part-time jobs to pay their expenses. This required him to spend most nights in Manhattan, where he lived in a modest apartment. At night he worked at a blood bank, and between classes he collected women’s urine from a retirement home for a professor who was studying postmenopausal gonadotropins—hormones that stimulate the gonads. Dad earned five dollars for each five-gallon jug of pee that he brought back to campus. The elderly donors called him the Cider Man because they didn’t feel comfortable saying “urine” when he knocked on their doors for their specimen bottles.


On June 28, 1949, my mother gave birth to a son whom they named Duncan, but he died ten days later because of a defective heart. They buried him next to my grandfather Edward Bennett Close at Christ Church in Greenwich. Duncan’s death permanently cracked my mother’s heart into many pieces. She never got over losing him. To this day she feels his loss. A year and a half later, on November 18, 1950, Mom gave birth to Alexander Drummond Close, my big brother.


Seven months later, in June of 1951, my father graduated from medical school and began his residency at Roosevelt Hospital in Manhattan. He was thrilled, as he wrote later in his autobiography:




I experienced the urgent drama of a dropping blood pressure and speeding pulse as a patient’s life hovered on the brink of extinction. I heard the surgeon snap orders against a background of hissing, pulsating equipment as he enlarged the wound to expose and clamp an errant bleeder. I felt relieved as the pressure stabilized and the operation could resume… “Someday,” I said to myself, “someday it will be my turn to operate.” I loved the operating room… I spent many hours sitting with patients at night. I heard, in their whispers and sleepless sighs, the hollow sounds of pain and fear of the unknown void beyond. When death claimed one of them, I redoubled my efforts to learn more and work harder. Death was defeat and my aim was victory.





Dad moved into the hospital staff’s living quarters, where he put a photo of my mom next to his bed, but he only came home every other weekend. Most of those times, he was so exhausted that he only had time to eat and sleep before returning to Manhattan.


Roosevelt Hospital drew patients from poor and often dangerous neighborhoods. At least twice a night, ambulances with wailing sirens would arrive with a patient in urgent need of care. My father sewed together wounds of passengers injured in a dramatic subway-car collision and patched up gunshot and knife wounds. When there wasn’t an emergency, he walked the hospital floors, chatting with patients, investigating the most difficult cases.


It’s a funny thing about my father: while he found it difficult to express his emotions to those closest to him, he had a warm, reassuring bedside manner. He listened closely to his patients, genuinely cared about their well-being, and had an air of confidence that made them feel safe.


I arrived in our family on July 17, 1953, while my father was still climbing the intern-resident-physician-surgeon ladder. Mine was the only birth that my dad attended. Mom later told me that Dad was funny when it came to childbirth. He had no trouble doing surgery, but he had been known to faint during childbirth and couldn’t stomach seeing mothers in pain and screaming. Somehow, though, he made it through my birth without passing out.


Within hours after I was born, a nurse entered my mother’s hospital room, glanced at me, shrugged, and declared: “Well, you gotta take what you get!” Nice! I was a skinny infant but am told that I had a loud voice and rarely slept.


Tina was eight, Glenn was six, and Sandy was three. A family photograph shows Tina and Glenn, wearing cotton blouses and cuffed pants, sitting on their ponies in the front yard of Stone Cottage. In another family snapshot, Tina is sitting on a wooden cart while Glenn is on all fours in front of it, wearing a harness. Years later, when she was famous, Glenn would cause everyone in our family to burst out laughing when she revealed on The Tonight Show that she’d wanted to be a horse until she was eight.


We had a pony at the farm named Brownie, who came from an amusement park. He was only one of our family’s menagerie. By the time I turned two, my parents had bought another pony from a neighbor. They also owned three collies and four little dogs. Most had been rescued by Dad from the hospital’s labs because he didn’t want them used in classroom experiments.


Because his little dogs were mutts, Dad called them the Flea Pack. One weekend morning my father was taking a much-needed break. He’d borrowed a horse from my grandparents and was riding through the Greenwich countryside with the Flea Pack when they encountered a hunting party. The men were all dressed in their red-and-black riding gear and were mounted on stunning horses surrounded by carefully bred hounds.


The Flea Pack attacked, and a horrified master of the hunt called out to my father: “Sir, call off your dogs!”


Looking down at the fighting mutts, my dad said: “There’s not a damn thing I can do about this!”


The fox hunters were not impressed, but my father didn’t care. He much preferred riding with his scrappy mutts than being part of an exclusive hunting club.


My parents quickly outgrew Stone Cottage on the Moores’ farm, so they moved to the larger Close property, which was called Hermitage Farm, on John Street. Granny Close sold the farm, except her small house, to my parents at a cut-rate price, thinking they would live there forever. I wish we had.


The memories I have of my first five years on Hermitage Farm, refreshed by family stories and snapshots, are all wonderful ones. My brother, Sandy, and I would lie on top of the stone wall that encircled the farm. The rocks were warm from the sun, and we’d use our fingers to squish the tiny red mites that crawled through the crevices. The green lawn seemed endless. A barn that smelled of the perfectly wonderful scents of hay and horses held our ponies. I loved walking to the lake below the fields, holding the hand of whatever family member was willing to take me there. Granny Close kept an aluminum canoe on the lakeshore, and I remember being taken out onto the water—we would paddle around the tiny island that jutted up in the lake, a safe nesting place for migrating geese.


The main farmhouse had steep wooden stairs that led to a screened-in porch. My memories are of the kitchen, where I sat in a high chair eating from a brightly colored divided plate; of our collie, Ben, who was shaved one summer for some forgotten reason and who hid in the bushes from embarrassment; of a little outdoor slide that made me squeal when I zipped down it; and of a pedal car tiny enough for me to drive. I had my own tricycle, which I would ride around the circular driveway, singing and yelling.


I remember once my parents gave a dinner party and I stole a cold stick of butter from the kitchen. Then I found refuge under the dining room table. From my vantage point, I saw pairs of shoes pointed toward me from under a formal white tablecloth that reached down near the floor. I was perfectly content with my butter in my makeshift tent.


I was stubborn, even as a small child, I’m told. When my mom ordered me to go upstairs to my bedroom, I glared at her and then walked up the stairs backwards in defiance. Me? Ha! I already was planting the seeds for being the family troublemaker.


My earliest childhood memory of my sister Glenn comes to me as a scene. We were in the upstairs room that she shared with Tina, and she was teaching me my letters. Glenn drew each letter of the alphabet on a blackboard. I remember being fascinated by the dot on the top of the letter i, and I kept copying that letter because I wanted to dot the i over and over again. There is no other letter in our alphabet that has a dot over it, except for small j of course. Perhaps I was already drawn to the unusual.


In the fall of 1953, my mother was asked to speak during a memorial service at the Greenwich public library for local soldiers who’d died fighting in World War II. The library was dedicating a plaque in their honor. Mom’s brother, John Campbell Moore, and a cousin had died overseas. Mom had known most of the boys whose names were inscribed on the memorial because they had been her brother’s classmates at the Edgewood School in Greenwich and then at St. Paul’s. She told me that twelve soldiers were killed from his class. My uncle Johnny died on November 26, 1943, while riding on the British troopship Rohna, which had been hit by a glide bomb, a new weapon the Germans had developed. The ship had been overloaded with troops and quickly sunk in the Mediterranean Sea north of Algeria.


His death devastated my grandparents. Grandfather Moore never recovered from the shock of his only son’s death. He’d been hard on Johnny because my grandfather had been a tough businessman and adventure seeker, and he had wanted his son to grow up to be like him. Instead, Johnny had been a poet and gentle soul. I was told my grandfather died five years later, haunted by regrets.


In an emotional speech at the library, my mother eulogized Johnny and his classmates. Afterward she was approached by two women who asked if they could call on her and my dad privately in their Greenwich home.


When Mom asked them why, the women said they were on a mission—a dramatic one—to radically change the world. Mom invited them over. She was completely unaware of how that chance meeting was about to change her life and all our lives forever.















CHAPTER FOUR



The two mysterious women arrived at our doorstep carrying a pamphlet entitled “What Are You Living For?”




Only the very selfish or the very blind person is content to leave the world as it is today. Most of us would like to change the world. The trouble is, too many of us want to do it our way.





Those words had been penned by American evangelist Frank Nathan Daniel Buchman, a charismatic preacher and founder of a “world-changing through life-changing” international movement called Moral Re-Armament, or simply MRA. Buchman launched MRA in London on May 28, 1938, when the winds of war were gathering over Europe. Great Britain was arming itself, and Buchman struck a popular chord when he declared before a rousing crowd of three thousand gathered in a theater that nations not only needed to arm themselves with military weapons to defeat Germany but also needed to “re-arm morally.”


Buchman’s rearmament sermon was reprinted in a book entitled Moral Rearmament: The Battle for Peace, which sold more than a half million copies. By 1940, Buchman’s message had attracted followers in the United States, and when Americans entered the war, the ranks of MRA swelled.


Harry Truman praised the organization’s war efforts, and after the war ended, Buchman turned his sights on creating world peace. Flush with cash, MRA bought a hotel in Caux, Switzerland, that had housed 1,600 Jews rescued by the Kasztner train. Their lives had been spared after a ransom of gold, diamonds, and cash had been paid to Nazi death camp supervisor Adolf Eichmann.


Buchman’s devotees revitalized Mountain House Hotel in Caux, Switzerland, above Montreux and the lake of Geneva. It served as the inspiration for the Hollywood animated classic, Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs, turning it into a showplace.


Eager to recruit followers in the United States, MRA began holding summer conferences on Mackinac Island, Michigan, where Buchman’s disciples preached that world peace and moral integrity came from adhering to MRA’s “Four Absolute Standards”—Absolute Honesty, Absolute Purity, Absolute Unselfishness, and Absolute Love. “Changing the world starts with seeking change in oneself,” the Reverend Buchman declared.


My parents proved easy targets. Still fragile from the death of her father and infant son, Mom was also still mourning her brother Johnny’s death and wanted to prevent future wars. “People are still fighting and dying in the world,” she told her two MRA guests during their visit. “That’s got to stop!”


My father would later confess in his autobiography that he’d been drawn to MRA because it offered him a way “to straighten out a few personal ‘sins’” that he’d committed during the war and “immediately jump into a world arena.”


While Dad was enjoying his residency, he wasn’t looking forward to paying his dues as “a junior physician attending in the varicose-vein clinic.” That drudgery seemed boring, especially when “compared to the prospect of a ‘world mission’ that would change people and entire nations!”


There was yet another reason why my twenty-nine-year-old parents were seduced by MRA. My father would write frankly about it later.




At that time our marriage was under considerable stress. I was preoccupied with surgery; Tine [my father’s nickname for my mom] was at home taking care of four small children. My work at the hospital was exciting and sometimes dramatic; her days were routine and repetitive. She craved adult conversation; I longed for sleep. My visits home were rare and short. Tine felt that if we both faced our natures squarely, and were honest with each other, our marriage might be saved…





The first that we kids learned about MRA was when an MRA nanny moved into our house. Mom and Dad were leaving for an MRA brainwashing camp, although I’m certain the Reverend Buchman hadn’t called it that.


When they returned, my father announced that he was resigning from his surgical residency six months early. Granny Close was furious with him. During the coming years, MRA nannies took care of us while Mom and Dad made MRA pilgrimages to the Philippines, Burma, Japan, India, and other parts of the world.


Four years after their introduction to MRA, my parents sold Hermitage Farm and donated most of their money to the movement. If Granny Close had been disappointed before, she was absolutely livid then.


Mom and Dad moved us to Dellwood, an estate in Mount Kisco, New York, that had been donated to MRA by Mrs. John Henry Hammond, a descendant of the wealthy Vanderbilt and Sloane families. Like any proselytizing group, MRA was targeting America’s wealthy and disenchanted widows. They also targeted celebrity families and young idealists who wanted to change the world. In addition to my parents, their recruiters got Grandmother Moore to give them a sizable contribution, but Granny Close refused to have anything to do with “those people.”


Because my family had made major donations, we were allowed to live in Dellwood Cottage, one of the nicest houses in the compound. My parents once again hit the road, and we saw them—mostly Mom—only when they returned periodically to look in on us. I was only five, but this is when I first began hurting myself. I would rub a spot on my left hand between the thumb and finger until it became raw, and began to bleed and scab over. Then I would pick at the scab. My parents, nannies, and siblings all noticed, but no one said anything. I think they thought it was just a passing stage, but it would become a lifelong habit that I would return to over and over again whenever I came under great stress.


My best friend at Dellwood was a girl named Betsey whose parents didn’t have much money, so they lived in a tiny house far from the main building. One day while walking there to see her, I discovered a hole in one of the large stones that was part of the property-line fence. I stuck my finger in the hole, and it soon became a habit whenever I was going to or coming from Betsey’s house.


Many years later Glenn and I would return to Dellwood on a trip to investigate our pasts. A land developer had purchased Dellwood and flattened the entire compound. All the beautiful buildings—the farm with its barns and sheds, the pool and playground, everything that I remembered from my past—was gone. Glenn was driving, and I asked her to stop when I saw the stone wall near where Betsey’s old house had been. I leaped from our car and ran to the wall. The stone with the hole in it was still there; I realized that my memories of that place had been reduced to a hole in a stone.


It’s difficult for me today to look back at my parents in 1958 without wondering: What the hell were you thinking, joining a religious cult?


But I stop myself, because that’s unfair. My mother had lost her only brother, a baby, and her beloved father. Dad had seen unspeakable atrocities. Both were haunted by the war and wanted to make a difference. The Reverend Buchman’s call to “morally re-arm the world” touched them.


You must remember that this was also before the 1970s, when nontraditional religious groups, such as the Children of God, Reverend Sun Myung Moon’s Unification Church, and the Hare Krishnas began appearing on our streets. It was before 1978, when the Reverend Jim Jones committed suicide along with 909 of his religious followers in Jonestown, Guyana, prompting magazine cover stories about “brainwashing” by “religious cults.”


I try to keep an open mind about others’ religious beliefs, but to me MRA was a cult, plain and simple.


In 1959, our family attended a summer conference at Mackinac Island in Michigan, where MRA had a huge center. The Great Hall, where everyone gathered, was made entirely out of logs. As a five-year-old, I would stare up at the tall ceiling of logs and wonder what kept them from crashing down. An enormous dining room and conference rooms fed off the Great Hall. Everyone was given a job, even me. The children set tables, cleared dirty dishes, filled water glasses, and served coffee. I learned the proper way to set a table.


Just as we had been in Dellwood, that summer we were lodged in a lakefront house called Bonnie Doone. Sandy became an expert at skipping stones, but I had trouble making them bounce against the small waves.


Most of my memories of Mackinac Island are fond ones that bring back a smile. Sandy and I had become buddies who plotted against Glenn and Tina. All of us would walk into town and buy the fudge the “townies” made. I remember the taste of maple with walnuts, although I liked vanilla and chocolate fudge, too. There are no cars allowed on Mackinac, except for a police car and fire truck. Everyone else walked or rode in horse-drawn buggies or rented bicycles. You could ride to any beach. Picnics were all the rage among MRA families. Peanut-butter sandwiches were warmed by the sun; the grape or strawberry jelly would soak into the top piece of the white bread.


My MRA nanny, who was named Meta, got married that summer on the island. She asked me to be part of the wedding party, and I decided, during the ceremony, to try to stand on my head. My panties showed, which didn’t please either my parents or the other stern-faced MRA adults.


Sandy and I roomed together in Mackinac. I felt safe going to bed, knowing my brother was there with me. I remember being scared of my dad. I’d had a nanny nearly since birth, and I don’t remember Dad having much to do with me.


My best memory of that summer was when Dad gave me a new tricycle with multicolored plastic streamers flowing from its handlebars. My worst memory was also of my father.


One night my dad overheard Sandy and me talking. Someone said something about going poo-poo or pee-pee. Dad burst into our room, and when he saw that we were sitting next to each other on the same bed, he snatched Sandy up and slammed him onto the other bed. Our conversation had been completely innocent, but Dad began yelling at us for “dirty talk.” Not satisfied, he grabbed our hands and dragged us into the bathroom, where he crammed a brick of soap into our little mouths, all the while haranguing us about not talking “dirty.” Sandy still remembers that it was Ivory soap. I remember pieces of soap stuck to my teeth and how that tasted later. The only things that encounter taught us were to whisper and to be afraid of my dad. The next day Sandy and I were put in separate bedrooms, a wall between us; a wall of righteousness.


Sometime thereafter, a thunderstorm hit the island. Terrified, I pulled the covers over my head, but I could still hear the thunder and see the lightning through my light summer sheets. I wasn’t supposed to get out of bed, but I couldn’t bear being alone. I tried to remember everything Meta had told me about thunder. She claimed it was God moving his furniture—or did she say it was his angels? I’d also been told the sound was made by clouds crashing into each other, but that seemed unlikely. No one had ever told me what caused lightning.


Storms on Mackinac Island can be especially intense, and when another bolt of lightning and a thunderclap burst outside my window, I dug myself deeper and deeper into the mattress, trying to disappear. I reached one arm out from under the covers and raised my hand above my head until I could feel the wall. Making a fist, I struck the wall three times hard, waited, then hit it again.


Sandy was in the room next to mine. Was he awake? Was he as scared as I was? Was that possible? My brother was brave.


After what seemed like forever, I heard a tap back, so I hit the wall again, and he responded. I tapped again.


Knowing Sandy was next door made me feel less afraid, but I still wished that he was in the bed next to mine. I felt totally alone.


Finally, I fell asleep.















VIGNETTE NUMBER ONE



by Glenn Close




It’s strange how memory can distill something down to a single image and yet somehow that single image retains its power to invoke all the other senses. I realize now that my memory of my little sister, Jessie, when she was a child is a collection of images around which other sensations move in and out of my consciousness. Maybe that’s because, compared to most other families, our family has a shocking lack of pictures, especially throughout Jessie’s childhood and beyond. For the most part, at a certain point the pictures just stop. Hers is the only baby-picture book that remains painfully incomplete. Of course, Jessie was the fourth child, and our mother’s days were full of tending to three other kids, a herd of various pets, and a husband who came home from interning at Roosevelt Hospital in New York City only on weekends, if then. I treasure any pictures of us that were taken as we were growing up because they shine a light onto memories full of shadows. Without their validity and light—solid evidence surrounded by a solid frame—all is vague and mutable. So I will attempt to reconstruct a few memories of Jessie from images in my mind’s eye that I have carried with me all these years.


Jessie must have been about eighteen months old—a pale baby with patches of wispy blond hair and big blue eyes. I notice the blue veins in her temples. Mom is trying to feed her. For some reason this image is set in a tiny back room of Stone Cottage, our family’s first home. The walls of the room are painted a dark green, as it is our father’s study when he is home. There are shelves stocked with strange-looking medical instruments, including clamps and long, skinny metal tweezers. Could that be true? I don’t remember a desk. Had that room been turned into Jessie’s room?


Jess was always an extremely picky eater. Mom would spend hours trying every baby-seducing trick she could think of in an effort to get her to open her mouth. There is a little rhyme she would use in an attempt to throw Jessie off guard:




Knock, knock! (Mom gently knocks on Jessie’s forehead)


Peep in! (Mom pushes up Jessie’s eyebrow)


Lift the latch! (Mom gently pinches the end of Jessie’s nose)


Walk in! (Jessie’s cue to open her mouth)


Chin-choppa! Chin-choppa! Chin-choppa! (Mom moves Jessie’s chin up and down as if she were chewing)





Every now and then, the enthusiastic coaxing and funny faces would make Jessie laugh, and Mom had to be quick on the draw to get in a spoonful. Sometimes nothing worked, and Mom, exhausted, would have to declare a truce, defeated by the stubborn little person in the high chair. When she got older, Jessie went through a plain-spaghetti phase; later, red licorice seemed to be her sole sustenance. She was always a skinny little thing. She still isn’t that thrilled by food and has never had the desire to cook. When she does, it is usually with less than felicitous results.


Our lives changed after we moved from Stone Cottage to Hermitage Farm, on John Street in Greenwich. Our parents bought the farm from Granny Close after Granddad Close died. Granny herself moved into a tiny cottage next door, over a high stone wall. Our parents were getting more and more involved with Moral Re-Armament, so they weren’t around a lot. Meanwhile, Granny was determined that we get a religious education. Most Sundays we would straggle behind her up the bluestone path into the local Episcopal church, dreading Reverend Bailey’s boring sermons. The church was called St. Barnabas, so we called our Sunday travail the Barnabas and Bailey Circus. There are no images of our mother and father in that scene. Without them it was as if the center of our universe had fallen away and we were solitary planets with no gravitational pull to keep us from spinning away into separate orbits.


We eventually moved into a house on an estate called Dellwood, in northern Westchester. Dellwood had been donated to MRA by one of Vanderbilt’s granddaughters and was used as an MRA center. In my memory Jessie is often nowhere to be seen. What was it about those sad days that my mind refuses to retain? Tina was twelve. I was ten. Sandy was eight, and Jessie was almost five. We weren’t abused. We always had clean clothes and good food and a solid roof over our heads.


I have always felt very solicitous of Jessie. She touched and amused me. She was funny and deeply original and had a wonderfully expressive face. I loved her quirky outlook on life. I used to tease her, knowing that her reactions would be dramatic and funny. Looking back, it seems horribly cruel, but at the time it was just big-sister razzing. Once, we were washing dishes after dinner in the kitchen at Dellwood. There was a window behind the sink. Night had turned the window black. Jessie was drying dishes at my side, my happy helper. Suddenly I stiffened and stared into the darkness outside, widening my eyes and pretending to hyperventilate. Jessie froze. I moaned and then built up to a shout: “Oh, no… oh, no… oh, no-o-o!” Jessie started screaming and stamping her little feet, looking like she was running in place, whipped into hysteria in a split second.


Another time, I put a sheet over my head and slowly peered around the door into Jessie’s bathroom, where her nanny, Meta, was giving her a bath. Jessie was standing up in about three inches of water as the tub filled up. When she saw the ghostly sheet, she started screaming and stomping her feet. Water splashed all over the walls, not to mention all over Meta. I got yelled at, and Jessie eventually calmed down enough for a bedtime story. Needless to say, she was too young to think it was funny.


My most powerful image from that time in our lives: we are in the upstairs hall at Dellwood. I think it is daytime, but there is not much light in the hall. I am about eleven years old, so Jess must have been about five. She is standing in front of me in a summer dress. She has two long, blond, skinny braids that reach to below her waist. She is not looking at me, and yet even though I can’t see into her eyes I can tell that she is upset. With her right thumb and forefinger, she is violently rubbing the soft skin between her left thumb and forefinger. She has worried it for so long that it is red and crusty. Sometimes it bleeds. I can feel her distress. I pull her hands apart to try to make her stop. She pauses for a moment, looks up at me, and then starts rubbing again. I don’t understand why she keeps doing something that must cause her pain.
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