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TAKE ME BACK

He was living in a two-man cell in medium security, he had been dropped from high two weeks ago. I would not have been allowed to see him there, not in his cell. It would have been in the visitor’s room, with guards and security cameras. He would not have talked freely there. I was his attorney, and nothing was going to be easy, or satisfying about his case. He was a strange man who had done a bad thing. He was a doctor, for god’s sake, he should have known better, that he was not going to pull it off; the brain does not facilitate that kind of dysfunction easily. Good thing he was still around, his life needed to be studied, while he was alive.

We had gone to Wake Forrest together; law was his second advanced degree. He already had his MD. We stayed in touch, until the first newspaper article came out, and he disappeared for six years. I was a disbeliever until he told me the full story. I wish he had not.
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“I wrote poetry for those six years, trying to divest myself of the demons I’d lived with since childhood; there were a few, however, I picked up as I got older. It helped, but they came and got me too soon, I needed at least another year to write and think. But here we are. Thanks for the twenty for my roommate, that’ll keep him away for two hours, until count. He went to the recreation room.”

“Should we really do this now?” I asked.

“Yes. I won’t be around too long,” he said.
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The entrance was down a long winding road past a collection of upscale townhomes. There were trees, thick and full, standing to guard the amount of money peculiar to this area. It was Summerhill, professional, traditional, and secure. The houses were brick, four sided, two stories, three-thousand square feet, built after Vietnam by Baker homes. Jim started out as a plumber, and with his brother Norman, from money left by their father, built the first unit in 1976. They bought more land, built more homes for the businesspeople who moved from the city, then for the doctors who came when the hospital expanded. When they finished there were sixty townhomes. Maureen and I moved here in 1985 after my residency at Penn.

Parker Regional started out as a small psychiatric facility to treat alcoholism and general depression. Most of the early patients were wealthy, high profile, and needed discretion. It was embarrassing enough for the patients, but their families usually had to come up with some story as to why Joan hadn’t been “seen” in a month or so, and was there something wrong? Because within those social circles, it didn’t take long to discover that someone was having trouble with their alcohol consumption, or that so and so was either on pills now or had graduated to something else. It was an interesting hospital, and I was glad to start my career there.
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My first day was filled with HR orientation, introductions to staff, and sitting in on the change of shift report by the nurses. I was shown my office and given necessary keys and a how to manual for emergencies with vivid flow charts for moving patients to safe areas when necessary. It was a whirlwind of a day, and I was told that I would have four patients when I came to work the next day, a drunk banker, a depressed housewife, the general manager at the automotive plant nearby, and one of the first heroin addicts to be admitted to the hospital. I was anxious to get going and Maureen noted my exuberance when I got home.

“Slow down and come give me a kiss,” she said as I walked into the foyer and headed for the den without acknowledging her.

“Oh, I’m sorry. What a great day! The place looks great, and they made me feel welcome there,” I said, and turned to her and opened my arms for a hug. “Yes, I am pumped!”

“It shows!” she said before we kissed and stood for a long hug.

“I was given four patients already,” I tell her, breaking free, and going into the den.

“Not now!” she implored, as she often did of late.

“Just a little one, I’ll be out shortly,” I answered.

I closed the door, took my shot, and came out numb. “What’s for dinner?” I asked.

“Let’s go into the kitchen,” she says, perturbed.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Jackson Heard, MD, was not a well person. At some point in medical school he related more to a set of diagnoses than was required to do clinical assessments. He adopted a series of symptoms and became ill. He was able to disguise it, however, by doing research and then submitting cogent articles to support his findings. They were masterful, and the psychiatric community tagged him as someone to follow.

“Dr. Heard, your first patient,” spoke the nurse as she opened the door to let the woman into his office.

“Yes, thank you,” he says to the nurse. “Miss Oliver, have a seat, how are you today?” he said in a soft, even tone, almost a whisper.

“I’m fine, how are you?” she asked, reflexively.

“Good, so why are you here in the hospital?” he asked, not wasting time on generalities.

“Depression, I think. I have not felt well for a long time.”

“How so?”

“Well, my mother finally died a year ago, and Henry, my ex-husband, left with that Spanish woman. I wanted both things to happen, but I thought I would feel better, not worse,” she explains. “She had been ill for a long time, and I was tired of going to the nursing home to look in on her. Henry, well, you know, when he turned fifty, something happened to him. He said he didn’t love me anymore. We were just putting up with each other for about, I don’t know, maybe two years, you know, all the usual stuff, but with no fun or vibration. I still liked him, but, it had gotten to be take it or leave it, you know, the sex I mean. I had started looking around.”

“More about your mother.”

“She was a good person, I mean, a good mother to my sister and I. Single mother, dad left when we were kids. Professional, she did okay by us.”

“Issues?”

“Usual stuff. Feminine stuff. We were friendly enough. No acting out, drugs or anything. We were good girls, and she made a good home for us.”

“So, the grief about losing her?”

“Just normal, I think. She’s gone.”

“Henry?”

“That mother...,” she blurted out as she had gotten comfortable with the session and needed to be honest.

“Okay, okay. I think we have an issue,” the doctor observes.
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“Dr., Mr. Sullivan to see you.”

“Thank you, Ms. Davis. Come in Mr. Sullivan, I’m Dr. Heard. Have a seat.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“So, how’s business?” the doctor asked the banker.

“Good, good, that’s what I’m here to talk to you about. How soon do I get out of here?”

“Well, let’s see.” Doctor Heard looks over his chart and flips to a forward page.

“Fifty-six years old, alcohol since twenty-one, heavy use the past five years, intervention by bank president due to absences and reports of morning shakes by a Ms. Tolliver, your secretary, wife angry about affairs, need I go on.”

“Well, okay, I do have a problem, and alcohol is at the center of it, or them, actually. What do you recommend?”

“There’s a standard twenty-eight-day protocol we use, after detox, but you may need more. Sit tight, at day twenty-three we will know.”

“I’m not used to all this, groups and individual therapy,” he shares with the doctor.

“Just one day at a time. Go to everything, forget about the bank for a while, social services will set up a time for your family and the bank people to come in and address certain aspects of your recovery. How are the shakes?”

Sullivan holds out his hands, and a slight tremor is noted by both.

“Not too bad,” the doctor offers. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”

“Doc, I need some medicine, don’t I?”

“Let’s see, one, two, three, okay one more pill now to help you relax and the rest is up to you.”

“Thank you, doctor. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

“Okay, the nurse will get you that pill in a few minutes.”
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After a ten-minute break to look over the remaining charts Dr. Heard comes out of his office and asks for his next patient. A tall, slender, red headed woman with freckles is brought to him. He greets her at the door, and ushers her in. He closes the door, and she immediately strips to nakedness. “Why are you doing that?” he asks her.

“Oh,” she responds, “this is what the last doctor had me do. How do you want me?”

“I think I want you dressed,” he says to her.

“Okay. What will we do then?” she asks, innocently.

“We will talk.”

She dresses, sits, and begins a thirty-minute monologue about her work at the automotive manufacturing plant, and smoking pot since the age of twelve.

“What do you hope to gain from being here in the hospital?” he asks her.

“I hope to understand a few things about my life, and why I can’t get a husband. I seem to only attract other women.”

“But you would prefer a man to pursue you?”

“Shouldn’t I?”

“What does your body tell you?”

“A woman.”

“We can work with that.”

“Okay.”
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Jeremy Peters was awakened and taken to the doctor’s office. The nurse let him in, and he immediately sat and went back into his nod. The doctor had a visceral reaction.

“How much do you have?” Doctor Heard asked him.

“Jeremy slowly looked up and asked, “What do you mean?”

“Heroin, how much do you have on you?”

“None.”

By now doctor Heard was bent over at the stomach, aching, and he went over to the young man and demanded, “Give me all that you have!” Stunned, Jeremy reaches in his right, front pants pocket and gives the doc almost a half load of dope, minus the three bags he had used earlier. Doctor Heard gets his kit, fixes, and they both nod for thirty-minutes. Jeremy is discharged later that afternoon.
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