15.

monopolize the front sections of both papers! This is quite a complicated routine,
but, assuming the papers are not identical, it can be done and justified.

However, we were talking about conversation and noted that it was re-
placed by the paper in the morning. In the evening men attempt to escape through
more papers, returning to work, working at home, reading, watching television,
going to meetings, etc. But eventually they have to handle the problem some
other way because their wives are desperate for conversation, for verbal inter-
change. To understand this desperation you have to remember that women before
marriage have on the whole only superficial, competitive, and selfish relation-
ships with each other. Should one of them have a genuine relationship it is more
likely with a male than a female. After marriage a woman stops courting her
old unmarried or married female side-kicks. They have served their purpose,
to tide her over. And there is the fear, often well founded, that these females
will view her marriage less as a sacrament than a challenge, that they will stalk
her husband as fair game, that they will outshine her, or in some other way lead
to the disruption of her marriage.

Her husband will not tolerate the hanging around of any past male friends,
and that leaves the woman isolated. When, as so often happens, after a few years
husband and wife move because he has graduated, entered service, or changed
jobs, her isolation is complete. Now all ties are broken. Her husband is her
only contact with the outside world, aside, of course, from those more or less
perfunctory contacts she has at work, if she works.

So she is desperate to talk with her husband because she must talk with
someone and he is all she has. To tell the truth a woman doesn't really under-
stand the almost biologic substructure to her desperation. She sees it in psycho-
logical terms. She thinks that if her husband doesn't talk to her he doesn't love
her or doesn't respect her. She may even feel that this disrespect on his part is
causing her to lose her own self-respect (a fair assumption since he is her only
referent). She may also feel cheated and trapped because she understood that in
return for all she did for him in marriage she was to be allowed to live vicari-
ously, and she cannot do that if he will not share his life.

What she does not understand is that she cannot go on thinking coherently
without expressing those thoughts and having them accepted, rejected, or quali-
fied in some manner. This kind of feed-back is essential to the healthy function-
ing of the human mind. That is why solitary confinement is so devastating., It is
society's third-rung 'legal deterrent, " ranking just below capital punishment and
forced wakefulness, or other forms of torture that lead to death.

This kind of verbal isolation, this refusal to hear a woman, causes her
thought process to turn in upon itself, to deteriorate, degenerate, to become
disassociated from reality., Never intellectually or emotionally secure in the
first place, she feels herself slipping beyond the pale. She keeps pounding at
the door,



And what is her husband's response? He understands in some crude way
what is happening to her, what he is doing to her, but he is so power-oriented
that he cannot stop. Above all, men must remain in control; it's either him or
her. The worse she becomes the more convinced he is the coin maust not be
turned. And from thence springs anew his fear of women, like his fear of blacks.

We tend to forget that witches were burned in our own country not too long
ago, in those heroic days before the founding fathers. That each day somewhere
in our country women are raped or killed just for kicks or out of some perverted
sense of retribution. And we never even consider the ten thousand innocent
women annually murdered by men who refuse to legalize abortion. The fear and
hatred must be deep indeed to take such vengearnce,

But back to the husband. We all know that marriage is far from solitary
confinement for a woman. Of course, the husband talks to her. The guestions
are, how often, what does he say, and how does he say it? He parries this plea
for conversation, which ke understands thoreoughly, until bedtime or near it and
then exhausted and exasperated he slaps down his book or papers, or snaps off
the TV, or flings his shoe tc the floor if he is undressing and turns to his wife,
saying, ""Oh, for Christ sake, what is it you want to talk about ?"

Now he has just used all of his big guns. He has showed temper which
threatens violence., He has showed an exasgperated patience which threatens
eventual divorce. He has been insulting and purposely misunderstanding. Since
she is not burning with any specific comments, since she is now frightened, hurt,
angry, and thoroughly miserable, what is she to say ? I'll tell you what she does
say: "Forget it. Just forget it. If that's the way you are going to respond I don't
want to talk with you anyway. "

This may bring on another explosion from him, frightening her still fur-
ther, He may say something stupid like, '"You're crazy, just crazy. All day
long yvou keep telling me you've got to talk to me. C. K., you want to talk to me,
talk. T'm listening. I'm not reading. I'm not working. I'm not watching TV,
I'va listening, "

He waits sixty silent seconds while the wife struggles for composure and
then he stands up and amnounces that he is going to bed., To rub salt in the wound,
he falls to sleep blissfully and instantly,

Or, playing the part of both cops in the jailhouse interrogation scene he
may, after the first explosion, switch roles. In this double~take he becomes the
calm and considerate hushand, remorseful, apologizing, and imploring her to
continue, assuring her he is interested in anything she has to say, knowing full
weil the limitations of what she can say under the circumstances, Predictably,
done in by the tender tone, she falls in with the plot and confesses. She confesses
her loneliness, har depes 1ce, her meuntal agony, and they discuss her problem.
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Her problem, as though it were some genetic defect, some personal shortcoming,
some inscrutable psychosis. Now he can comfort her, avowing how he under-
stands how she must feel, he only wished there were something he could do to

help.

This kind of situation if continued in unrelieved manner has extreme con-
sequences. Generally the marriage partners sense this and stop short of the
brink. The husband, after all, is trying to protect and bolster his frail ego, not
drive his wife insane or force her suicide. He wants in the home to be able to
hide from his own inner doubts, his own sense of shame, failure, and meaning-
lessness. He wants to shed the endless humiliation of endless days parading as
a man in the male world. Pretending a power, control, and understanding he
does not have.

All he asks of his wife, aside from hours of menial work, is that she not
see him as he sees himself. That she not challenge him but admire and desire
him, soothe and distract him, In short, make him feel like the kind of guy he'd
like to be in the kind of world he thinks exists.

And by this time the wife asks little more really than the opportunity to
play that role. She probably never aspired to more, to an equalitarian or reality-
oriented relationship. It is just that she cannot do her thing if it is laid out so
baldly; if she is to be denied all self-respect, all self-development, all help and
encouragement from her husband.

So generally the couple stops short of the brink. Sometimes, paradoxi-
cally enough, by escalating the conflict so that it ends in divorce, but generally
by some accommodation. The husband encourages the wife to make some girl
friends, take night courses, or have children. And sooner or later, if she can,
she has children. Assuming the husband has agreed to the event, the wife's
pregnancy does abate or deflect the drift of their marriage, for a while anyway.

The pregnancy presents to the world visible proof of the husband's mas-
culinity, potency. This visible proof shores up the basic substructure of his ego,
the floor beyond which he cannot now fall. Pathetically his stock goes up in
society, in his own eyes. He is a man, He is grateful to his wife and treats
her, at least during the first pregnancy, with increased tenderness and respect.
He pats her tummy and makes noises about mystic occurrences. And since preg-
nancy is not a male thing and he is a man, since this is cooperation, not compe-
tition, he can even make out that he feels her role is pretty special.

The wife is grateful. Her husband loves her. She is suffused with happi-
ness and pride, There is, at last, something on her side of the division of labor
which her husband views with respect, and delight of delights, with perhaps a
twinge of jealousy.
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Of course, it can't last, After nine months the child is bound to be born.
And there we ave back at the starting gate, Generally speaking, giving birth must
be like a bad trip with the added feature of vrolonged physical exhaustion,

Sometimes it takes a year to regain one's full strength after a messy
Caesarian. Sometimes women develop post-parturational psychosis in the hos-
pital. More commonly, after they have been home awhile they develop a
transient but recurring state called the "Tired Mother Syndrome. ' In its severe
form it is, or resembles, a psychosis. Women with this syndrome complain of
being utterly exhausted, irritable, unable to concentrate. They may wander about
somewhat aimlessly, they may have physical pains. They are depressed, anx-
ious, sometimes paranoid, and they cry a lot,

Sound familiar ? Despite the name one doesn't have to be a mother to ex—
perience the ailment. Many young wives without children do experience it,
particularly those who, without an education themselves, are working their hus-
band's way through college. That i to say, wives who hold down a dull eight or
nine hour day job, then come home, straighten, cook, clean, run down to the
laundry, dash to the grocery store, iron their own clothes plus their husband's
shirts and jeans, sew for themselves, put up their hair, and more often than not
type their husband's papers, correct his spelling and grammar, pay the bills,
screw on command, and write the in-laws. I've even known wives who on top of
this load do term papers or laboratory work for their husbands. Of course, it's
insanity. What else could such self-denial be called? Love?

Is it any wonder that a woman in this circumstance is tired? Is it any
wonder that she responds with irritability when she returns home at night to find
her student husbhand, after a day or half day at home, drinking beer and shooting
the bull with his cronies, the ring still in the bathtub, his dishes undone, his
clothes where he dropped them the night before, even his specific little chores
like taking out the garbage unaccomplished ?

, Is it any wonder that she is tempted to scream when at the very moment
she has gotten rid of the company, plowed through some of the mess, and is
standing in a tiny kitchen over a hot stove, her hushand begins to make sexual
advances? He naively expects that these advances will fill her with passion,
melting all anger, and result not ordv in her forgetting and forgiving but in grati-
tude and renewed love. Ever hea: the expression, "A woman loves the man who
satisfies her ?"" Some men find that delusion comforting. A couple of screws and
the slate is wiped clean, Who needs to pay for servants or buy his wife a washing
machine when he has a cock?

And even the most self-deluded woman begins to feel depressed, anxious,
and user, when she finds that her husband is embarrassed by her in the company
of his educated, intellectual, or movement friends. When he openly shuts her up
saying she doesn't know what she is talking about or emphasizes a point by saying
it is so clear or so simple even his wife can understand it.
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He begins to confuse knowledge with a personal attribute like height or a
personal virtue like honesty. He becomes disdainful or and impatient with ignor-
ance, equating it with stupidity, obstinacy, laziness, and in some strange way,
immorality. He forgets that his cultivation took place at his wife's expense. He
will not admit that in stealing from his wife her time, energy, leisure, and money
he also steals the possibility of her intellectual development, her present, and
her future.

But the working wife sending her husband through school has no monopoly
on this plight. It also comes to those who only stand and wait--in the home, hav-
ing kiddy after kiddy while their husbands, if they are able, learn something,
grow somewhere.

In any case, we began this diversion by saying that women who are not
mothers can also suffer from the "Tired Mother Syndrome.' Once a mother,
however, it takes on a new dimension. There is a difference of opinion in the
medical and sociological literature with regard to the genesis of this ailment.
Betty Friedan, in the sociological vein, argues that these symptoms are the
natural outgrowth of restricting the mind and body of these women to the narrow
confines of the home. She discusses the destructive role of monotonous, repe-
titive work which never issues in any lasting, let alone important, achievement.
Dishes which are done only to be dirtied the same day; beds which are made only
to be unmade the same day. Her theory also lays great emphasis on the isolation
of these women from the larger problems of society and even from contact with
those concerned with things not domestic, other than their husbands. In other
words, the mind no more than the body can function in a straitjacket and the ef-
fort to keep it going under these circumstances is indeed tiring and depressing.

Dr. Spock somewhat sides with this theory. The main line medical ap-
proach is better represented by Dr. Lovshin who says that mothers develop the
"Tired Mother Syndrome' because they are tired. They work a 16-hour day, 7
days a week. Automation and unions have led to a continuously shortened day for
men but the work day of housewives with children has remained constant. The
literature bears him out. Oh, it is undoubtedly true that women have today many
time-saving devices their mothers did not have. This advantage is offset, how-
ever, by the fact that fewer members of the family help with housework and the
task of child care, as it is organized in our society, is continuous. Now the
woman puts the wash in a machine and spends her time reading to the children,
breaking up their fights, taking them to the playground, or otherwise looking
after them. If, as is often said, women are being automated out of the home, it
is only to be shoved into the car chauffeuring children to innumerable lessons and
activities, and that dubious advantage holds only for middle and upper class
women who generally can afford not onISz gadgets but full or part-time help.

One of the definitions of automation is a human being acting mechanically
in a monotonous routine. Now as always the most automated appliance in a house-
hold is the mother. Because of the speed at which it's played, her routine has
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not only a nightmarish but farcical quality to it. Some time ago the Ladies Home
Journal conducted and published a forum on the plight of young mothers. Ashley
Montague and some other professionals plus members of the Journal staff inter-
viewed four young mothers. Two of them described their morning breakfast
routine,

One woman indicated that she made the breakfast, got it out, left the chil-
dren to eat it, and then ran to the washing machine. She filled that up and ran
back to the kitchen, shoved a little food in the baby's mouth and tried to keep the
others eating. Then she ran back to the machine, put the clothes in a wringer and
started the rinse water,

The other woman stated they had bacon every morning, so the first thing
she did was to put the bacon on and the water for coffee. Then she went back to
her room and made the bed, '"Generally, I find myself almost running back and
forth. I don't usually walk., I run to make the bed, " By that time the pan is hot
and she runs back to turn the bacon. She finishes making the children's break-
fast and if she is lucky she gets to serve it before she is forced to dash off to
attend to the baby, changing him and sitting him up. She rushes back, plops him
in a little canvas chair, serves the children if she has not already done so, and
makes her husband's breakfast. And so it goes through the day. As the woman
who runs from bed to bacon explains, "My problem is that sometimes I feel there
aren't enough hours in the day. I don't know whether I can get everything done, "

It's like watching an old time movie where for technical reasons everyone
seems to be moving at three times normal speed. In this case it is not so funny,
With the first child it is not as severe.

What hits a new mother the hardest is not so much the increased work
load as the lack of sleep. However unhappy she may have been in her childless
state, however desperate, she could escape by sleep. She could be refreshed by
sleep. And if she wasn't a nurse or airline stewardess she generally slept fairly
regular hours in a seven to nine hour stretch, But almost all babies returning
from the hospital are on something like a four-hocur food schedule, and they
usually demand some attention in between feedings. Now children differ, some
Cry more, some cry less, some cry almost all of the time, If you have never,
in some period of your life, been awakened and regquired to function at one in the
morning and again at three, then maybe at seven, or some such schedule, you
can't imagine the agony of it.

All of a woman's muscles ache and they respond with further pain when
touched, She is generally cold and unable to get warm. Her reflexes are off,
She startles easily, ducks moving shadows, and bumps into stationary objects,
Her reading rate takes a precipitous drop. She stutters and stammers, groping
for words to express her thoughts, sounding harely coherent--somewhat drunk.
She can't bring her mind to focus, She isin a fog. In response to all the afore-
mentioned symptoms she is always close to tears.



