The Taste of Ashes

(Continned)

returned 1o her eyes, which again were
red from weeping. She pleaded with me,
alternately threatening and begging, but
to no avail.

I continued my daily broadeast, but
gradually it hecame more and more im-
possible, The veice of which T had heen
so proud was broken and seratchy. My
lips would form words but no sounds
would come forth, my face contorting
as I strove wretchedly to enuneiate

For the first time, complaints from
stations poured in to ABC for “letting
a drunk go on the aie

After this, the end wasn’t long in
coming, By early June, 1956, it no longer
wis i gquestion of my work and my
home. Tt was beeoming a matter of life
ar denth—and life appeared a certain
oo

I could no longer perform because my
lips twitehed uncontrollably, my mouth
was fever=dry, and my throat felt as if
[ wis swallowing razor blades, The
\\'ﬂ]'(!N \\.'II[('II were I"]_\' ll\,'l'llhﬂnfl SI'I'I'I'[]IS.’
wouldn't come any more.

One night, Hareiet sat staring at me
as 1 jerked nervously about the room
in tigerish torment, then she suddenly
st into tears. Miserably helpless, 1
simply stood there until she ened her-
sell out,

“Sit down, Bill, and listen to me,” she
s inoa dead, hifeless wone. Her next
words seemed to knock the breath out
of me. “Bill, I can’t—no, I won't—take
this any longer™

We tallied for hours, as we huad so
often in the past, but this tine there was
i difference. Horviet now  remained
coldly ndamant

Putting astde what remained of my
pride, T ealled o doctor

But not for deugs 1 explained that 1
wanted the name of an institution which
wonld take me and keep me until T was
cured ||||l||.l-'_~:l|n||.‘||ll_\'. no mattor how
long it took,

We decided on the Institute of Living
in Hartfovd, Conn

T waASs a beautiful day, that moyning of
June 16, 1956, when we stavted out

for Havtford, Harriet drove insilence all
the way. As she pulled to a stopin front
of the buildings which were to be my
prison, she said, "Well, Bill, we might
as well go in™

A tall young man in a tweed suit
came up to us, He held out his hand,
level eves regarding us appraisingly
behind horn-rimmed glasses, "My and
Mrs, Stern? T am Dr. Gordon Edgren”

After Harviet left, Dy, Edgren talked
casually for o while, then asked, "Do
yvou huve any medicine with you?”

I handed over the Demerol tablets to
this big easvroing man who assured me
1 would be given all the sleeping med-
leine I needed that night and that some-
one would be with me constantly during
the first few days.

“But our biggest problem.'” he warned,
“is really the matter of sleeping medi-
cine: [ do not regard the drugs os being
hall a8 menacing as the sleeping pills
you are taking That is the eruteh which
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has helped to lead you back to drugs.”

The first fow weeks were all that 1
had expeeted. But, painfully, gradually,
the worst of the deag-withdrawal symp-
tams subsided, T was still taking as
many as 16 sleeping tablets at night: but

very slowly Dr, Edgren started to cut
down, first to 12, then to 10

For several days I received eight pills,
but they didn't seem to have their prev-
tous effeet. When they were hrought to
me the next time, I eut them into pieces.

Four of them were decoys, sugar-coated

pills masked in the game outer covering
as the dleeping tablets. -,
I flew into a rage. Did they think thes
wore dealing with a child? 1 slyly de
termined’ to get even. During the daily

psychintric session in Dr. Edgren's of-
fice, 1 tried to balk his every move, and
Irjontinued to fight against withdrawal
of sleeping medicine with every device
I knew.

The days dragged on through July

and August. Then in September there
came @ crushing elimax. T had a seyvere
kidney=stone attack and, as {ate would
have it, Dr. Edgren was away from the
Institute,

I was taken to the nearby Hartlord

Hospital, where morphine was adminis-
tered. It was like touching flame to a
powder keg. My awakening voracity
knew no bounds. When the nurse re-
fused my demands, T sereamed and
cursed, ripping up my bed covering and

becoming so wild that 1 was moved to
the psyehiantiie ward

Unable to guiet me, the doctors ot
Hartford Hospital eallod Dr. Edgren and
asked that the Institute come and get
me. Within the hour, four attendants
entered my room Lo take me bick. When
one of them ook my arm, T smashed a
list inte his face: but T was foreibly re-
straiped and romoved.

When we arvived at the Institute, 1
was g0 violent that Dr. Edgren ovdered
an injection of Pentothal Sodium to
knock me out

My awakening was shattering.

I was in o ting cell-like room in the
disturbed ward, a locked unit Tor psy-
chotics who are bent on self-destruction
or are dangerous to others,

I sereamed and rvaved ot the at-
tendarts who teied to quiet me. T in-
sisted that they send for Dy, Edgron.

When  he arvived, 1T cursed him
fluently. He listened quictly and said,
“Bill, the time has come for you to face
up to facts. As long as yvou are here, 1
am in eontrol, From now on, you don't
pet o single hit of sleeping medicine.”

Snatching up my  artificial leg, 1
hurled it at him. It struck against the
wall, scant inches from his head, and
cluttered  to the floor. Dr. Edgren
stooped and picked it up he

“UH just take this with me until you
need it agian,” was all he said, Then he
left

No sooner had he gone than T yelled
for an attendant and demanded peneil
and paper. 1 would show them. Who did
they think they were, to keep Bill
Stern locked up this way? 1'd demand
my release,

ExT pay Do Edgren veturned, miy
letter in his hand, “Bill,"” he said,
“you don't want to do this. I you leave
now, vou'll never get well™
I wiis Imperious and eurt T wanl out.
That's wll I want from yvou, and what
happens to me s nobody's business hut
my own"
Bul it was,

Dr. Edgren called Harriet and ad-
vised commitment procecdings, .
When T heard this, T went inte an-
other vinlent rage, soon replaced by

terror. Would Harviet let me down?

When she came to the Institute, she
asked Dr. Edgron one question, “If he
s allowed to leave, will he go back on
tdrugs

Dr. Edgren's reply consisted of one
word, crisp, authoritative, and final:
“Unguestionahly.”

That word settled the issue
agrecd to have me committed,

I sank into complete despair. The
Saturday bhefore commitment
become final, T waited behind the locked
doors of the ward, unconscious of the
other poor souls around me. One of the
attendants turned on the television sel,
It wits the opening foothall game of the
SC{S0N

“This will he o pgood pgame, M
Stern,” he said, “But I guess you've
seen g0 many of them that it's hard for
vou to work up much interest.,” At that
moment, something stirred in me, Not
interested? 'd have given anything to
be back as g port of that excitement,

(Comtinued )

Harriet
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