In the Name of Help

by
Diane Klein
Chapter One N \\
. L //\
Twenty-five years later, southern California... ( \// 7
/N//
Cathryn Margaret Silberg Kent was at one time an extraordinari beau} ul

woman. She wasn't one of those women whose appearance comes together with
smart clothes and clever make-up. Fortunately or unfortunately; nature had given
Cathryn an absolutely natural and soft beauty, beauty that atl‘\rg ted the admiring
attention of both men and women from the very beglnnlnx

Cathryn had been an adorable child who never went thm}gh a clumsy or
awkward stage and who seemed to be exempt fr/gm nan ordinary blemish on
her adolescent skin. As she passed from one stage t }9 tthe next, she became
more beautiful. ) 74

\ \

Looking at herself in a mirror, Cathryn nevgr saw |t
/

My eyes and nose are okay, she thought, "tr(:ally turning her face one way and
then the other. Always feeling uncor \T'fd‘&@ble with herself and somehow
inadequate, she stared at her reflection;. -and she only saw a person that no one
else ever saw and that person W@@ nb attractive. Cathryn saw only her flaws, the
imperfections that were not evrgeﬁuo anyone else.

The framed pictures dlsplaysec{jher father's spacious study documented her
changes. On his huge mahogany desk there was a photograph of Cathryn when
she was a pretty and I) _baby sitting on her father's lap. The lips of her tiny
mouth were almostﬁe rt-shaped and her big, violet eyes were liquid and
sparkling with Ilfe as. looked up into her father's adoring face.

Next to the ma %@y‘éﬁuttered window, there was a close-up taken of a
charming, smﬂm ddler, her shiny, wavy hair flowing behind her in the breeze
as she stopd oﬂher tiptoes and reached up to help her mother hang clothes on a
line. Y

Ove I}Le I)N bookcase that ran the length of one entire wall, amidst photographs
of th V\f‘fe and sons, there was a photograph of a lovely little girl with beautiful
almond—shaped eyes and perfectly arched eyebrows. The picture was taken at
the edge of a football field as Cathryn gazed up worshipfully at her favorite
brother, Steve. Always the hero quarterback of the game, dressed in his dirt-
smudged uniform, he knelt, his arm around his young sister.
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Still another shot of Cathryn hung on the rich, tan grass cloth covered wall,
showing wooden benches at a high school pep rally. She was on the right side of
the picture, a strikingly attractive teenager with arms raised upward in
exhilaration. Her smile was wide and dazzling, her long hair pulled back off her
face into a thick, shining ponytail. Her already stunning figure was not at all
obscured by the jeans and sweater she wore. Her radiance was so bright the

rest of the crowd within the perimeter of the picture seemed dim and a @
though right there beside her.

There was another large photograph in a chrome frame on the W&|§%Slte her
father's desk. It was taken in Cathryn's last year of college and it.captured an
image of her as a remarkably beautiful young woman, who desplte e gentle,
sweet expression on her face, scintillated such an exotic sensuality, that even in
a photograph, it was almost overpowering, like an expenswxeady perfume.

*k%k

//

N

/

Cathryn even had pretty feet and above them hg—zf/ ac d been long and
shapely from the time she was ten years old. Herslim hlps curved into a slender
waist. She had perfect breasts, firm and full, incre Iy clear skin and a lovely
face that was framed with shiny waves of gonen chestnut hair. Her almond-
shaped warm eyes changed from sparkli ing| bkfs Qf violet, to dark gray when she
was angry, and her high cheekbones bo \an ever present natural blush. Her
complexion was fair and clear, like fine-china. “Her lashes were dark, long and
curved and even her hands were/flawjeés with long fingers and strong, tapered
nails.

\\
That was a long time ago. ?h%as Cathryn before she got caught up in a web
of insane cwcumstance%@t ver should have happened. That was before
Edward. AN
ﬁé\w *kk

/

& S //
Clothes were e@; (fathryn She could wear anything from clinging, strapless
gowns, to T/sh%ts nd cut-off jeans. There was clearly a strong familial
resemblange\between Cathryn and Linda, something about their smiles was very
similar. thdas hair was much lighter, and her eyes and skin-coloring much
darker/thah r cousin's. Linda was unquestionably attractive, but Cathryn .
Cathryr;mfas breathtakingly beautiful and everywhere the two of them went
toge\thep, the attention from men was enormous and disconcerting.

"| feel like they don't even see my face,” she complained to Linda. "Are they all so
obsessed with boobs and asses that they don't know there's a person inside?"
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"Some do," Linda said laughing, but with her own degree of discomfort showing
in her eyes as she grew thoughtful. "Maybe we'll find one of them one day."

They both laughed, but Cathryn still felt the same vague nervousness in her
stomach that she felt before. It had something to do with the men who stared at
her breasts when she was walking down Michigan Avenue earlier that day %
this time it was taking a long time for it to go away.

She couldn't explain exactly what it was or where it came from, notigk\wg/cf not
even to herself. But, her thoughts drifted back to one morning in eIem&gary
school when her mother had helped her dress while she was Sfﬂb\grﬁggy with
sleep. She wore a navy and peach plaid, wool skirt and a full slip, over which
Anna had buttoned a soft, peach cardigan. Cathryn walked into the warm room
where the children had their lockers and unconsciously ur}b%hénﬁd the sweater,
thinking distractedly that she had a blouse on underneatkcl% e didn't realize
that she was in her slip and skirt, until she stood beforef/t}’@ acher's desk a
moment later and Mrs. Kinsley kindly, quietly adws@@ﬁeugf her mistake.

// '\\ N
Cathryn rushed back to get her sweater and pr ny no one but the teacher
ever noticed. But Cathryn never forgot the startled%/(ck feeling that had invaded
the pit of her stomach when she realized that éhe was standing in front of a
roomful of boys and girls, clad only in hg uneLerwear and skirt.

That self-conscious, sick feeling of having dbhe something wrong, then drawing
some kind of sexual interest, stayed &tu&( within her mind and sometimes
something happened that would cau§e her to feel that disturbing feeling again.

e '\\\ )
Cathryn felt that same sickenir ﬁauseated discomfort ooze into her gut when
she thought about her Uncfe Craig/Marrled to her father's sister Carol, Craig was
a boisterous crude man, who | always wanted to play with her and her brothers
when they were young \n his visits to their home with Aunt Carol.
Cathryn didn't like hC\ \é felt uncomfortable with him. Craig was a pharmacist,
but he always looked ?empt He was rarely clean shaven and he often had dirt
under his flngernalls Wjaen Cathryn got close to him, his clothes and skin
smelled like stai%o%acco

One Satuvday(aﬁernoon Craig was wrestling with her brothers, Steve and
Matrtin, en/pafhryn walked into the family room looking for a doll. Craig
reache(d oht d grabbed her hand, pulled her down onto the floor with the boys
andheiseﬁgan tickling her. He laughed loudly at her surprise and obvious
dlson)?prt but he wouldn't let her go when she protested and struggled to get
out of his reach. Steve and Martin, bored with this and eager to be outside, ran
from the room leaving Cathryn still trying to get away from Craig's thoughtless
game.
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She tried to remember exactly what had happened, but the memory clouded over
until she got that same nauseated, horribly embarrassed, wrongly sexual feeling.
Then her recollection of the incident faded and became unreachable.

He must have touched me, she thought, appalled, years later, trying to look back
at herself as a child of six years of age from a distance, as if that little girl Wei&

another person entirely. o \\

Maybe he touched me, maybe he actually put his hand on my nony 'St\ t hest
or between my legs. Cathryn's stomach tightened, bile rising in her th
horrible creep he was, she thought. Iy

In the far recesses of her mind, there was also a troubling qu/e'“ pn about what
that little girl had done to provoke that to happen. Whether
anything or not, Cathryn buried the question before it cou’%\gﬂ n form itself into a
complete thought. Totally unable to confront her own qﬂesL , she could never
come up with any answers to it. ()

// '\\
Craig died when Cathryn was eleven and she ré%n}ered that although she
knew she was supposed to feel badly about his de something like relief
changed places with the self-conscious, emba*rassed sickening feeling deep in
the pit of her stomach whenever she he \rd’ms name

x,,,///

Cathryn , though truly physically beaut\rn{ s also very troubled.

/ \§ *1—4:

That same woman, now fop/ txy %ars old, was almost unrecognizable.

Cathryn sat shivering and hu ing her body on the bare wood floor of her
bedroom. An early photograph’of her with Edward sat on the dresser just over
her head, and in th W%Oshe looked up at him, smiling happily. She wore a
short-sleeved, pale ilk shirt and her face glowed radiantly with life and
love and hope. He %ﬁm te chin was lifted slightly, her lips moist and soft. The
expression on e)/vas one of complete trust and devotion as she gazed up

at him. \:\

At the same moment the photographer had caught Edward looking straight into
the camera w }h an expression of impatience and irritation. Edward, a tall man,
SiX foofﬁ’oﬂr ood almost a foot above the pretty woman next to him. His
featu‘re§ dark and strong, but lacking in emotion or warmth, caused him to
appear//ormldable even foreboding, rather than handsome or appealing. He held
his chin up slightly in a firm and resolute manner, despite the glow of radiant
beauty from the woman at his side. There was no hint of amusement or pleasure
or love on his face.
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Edward and Cathryn were a strange combination. Early on, people close to
Cathryn tried to point this out to her in one stumbling attempt after another, but
Cathryn stubbornly refused to listen to them. Even Linda and Nick concurred with
her family at first. Her mother and father questioned her more when she began
spending time with Edward than they ever had in her lifetime before.

,//«x

Steve boldly demanded of his sister, "What can you possibly want with s bh%
self-centered bastard?" }x

The tears that sprang to her eyes, rather than Cathryn's spitting an je \nade
Steve back up a bit, but Cathryn would not discuss it. \—

Edward is not cold, she told herself. Her heart beat faster asg% ' thought of his
hands, his strong, teasing fingers and his hot lips touchlng/!'x ody.

For a while, less severe criticism with seemingly endleés%stlons went on and
on. Cathryn simply would not have this and her eye oulg’ grow dark and
stormy. Ve ,\\

"This is my life, not yours! | know what | want. mehat I'm doing," she
declared harshly to her startled mother when Anna merely asked if she and
Edward were going out again that weekend.- 'W can't anyone just see how
happy he makes me," she cried, her voi “‘breakmg into sobs. Her mother stood
at the doorway to Cathryn's room, fee1 p 77led and helpless, twisting a dish
towel in her hands and pressmg her Hps\ogether so that she wouldn't begin to
cry as well.

/ T
Cathryn never spoke to me |Ik%th§ before never, Anna lamented sorrowfully.

Joseph, Anna and Cathryn‘% f;ﬁds retreated, thinking that something would
change. She'll get to k Edward better. She'll see him as he is, her father
thought. x/\N 0
After some tlm%théme protests stopped entirely. Whatever the reasons,
Cathryn was hog \aésw committed to Edward, and she called it love.
(\\\\ *kk
N\

/o~ \ \
Time pas < ‘ed ;\nd her attachment to Edward grew stronger instead of weakening.
Cathryﬁrsﬁ‘a ily and her closest friends resigned themselves to the fact that
Cathryl)had completely and adamantly made a choice and it was most certainly
Edw@rd/ They admitted that Cathryn seemed happy. Though Edward was not by
any stretch of the imagination, the effusive, warm and loving human being they
envisioned for her, he did have something that had completely captivated their
lovely Cathryn . Not one person who knew Cathryn and Edward could begin to
guess exactly what that might be.
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However, they did realize begrudingly that Edward had somehow persuaded
Cathryn to devote her life to him, along with anything else she might have to
offer.

ok ~
\

The room Cathryn sat in now was dreary and dim. The king-size bed wa
unmade, and dirty clothes and towels lay in piles on the floor by th Qf;é S.
There was a thick layer of dust on the furniture . On the floor, the dus ixed with
dog hair was so heavy that it was easy to see where someone scuffed paths
through it as they moved about the bedroom. Just a bit of gray light came in
through the two bedroom windows between the slats of blinds- at were closed
almost all the way. Outside an overcast morning gave way t ) _steady sprinkle of
rain. Thick, dismal dark clouds hung ominously over norm% un-drenched
southern California.

It was almost impossible to tell that the lovely ygtm %man in the photograph on
the dresser was the same bedraggled woman v%»f:%?t alone on the bare floor.
She was barefoot, wearing only a pair of filthy tan sweatpants and a torn, faded
pink T- shirt, that was stretched too tightly acrdss her pudgy middle. She was a
bloated thirty pounds heavier than she Was1Q\Tha\plcture and her lined skin had a
grayish cast to it. Her eyes were dark gr \wuhout the slightest flicker of light in
them. The blush was long gone fromrllesch eks.

N
Cathryn rocked mechanically ba(fk a\ forth as she sat on the floor in front of the
dark wooden dresser, facing the- rvyay waiting . She wasn't looking at
anything in particular but her QdY\ as turned towards the hallway as if she
expected something to appfea? here. She stopped rocking and leaned forward a
little, staring into the space\fhr%?or four feet in front of her where there was
nothing. Dark, puffy sp ed the skin under her eyes and extended to
where her cheekone’i&b obscured with soft, grayish flesh. Her once lovely,

shiny hair was unev: t. It lay close around her face in thick, matted tangles,
looking as if it had (g gon nwashed for days.

Qo *%%
A\ N

At the same moment just sixty miles away, Linda sat in front of her computer in
the little ¢ ce she worked from in her North County home. The room, next to her
small I(Itckk ,-in spite of the grayness of the day, was open, airy and light, deeply
in centrﬁst/to Linda's mood. She was unhappy. The expression on her face was
serlQu&/contempIatlve She stared at the screen, her forehead creased with a
frown. Linda felt troubled, but she wasn't certain what it was that was nagging at
her so hard.

This isn't like me, she thought, annoyed with herself .
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That was true. Linda was normally an unstoppable optimist. While those around
her were busily listing their problems, Linda was usually seeking out solutions.
She was unshakable in her belief that such a way always existed, only waiting to
be discovered, no matter what the situation.

She began a little mental checklist, hoping that she could get some fIicl@Qf%
awareness about where the discomfort, the concern, the tightening of
stomach was coming from on this quiet, pleasant , if gray day, with g
extraordinary looming on her horizon. Q&

"The kids are doing fine. Mom's okay," she mumbled out Ioud to h rself. "The
bills are there, but getting better. I'll get them handled," she sed herself.
"Work's good. | love what I'm doing, | love where | live." P § )

Haven't met the man of my dreams yet, her thoughts COT)\QQ d, but at least I'm
not involved with anyone who isn't, either, she declﬁ&&lﬁntly

// ™
Cathryn and Nick, a voice that wasn't quite a voi but just the flutter of a
thought, said in her head.

Linda felt a chill along her arms. She got upandmade a pot of coffee.

Cathryn , Cathryn , Cathryn... she hea[{knd, felt
N\ A\
| haven't talked to her in years... fm{gsmg it, Linda thought.
—\\
P
For two days now, she had had thi crazy, uneasy, nervous feeling with
absolutely nothing going or?a?ound her to warrant it.

Cathryn keeps poppingiinto m%ead, she mused sipping the steaming hot
coffee. | feel like ang{an& nt off. | didn't hear it but | can feel it.

ﬁw *kk

& S 2)

Linda wore af %ed and blue flannel shirt tucked into worn jeans. She was
barefoot, she didn like to wear shoes in her house. Her hair, still a shiny, honey-
blond, was' eweﬁxhghter than when she had lived in Chicago . Her skin was tan, a
warm, br”‘ ,e color even at this time of year. She often sat out on her deck off
the I|V|ﬁg m m, spreading her papers out on a table in front of her, working in the
sunshme fOr hours at a time. She looked years younger than her age.

),
Pensively, Linda turned and looked out the sliding glass doors to her right.
Though the other buildings of the condominium complex were visible beyond the
trees, she saw only the rich green leaves of the macadamia nut trees that lined
the oval park and walkways. Somehow, an aesthetically-minded landscape
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architect had persuaded the developer to build his complex around this small, but
lovely park, in spite of the objections that were raised. Less park area meant
more units that could be squeezed into this very valuable land just three blocks
from the Pacific ocean and the magnificent sunsets that adorned it.

Aesthetics over financial gain in southern California? Linda thought, smiling— \
wryly. Through some miracle, the park had survived. QQ\\\

As she looked out into the peacefulness of the place, Linda thougm\\ ould
have to be able to look out your windows and glass doors and see| bemt ul trees
on one side and a piece of the ocean on the other to make up fbrllvmgfso close
to so many other people. N

/A
It was near enough to the ocean so that she could smell the ist, clean air
when the sliding glass doors were open as they were now. §\he breathed deeply
and relaxed a little. The complex was quiet and thISQhe’(pQ& r work.

/ \r'/
\ \/

| love it here more than anywhere else I've ever Wee@ghe thought.

\
She took a sip of the coffee sitting beside her on thEComputer desk, then she
sighed and rested her chin on her hands, her é}bows on the desk in front of her.
It was so long since she had heard an \lng {(om Cathryn , or Nick either, for that
matter. Their lives had gone in completely c@‘?grent directions after college.
=

Back then we would never have beI@/eﬁ that we would ever have become so
separated, Linda thought sadly C \\ =

\\\
Not too long after Cathryn’ §mo across the country and her marriage, Nick and
Carrie were married. T%o\fed into a huge, beautiful two story brick home in

\7,

/

Winnetka, north of the here they were close to Carrie's parents' estate.

They might as v@velr’r%eﬂlved in three different countries for all the times that
Nick and Linda n ageﬁ to see each other after Cathryn left the Midwest . Nick's
lifestyle chang résﬁcally and abruptly , both with the demands of the law firm
and those of- hré w wife. Time to see Linda all but disappeared.

)
ok fujlshed college and made her own attempt at marriage. She met
the gym where she went to work out in the early mornings.

Dan Crrﬁtehﬂ
V= /\ —/
Dam\adecent hard-working young man, was a successful young architect, and
he was attracted to Linda immediately. Steady and conservative himself, he was
fascinated by her energy and enthusiasm. Linda liked him, too, as soon as they
met, but it was fairly obvious that they were already going in different directions.
Unfortunately, they were both so eager to have someone in their lives that they
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refused to see the great disparity in their goals and purposes in life that would
eventually rock their marriage.

Dan, so accepting of the status-quo, continuously argued with Linda when she
disagreed with what she saw happening in the schools, in government and in the
field of mental health. Dan kidded her and said that she was born late, beyo%

her time. x\

J///:\
"You're a sixties radical,” he told her. Though he teased, her stron ié‘\v@%ade
him uneasy. Dan didn't want to make any waves. He was content at his off

ice
and in front of the television while Linda wanted with all her he “{ﬁé"é/oul to
change any poor conditions that she saw around her. The popular quest for
money and possessions as a way of life was ludicrous to herf had never
seen it make anyone around her happy, unless they had be \appy to begin
with. At the same time, business and accumulating wealth' Dan's entire
focus and way of life. o ( \

Q
(J

Looking back, Linda thought, we made no sense at ¢ h, hindsight's a
wonderful thing, she smiled grimly. It was my fa‘@l\should ve seen it coming.

Somewhere in her heart she always knew that\she had picked Dan out as a likely
choice, a suitable husband, when she t oughl; it was time to get married. More a
fifties thing, than seventies, she grimaced.'l Was stuck in the appeal of "Father
Knows Best." She shook her head rue&%y and took another sip of coffee.

N
She remembered sitting in Dan' s/fav\ lte/German restaurant the night, that he
gave her an engagement rlng,tt 1S a beautiful but very cold night and snow
had begun to fall outside the v md@ . A huge fire blazed in the big stone fireplace
just fifteen feet from their c6zy beefh The smells of beer and ale, cooked meats
and spices drifted through the | ge dining room. The restaurant was known for
its wonderfully season eavy German dinners, and the huge Lazy Susans
filled with mounds o cheese, chopped liver, pickled beets and
homemade apple sgﬁ at were promptly placed on each table as customers
were seated.

\\ )
Dan scooped up%ther forkful of wiener schnitzel and sauerkraut and put it in
his mouth. Lm& as pushing her vegetables around on her plate and staring at
Dan's genfde ﬁace\

~asked her, tilting his head to the side and reaching across the table
for herharﬁrd "What're you thinking so hard about? Nice ring, hmm?" he smiled
at hQr admlrlng his gift on her finger. She remembered struggling with her own
thoughts.

Do I tell him that I'm trying to figure out if | really love him, or if I just like him a
lot? And, now, just an hour after we've decided to get married. What am | doing?
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Do | say that my parents think he's wonderful and so do my friends, that | think
he'll make someone a terrific husband, but I'm just not positive that that someone
is me? Don't think so.

Instead, Linda smiled back at him, looked down at his hand holding hers, said
nothing and the moment passed. (f%
o
After that dinner, Linda looked out the window at the blanket of new sno %h\\[ﬁ
was covering everything in sight. The otherwise barren branches 0 Qg ‘were
topped with it like cake frosting. Even the cars that had just arrlved  tucked
under a fluffy, thick layer of the white stuff. The new snow was utifully
untouched and it glistened in the bright moonlight. Enchanted withhow it looked,
and a little uncomfortable from the heavy meal, Linda had ask @pontaneously
"Dan, let's walk outside in the snow for a few minutes, okay /2" Her face began to
glow with enthusiasm now at the prospect of tramping thr% the fresh, soft,
snowfall, like a carefree child.

"You're kidding. It must be ten degrees above z;e?oe\‘ \e/re ' Dan dismissed the
idea. He picked up his glass of ale and fwshecﬁ&ff ‘Let's go home," he said,
reaching for her coat and helping her into it. /

\\\
\ \
\

In the next few days, they were caught \pﬁng)(cttement and planning, the
momentum that developed from their de on, Both families met and within a few
weeks their wedding date was set. Linda co vinced herself that she was doing
the right thing. Dan was, after all, a \@ry\swtable person for her to marry.

Suitable? she thought |ron|cally %\SBE) remembered those times.

What has that got to do Wltﬁ a%ythmg’7 What was | doing in those days? Christ!
She put the coffee down and walked out onto the deck and into the little bit of
sunshine that was bream th ough the heavy clouds overhead.

A woman was walk \V\klrds the pool along the pathway down below her.
Something abo t h/er was so familiar. Cathryn? Her heart lurched within her
chest. It couldn ,JUSt then the woman scooped up a little kitten and turned
back towards L a.’She was a complete stranger. Linda had never seen her
before. \\Q \

my mfnd she thought. Why do | keep thinking about her?
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