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Chapter 19

“Youʹre just trying to use me,” cried Jenny. ”Thatʹs all Iʹm good for. Used, abused and tossed aside when youʹve gotten what you want. Isnʹt that right? Isnʹt it!?”

Dr. Simon could not believe the creature who stood before him. It was either the Patient From Hell or a ghastly apparition out of his own worst nightmare. This aggressive, rough‐talking,

hard‐boiled kid bore no resemblance to the soft‐spoken, guilt-ridden child who had sat meekly in his office the previous ten sessions. She not only talked like a streetwalker, she looked like another person altogether. Her stance as she stood before his desk was defiant, angry, combative, suggesting she was about to launch an attack. Rather than heaping abuse on herself as she had, repeatedly, in the previous sessions, her animosity was now outwardly directed. She exuded electric tension. The doctor could feel it in the air.

“Jenny, youʹve transformed yourself into something Iʹd scarcely recognize,” said Dr. Simon, hardly raising his voice above its normally soft and soothing level.

“Donʹt call me Jenny! Don’t confuse me with that child. Name’s Amanda. Got that straight? And don’t give me your fucking psychobabble mumbo jumbo, your slick shrink talk. Iʹve had it up to here with that. You sly bastard. Trying to break down my defenses. So ever‐lovingly smooth, arenʹt you? Trying to catch me off guard. Take advantage of me. Thatʹs all you ever think about, you men.”

The kindly doctor knew it was time to fight back with some aggression of his own. “What men? Who? Tell me.”

“You want to know?”

“Yes!”

“You want names?”

“Yes. Of course. Who?”

“Everyone and no one,” she said, throwing back her head and laughing so hard and so deep it sounded pathetic and sick.

“Jenny! I mean, Amanda. Sit down. Please.”

Still standing, arms folded defensively across her chest, she eyed him suspiciously. Then she made an obscene gesture with her middle finger and plopped back down in her chair, a

monumental pout darkening her face.

The doctor pondered the meaning of this peculiar outburst from his new patient. Is this attitude, he wondered, a reaction to some kind of actual experience or pure fantasy? She talked like a hardened woman who had been knocked around by life for decades, her bitter speech complete with appropriately blue language.

Hard to believe it was actual experience, though. Before this session she had looked the part of a typical small town shy, sheltered teenager. She possessed long, lovely auburn hair that shown like the hair of an angel. Her skin was creamy‐pink. Peaches and cream, that old cliché, described it perfectly. She still displayed the child‐woman awkwardness of her age—no longer a child, but not yet an adult woman. Except for this outburst of utterly baffling behavior, she seemed to embody all the virginal qualities of a young girl growing up over‐protected in the house of a wealthy, prominent family of impeccable reputation.

“I donʹt know why Iʹm here in the first place, Doctor Pyschobabble,” said the Amanda persona, for clearly this was, in a manner of speaking, a quite different person. She was as cool and sarcastic as the most self‐assured street tough. ”Iʹm as sane as you are. More so. Shrinks are all fakes. Thatʹs what my mom says. She says itʹs just a fraud, telling people whatʹs the matter with them from their dreams. Thatʹs bull. I donʹt even have dreams, mister. So whatʹre yʹgonna do about that?”

Dr. Simon had never encountered such an incredible personality change in any of his patients. This was utterly beyond his experience. He was at a loss, but he tried to blurt out something, to keep up the appearance he was in control, while his mind raced for a way to deal with her. “No dreams, Amanda? Your brother told me you have nightmares.”

“You doctors are all alike. You certainly know how to take liberties with peopleʹs dignities. Call us by our first names. Thatʹs how it starts. Next thing you know, weʹre asked to undress. Strip off everything, even if youʹre treating a headache. And then you poke us and prod us in the most

intimate places, all under the guise of a medical examination. Oh sure, right! You doctors are a total fraud. Everyone knows the only reason you become doctors in the first place is to have these lurid sexual encounters with women who canʹt defend themselves. Isnʹt that right?”

“Iʹve never asked anyone to undress, Ms. Harris.”

“Oh, donʹt get cute with me. Men are all alike, doctors or not. And youʹre no different. Just licking your lips, arenʹt you, over the prospect of seeing me in the buff. Canʹt wait to poke your big finger into me—stick it way up and push, push, push, until I scream. Well, if thatʹs what youʹre after, Iʹll beat you to the punch.”

She stood up straight, looked him in the eye, and began to unbutton her white school‐girl blouse.

Dr. Simon jumped to his feet. “Jennifer! Iʹm a psychiatrist. Here, we just talk, you understand?”

“I’m not Jennifer! I told you that. Can’t you get anything straight?”

She had undone the first two buttons. Her fingers were poised over the third as she looked at him to see if he really meant it.

“Just talk,” he said again, quietly, fatherly. The tension between them crackled in the air. It was a contest of wills which she had launched. But it was important for him to win. He looked her in the eye without blinking and in as firm a voice as he could manage said, “Sit down. Please.”

She did, after hesitating for a second, then proceeded to rebutton her blouse.
Dr. Simon sat down, settled back in his chair and tried to let the tension dissipate. He said nothing for a few minutes, then decided to reopen the conversation but thought it best to ignore

the incident and to act as if it had never happened.

“So, how are you getting along now? I mean in school, with your friends? Are you back in school?”

“Oh, yes.”

Only two words this time, instead of a gush. And she had changed again before his eyes. A third persona. This one bore no resemblance to the tortured soul lacerating herself with guilt over her fatherʹs murder, nor to the extravagantly tense, aggressive child/woman wailing about mistreatment by men. Now she appeared to be a stereotypical small town girl, with no more cares than any other teenager in America. She sat there totally relaxed, almost lounging in the easy chair in front of his desk.

“So . . . so, how do you feel?”

“Fine. By the way, doctor, I know it’s confusing, but I’m not Amanda or Jenny. I’m Elizabeth.”

Amazing, thought the doctor, and all so different. Not only in speech and gesture, but in physical appearance. Had he the ability to photograph each of them, an outsider would swear they were three different people. He took this in, tried to disguise his astonishment, and decided to continue the conversation as if this were not, for him at least, an incredible phenomenon.

“So, Elizabeth, you have no problems? Nothing you want to tell me?”

“Thereʹs absolutely nothing to tell. Iʹm absolutely the most normal fifteen year old youʹll ever meet. Absolutely and positively. So I donʹt see how in the world you can do me any good when thereʹs absolutely no additional good I need.”

“Your brother said you were quite depressed.”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

She leaned back and gave the kind of chuckle a sophisticated woman might make who had heard something quite amusing. “Heʹs got a wicked imagination, doctor. Heʹs quite overwrought. Makes things up.”

“He does?”

“I hate to say it—.”

“Yes?”

She leaned forward, as if to deliver a confidence she didnʹt want spread about. In a low voice she said, “Frankly, doctor, he lies.”

“Does he?”

“Pathological. Should be him sitting in this chair, not me.”

Dr. Simon was still incredulous at this performance. Even though she was calm now, instead of nearly hysterical, there was something about her still very strange. Her vocabulary across all three personas was at a much more sophisticated level than was expected for her age. And even in this present pose of normalcy, she gave him an eerie feeling. It was as if—as she had said in a previous session—someone else, some older, different creature, or several, but nevertheless something alien to the girlʹs true nature, was inhabiting her body, infesting her soul, and speaking through her mouth.
