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Heart to Heart
“You know it’s not just therapy when you go in there wondering about your choice of
underwear,” Sally said with a brittle smile, and then she started to cry again. “Harold’s never
going to understand. He’ll kill me. I’m just not ready to tell him.” Sally kept twisting her thick
gold wedding band as she talked.
“I know this is hard,” Jack Evans replied, “But I feel you’re really putting your marriage at
risk by not letting him in on it.”
“You don’t know my husband. I’m just frightened of him. I wish you could explain it to
him. I’m sure he would listen to you”
Sally looked at Jack for reassurance. She was sitting on her hands, her knees were pressed
together, and her feet were turned toward each other so the tips of her shoes were touching. She
looked like a frightened schoolgirl.
“Maybe he can come in for a session after you tell him. We’ll help Harold understand what
happened. Fran Cohen has a colleague who runs a group for spouses of victims. That might be
helpful.”
“I can’t imagine Harold doing that. But I’ll make myself tell him. I really will. Promise. But,
you know, Harold is actually the least of my worries. I don’t feel ready for any of this. It’s all
going too fast.”
“What’s going too fast?” Jack asked. But he knew perfectly well. Jack felt the process was
already out of his hands. He had referred her to a group run by Fran Cohen, a social worker who
specialized in working with women who have been abused by therapists. Jack felt the group had
pushed her prematurely to prosecute. When he discussed it with Fran, she stated flatly that it was
an absolutely necessary part of the healing process for the victim to confront the perpetrator.
“You do think it’s critical that people like Arnold be stripped of their license, don’t you?”
“Of course, I do,” said Jack, but he wasn’t so sure. Fran was a gifted clinician, but in recent
years she had become intensely single- minded in her pursuit of sexually abusive therapists. Jack
wondered whether she was putting her need to see justice done ahead of Sally.
Confronting the perpetrator might be healing for some women, but sometimes the legal
process could be just as abusive as the original events. Jack didn’t know what the Medical
Licensing Board was like, but psychiatrists were not noted for policing themselves well.
Particularly since it might be a case of his word against hers.
He looked at Sally, who seemed so lost, and frankly, innocent. She was still having a hard
time even understanding Sam Arnold’s behavior as abuse.
“Sally, you have to remember this isn’t your fault, and just because I’ve said I’m willing to
testify doesn’t mean that you have to go through with it.”
“It means so much to me, Dr. Evans, that you offered to testify.” She smiled at him as if he
were her knight in shining armor. “I wouldn’t be able to do this without your help. I do want to
do it. It’s not that I’m a feminist or anything like that. I do believe it’s the right thing to do. I’m
just scared, that’s all.”

“You and the group have all said that I shouldn’t think of this as an affair, but sometimes I
don’t know what to think.” Sally stared down at her hands, and her voice dropped to a whisper.
“I mean, I’ve already told you, the main reason I went to him was my problems, you know, about
not being able to have an orgasm. Not that I really minded that much, but Harold made such a
big deal about it. I had asked him to come with me, but he thinks `shrinks’ are for the birds.
Obviously, I should have gone to see a woman therapist, but I thought I would learn more about
men from a man.”
Sally hesitated, “I went there to work on sex right from the start. Can that be held against
me, Dr. Evans?” Sally looked at him pleadingly as if with the wave of a hand he might grant her
absolution.
“I can’t imagine it could be. But that would be a good question to ask Fran. I’m sorry that I
don’t know more about the technicalities of this, but as you know, this is my first time through
this sort of proceeding myself,”
Sally burst into tears again, “I’ve heard they ask really specific questions like what we did
and how many times. God, it makes my skin crawl. And what am I going to do if he denies it all.
My lawyer says he might claim that I’m acting out some kind of psychotic transference or that I
have a `borderline personality disorder’. I don’t know what any of that means, but he says it can
be worse than a rape case, because the typical defense is to claim the patient is insane. Do you
think they’ll believe me?”
“I’m sure they will, Sally. All you have to do is tell the truth.” Jack tried to sound confident
and convincing. He had his own doubts about whether Sally was ready to go before the board,
but the hearing was scheduled and he didn’t want to undermine her with his doubts. She was
right to be worried, and she hadn’t even told her husband yet.
“And besides,” she continued, “Four of the five on the panel are men and they’re all
psychiatrists like Sam. So who are they going to believe? And how do I explain that this all
happened four years ago and that I kept going back of my own free will and ….”
“Whoa there, Sally, slow down, now you’re going a little fast. This isn’t a witch hunt. But it
is frightening. Of course, you’re scared. Remember, you don’t have to do this unless it’s right for
you.”
I know I don’t want to go through this mess, Jack said to himself as he glanced at the clock
on his desk. He was dreading the whole process. It looked as if his testimony might be critical.
He didn’t want to be cross- examined by the Board. It is the nature of therapy that much of what
is done is open to challenge because there is so little agreement about methodology. Suppose
they decided to challenge his work with Sally?
Jack also didn’t want to confront the defendant, Sam Arnold, whom he personally liked. He
hadn’t talked with Sam in several years, but Sam had been an enthusiastic member of one of his
supervision groups. Sam clearly cared deeply about his clients. Jack remembered Sam presenting
the case of the suicidal woman he had hospitalized. After several alarming phone messages, he
had gone to her house and pleaded with her for several hours until she consented to letting him
drive her to the hospital. He was the kind of guy willing to go the extra mile, but did this kind of
caring become over-involvement and a lack of boundaries? Maybe the same co-dependent
characteristics were part of what also led to his behavior with Sally.
Remembering Sam’s case made Jack wince as he considered what he might have done
differently to help him. He had known that Sam’s personal life had been quite difficult. Sam
had mentioned to the group that he and his wife were having to institutionalize their ten year old
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son. Timmy was severely retarded and they couldn’t adequately care for him anymore. Sam
choked up as he talked about it with the group.
Jack wished he had pulled Sam aside and found out if he and his wife were getting help.
He’s involvement with Sally must have started around the same time.
Still Jack couldn’t imagine how Sam let himself get into this nightmare. He wondered about
his side of the story. Of course, he reminded him self that explanations are never an excuse. But
what if he had reached out to Sam a little more back then?
But now, Sally was Jack’s main concern. How would she handle the pressure? Would her
marriage survive this crisis? Should it? He felt uncomfortable pushing her so hard to tell Harold,
but he felt deeply that her avoiding that confrontation was undermining the chances that the
marriage could be salvaged. He was undoubtedly going to find out sooner or later, and maybe
not directly from her. That would really be a disaster. Sometimes you just have to go with your
hunches.
Jack was tempted to talk her into postponing the case, but he wasn’t sure about his motives.
Whose interests was he protecting? He felt cowardly and ambivalent at the same moment he was
trying to project confidence and commitment.
“Listen, Sally, there’s no excuse for a therapist being sexual with his patients. It’s basically
the same as incest. Patients are too vulnerable and too dependent to be able to resist.”
“I keep needing you to say that.” Sally reached for the tissue. “I feel like it was me. Why did
I keep going back? I even kept paying his fee, week after week. Towards the end, we didn’t even
talk about my problems. I would just walk in, he’d lock the door behind me, and we’d fall into
each other’s arms.”
“People do blame themselves. I remember sitting with a woman whose father had abused
her when she was seven years old and she was sure that it was her fault because he’d only done it
to her and not her sisters. She thought she was to blame because she used to like to sit in his lap
for bedtime stories.”
“Dr. Evans, I wasn’t seven.”
Jack was silenced. She was right. She wasn’t seven.
“I know, Sally,” he hesitated, trying to find the right words. “I’m not sure anything I can say
will really help right now. But in a therapy relationship, you’re supposed to be able to totally
trust the therapist so that you can risk exposing yourself. That’s how it works. You do become
almost as powerless as a child. Naturally, you want the love and approval of your therapist. Just
like all of us want it from our own parents. If the therapist uses that yearning to consummate his
own sexual needs, that’s criminal.”
Jack wasn’t connecting with her. It sounded more like he was hiding behind his therapist
role; more talking at her, not with her.
“Dr. Evans, I know you want me to see myself as an innocent victim. I appreciate
that.” Sally paused. Her face was mottled and her eyes puffy. She looked him straight in the
eye for the first time in the meeting. “But, you don’t get it.”
Her voice rose. “I went to his office for a year after it started. We made love every Thursday
at three o’clock. I looked forward to it. I had an orgasm every time. It was the best sex I ever
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had. I liked it. No, I loved it!” Sally almost shouted, and then she began to moan. “And what’s
worse, I loved him. I really did.”
Jack sat back in his chair. Sally’s outburst surprised him. Gone was the “little girl” routine.
She sounded like a strong woman, trying to take responsibility for her own adult actions.
“It’s okay, Sally,” Jack said. He moved his chair closer to her. “Going through this is all part
of it. Just let it happen. This takes time. It takes a long time.”
Jack sat still while Sally wept. He knew she had to go through this pain and there were no
words to soften it. He just leaned forward.
After a while, she blew her nose, grabbed more tissue, and wiped her eyes. She gave him a
slight smile. “I must look like a mess.”
“Not to worry,” he said lightly though he was still very worried himself. He still hadn’t
found a way of helping her get beyond heaping all the blame on herself. He decided to switch
tacks.
“By the way, Sally, we’re almost out of time, but I have a question for you. You’re
daughter’s named Cynthia, right? How old is she?”
“She’s fourteen.”
“Can you imagine her being a grown woman?”
“Sure, she seems pretty grown-up already. What are you getting at?”
“Well, think about her for a second. Suppose fifteen years from now Cynthia went
into therapy because she felt terrible about herself. Her marriage was in trouble and she felt the
problems were all her fault. Suppose instead of helping her, the therapist took advantage of her
desperate need for reassurance and started an affair with her? Would you blame her for that?”
Sally sat up straighter on the sofa. Her jaw hardened. “Of course not. I’d be furious.”
Then she suddenly smiled, “Ok, Doc, you made your point.”
“Well, try to remember it, will you.”
*
Sam Arnold tilted back in his leather chair with his feet up on his desk and looked around
his office as if her were seeing it for the last time. It was decorated in a colorful pastiche of
Native American rugs, wall hangings, and big comfortable stuffed chairs. Behind the brown sofa,
there was a large portrait of Sitting Bull. On the opposite wall, there hung a colorful framed
weaving that supposedly had belonged to a Navajo medicine man. On top of his bookcase, he
had a collection of Indian peace pipes that he had collected on Meg’s and his annual trip to the
Southwest. The only obvious exception to the Native American theme was an abstract silver
sculpture on a chrome and glass coffee table in front of the sofa. The sculpture was heavy and
full in the base and seemed to flow upward to rounded and asymmetrical points. Some of his
clients thought it was flickering fire. Others described it as a silver tulip. One female medical
student saw it as an ovary about to release an egg.
Sam was a big, balding man. He had just turned forty. His wife, Martha, had pulled off a
surprise square dance with a caller and band for his birthday. Although Sam was considerably
overweight with a big lumbering bearish body, he was a square dancing enthusiast. He and
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Martha were co-founders of a square dancing group call the Square Pegs Society. Sam couldn’t
help wondering what would happen to the group once the word was out about him. He shook his
head. It was a little premature to think about the group’s response, when he hadn’t even figured
out what to tell Martha.
It was easier for Sam to think about the square dancing group than to pick up the phone and
call his lawyer. He wasn’t ready to find out the date of the hearing. Once the date was known and
duly marked down in the appointments book, just as if it were a client hour, then there was no
longer any hope of escape. Each day, each hour shoved him toward it. Up to this point, Sam had
fended off his anxiety with fantasies about the charges being dropped and Sally forgiving him.
He even considered just disappearing. One day he called the Bureau of Indian Affairs to see if
there was a need for psychiatrists in the Health Service. He suspected they might take anyone,
even a psychiatrist with a ruined reputation and a suspended license.
Instead of calling Beasley, Sam twiddled over his alternatives. He still hadn’t decided
whether to acknowledge everything and throw himself on the mercy of the Board or to try to
stonewall his way through it with a “her word against mine” defense. Protecting himself by
denying Sally seemed truly criminal. But, his lawyer had told him it was a sure bet. Beasley had
said in their meeting, with a harsh chuckle, “we call it `The woman scorned defense’.” We just
say that you properly rejected her inappropriate advances and now she’s trying to punish you.”
Sam sighed heavily. He couldn’t be such a shit to Sally. He was still in love with her.
The therapy had been rewarding right from the beginning. At the end of the first meeting,
she got up to leave and said, “This feels like it will be really helpful.” She paused, “What do I
call you? Dr. Arnold?”
“No, most of my clients just call me, Sam.”
“Well, then,” she said with a bright smile, “Thank-you, Sam.”
By the third session, Sally was making her first tentative steps to opening up. She was
terribly shy about talking about sexual issues. Actually, he was, too. Talking about sex had never
been his forte. He probably should have referred her to a woman or a sex therapist right then. He
had never treated a woman for specifically sexual issues before. But she seemed so earnest, eager
and trusting. She said she wanted him to help her understand men better.
“My husband wants to do it almost every day! I can’t imagine it. Is that typical?”
“No, Sally, men have a wide variety of sexual needs, just like women. Most couples have to
learn how to negotiate their different sexual drives.”
“But, I don’t know what I want. I don’t think I’ve ever- you know.” She glanced out the
window, took a deep breath, and pressed on, “You know, had an orgasm. At least I don’t think I
have. But, I’m not sure. It’s always over so quickly anyway. I know that sounds dumb, and I’ve
read that women are always complaining about its going too fast. But, it does go too fast for me.
Is there any way that I can encourage him to go more slowly? Harold gets very offended if I try
to talk with him about this. He says that it’s my problem, and that’s why I need a shrink.”
Sam smiled and reached for his pipe, “Well, Sally when it comes to creating problems in the
bedroom, it usually takes two to not tango.”
Sally actually laughed out loud. She was clearly relieved.
Sam was quite taken with her full, deep laughter. She seemed very appreciative.
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In the sessions that followed, they made rapid progress. He introduced Sally to the Nancy
Friday books on women’s sexual fantasies and encouraged her to explore masturbation. He
encouraged her to keep a journal of her sexual feelings that she called her “Purple Passion” book.
They role-played her learning how to talk with Harold about her needs as well as how to say no
comfortably to him. Sometimes Sam would play Harold’s role. Other times, he would play Sally
and she would demonstrate how Harold usually responded.
Sally blossomed right before his eyes. She was still not orgasmic with her husband, but she
was much more comfortable with her own sexuality and had even ventured out and bought a
vibrator.
”Right after our last session,” she had reported with a triumphant smile. “I hid it in the back
of my lingerie drawer. Harold would be shocked.”
Sam was a faithful husband and had never even considered crossing the line with a client
and he was confident that he wouldn’t with Sally. He cared too much about her. But, he could
feel his attraction grow. He liked her simple elegance. She wore long flowing skirts with ivory
silk blouses. He liked her soft brown hair that fell to her shoulders and her long dangling
earrings, especially the silver Indian feather ones. She wore silver and turquoise necklaces and
belts that seemed to just blend into his office motif. Like she belonged there.
It shocked him the first time he caught himself imagining making love to Sally in the middle
of his regular Saturday night session with his wife, Martha. She would never be adventuresome
enough to go out and buy a vibrator. Martha was an eyes-closed, lights- out, missionary position
kind of wife. Sam tried to stimulate a little variety in their sex life by giving her some of the
Nancy Friday books, but as far as he could tell, she had never taken a peek at them. After they
had to put Timmy in Green Hills, Martha had just given up on even pretending to care about sex.
Their Saturday nights were painfully perfunctory. Sam tried to be as gentle and as understanding
as possible, but he still felt he was just an annoyance.
In his work with Sally, Sam began to use his own experiences to teach her about men. He
convinced himself that it would help her not idealize him. Perhaps it would even make her more
accepting of her husband’s limitations.
“You know, Sally, speaking as a man here. I think I can understand how your husband feels.
All of us grow up feeling like we’re responsible for pleasing women. Men have a big ego
investment in being good lovers. And we have a lot of anxiety no matter how confident we
appear to be.”
“I’m sure your wife appreciates how open and honest you are. Not many men are able to
talk about these things.”
“Well, I have my flaws like any other man. Certainly my wife could tell you that. But,
getting back to your husband, I suspect he feels like you’re disappointed in him.”
“I wouldn’t be if he would just talk to me. That’s more important than sex. It’s so easy to
talk to you. I never thought I could be this open with a man. I feel so lonely sometimes with
Harold. When he’s done, he just turns his back and goes to sleep. It’s like I don’t matter to him at
all. It’s awful. I’m left lying there with his stuff dripping out of me.”
Then Sally began to cry hard, “I just feel like a used tissue.”
Sam moved his chair next to her and took her hand. “You need to be appreciated for who
you are. You’re a very special lady, Sally Bainbridge, and don’t you forget it.”
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Sally squeezed his hand and looked him in the eyes with deep gratitude.
At the end of that session, Sally asked shyly if she could have a hug. It seemed natural and
appropriate given how intense the session had been and how needy Sally seemed to be. But,
when Sam embraced her, he noticed that he had to lean forward from the waist so that she
wouldn’t inadvertently press against his erection.
Somehow, in the sessions that followed, the end-of-the-meeting hugs became full body
embraces. He couldn’t remember who initiated them. It seemed mutual. Making love became
inevitable.
It was wonderful.
Sam smacked his desk with his fist. Thinking like this was just made it worse. He was
horrified by what he had done. How he could he have been so stupid? Not only had he probably
destroyed his career, he had also potentially wreaked Sally’s life. He felt like such a shit.
His hand picked up the phone and dialed Beasley’s number. The hearing date would be
January 15th, same day his quarterly taxes were due.
*

Sally sat in her car with both hands on the wheel. She was in the parking lot next to the
soccer field where Cynthia’s team was practicing. Although she rarely came to watch Cynthia
play, she couldn’t stand sitting in the house anymore waiting for Harold. Surprising Cyn with a
girl’s night out invitation seemed like an excellent plan.
Sally watched Cyn challenge another girl for the ball. She was so tall and lithe, she could be
a ballerina, but she played soccer like she was a linebacker. Sally couldn’t really see Cyn being
dumb enough and weak enough to let herself get caught in a situation like hers. Cyn was much
more independent and assertive than Sally had been when she was a teenager. Not a wimp like
her mother: she’s tough, more like Harold.
Sally remembered the white water canoe trip she had taken with Harold shortly after they
first started going out. She was nauseated with fear: afraid of the water ever since childhood. But
she feigned enthusiasm for his carefully planned trip down the Kennebec River in Maine. Harold
had made it clear that being outdoorsy was a necessary ingredient in a future Mrs. Bainbridge
and Sally had already set her sights on being the one to fill that role. She borrowed the
appropriate outfit from her roommate, took a Dramamine just in case, and greeted Harold with
an enthusiastic grin at six o’clock that Saturday morning.
On the car ride up, Harold regaled Sally with his vast knowledge of white water technique.
When he asked her about her experience on rivers, she managed to parlay her one Girl Scout
canoeing trip across a placid pond into sounding like a major adventure. She didn’t share that
just that trip had been scary for her too.
Slowly over the course of that endless day, Sally could feel her perky girl scout smile
deteriorate into a frozen grimace. Fortunately Harold never noticed. She was in the bow of the
canoe and he was preoccupied with his various steering maneuvers. He barked out orders from
the stern about which side of the canoe to paddle on. She would take furtive stabs at the water.
The canoe paddle felt as foreign as a baseball bat. The rocks seemed to come hurtling towards
her out of the surging water. There was a steady roar of noise. She was soaked to the skin. Her
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hair was wet, stringy, and stuck to her face like overcooked spaghetti. She regretted that she had
bothered to get up at four thirty to wash and set it.
Her session with the Board and the confrontation with Harold were rushing at her just like
the rocks on the Kennebec. She was being swept along. Evans, Cohen, the group, and her lawyer
were all telling her what to do. It made her feel even more helplessly out of control.
Sally was unsure which she dreaded most: giving her deposition to the Board or telling
Harold. He wasn’t going to take it well. Dr. Evans had advised her to bring Harold in for a
session. Fat chance. Harold believed in a pull-yourself-up-by-the-bootstraps approach to life that
didn’t leave much room for therapists. The very thought about how he would respond to her
story about Sam Arnold made her shudder.
Sally caught herself wishing that she could call Sam, just to hear his gentle comforting
voice. It had been over a year since they had talked, but she still missed him. She didn’t know
love could feel the way it did with him. Her whole week revolved around what they called “our
time”. She gave up drinking, lost ten pounds, and was even much sweeter to Harold. It was a
delicious time.
Then she wrecked it. She told Sam that she was going to leave Harold and take an apartment
near his office and was completely blindsided by the horror stricken look on his face.
“But Sally, you can’t turn your life up side down for us. I can’t even consider leaving
Martha. Not after everything she’s been through. I’m so sorry.”
He reached for her but she slipped away from his embrace and ran out of his office. He
called her and begged her to come back, but everything had changed. The next session he told
her that he had made a terrible mistake with her and that he couldn’t allow her to put her life in
jeopardy. Finally, he said that they had to stop meeting for her sake, no matter how desperately
hard it might be for him.
The last time, they held each other and cried for almost the whole hour. It was the right thing
to do, but she couldn’t imagine living without him: his gentleness and acceptance. She could still
feel the transcendent moment of their first embrace. How tender it was, how safe she felt.
She never should have told Evans or even gone to see him. It was Sam’s last suggestion. “I
trust him,” Sam had said.
But telling Evans was what set this whole mess in motion. He sent her to that Cohen woman
and…….
“Mom, what are you doing here?” Cynthia yelled through the closed window.
Sally rolled down the window. “Hi honey, I just wanted to see how you’re doing. I thought
we might have a bite at Papa Gino’s and hit the Mall.”
“Oh, Mom, don’t you remember, I’m supposed to go over to Mary’s house to work on our
term paper? Her mother’s picking us up any minute.”
Sally smiled, hiding her disappointment. “That’s right. I forgot. You run along then. I’ll see
you at home later.”
Sally watched enviously as Cynthia ran over to Mary and a gaggle of girls. What she would
give to be one of them fretting over term papers, cute boys, and soccer scores.
She started the car. Somehow she’d tell Harold before they went to bed that night.
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After she finished the dishes, Sally found Harold holed up in his office in front of his
computer and plunged awkwardly into the topic.
“I’ve got some very upsetting things I have to talk to you about. Please let me just blurt it all
out without interrupting me, okay?”
Harold glowered throughout her description of the events with Arnold.
“He kept encouraging me to be more and more open about my sexuality. And I figured that I
needed to do that because you were always complaining about how uptight I was. One session he
massaged my neck to help me release tension. I wanted so badly for it to work between you and
I. It seemed supportive and appropriate when he started hugging me at the end of sessions. He
said he hugged all of his clients. Then he started talking about himself and his marriage. Before
too long, the hugs became more insistent, but I didn’t know what to say or what was happening.
Sally was appalled at how self-serving her story sounded, but she couldn’t stop. “Anyway, I
didn’t know if I was just being uptight about it all. Dr. Evans says it’s normal for clients to be
unable to resist when these situations start happening.”
Harold was clenching his fists and on the verge of exploding. She continued, “Evans says
that the victim is just so ashamed that they can’t tell anyone, least of all their husbands and…”
“As well they should be goddamn ashamed,” Harold cut in. His face for contorted. “You
fucked this shrink or yours for over ais face was red and contorted. “You fucked this shrink of
yours for over a year, and you’re claiming this was abuse! What is this bullshit! You pay a
fucking shrink every week out of my checkbook and you want me to believe that you’re a
victim? This new idiot, what’s-his-name, Evans, says it’s like incest. It’s the biggest pile of
manure I ever heard of!”
Harold was out of his seat and standing over her raging, “You used to come home and tell
me what a wonderful man Arnold was. How he made you feel so much better about yourself. I
don’t believe this. I want you out of here!”
“Please Harold, I’m sorry. Don’t shout. Cynthia will be home any minute. Please, you don’t
understand. It wasn’t like you think.”
“Oh, really,” Harold said in a low cold voice. “Am I talking quietly enough for you? After
all we wouldn’t want Cynthia to come in and find out that her mother bought sex from her
psychiatrist. I’m sure your daughter would be impressed.”
Sally buried her face in her hands and whispered, “I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry.”
“Sorry, my ass!”
Sally looked up at him with tears streaming down her face. “Please just come with me one
time to Dr. Evans’. He can explain this to…..”
“So I can pay him to tell me that my wife is just a poor innocent victim? Get real. I don’t
want anything to do with any of those assholes!”
Then Harold turned his back to her. There was a moment of silence. Then in an even tone,
he said, “Get the fuck out of here.”
*
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Jack Evans stared at the computer screen. The title of his article “Heart to Heart: New
Pathways to Intimacy” loomed over the blank page. Jack was tired and annoyed. Intimacy was
the farthest thing from his mind. He was preoccupied with this business about Sally and the
Board and feeling a little guilty about leaving Ellen with the kids’ homework duties.
He felt torn about Sally. In a way, it was good for her to take some responsibility for her
behavior in the relationship with Arnold. She was right. She wasn’t seven. Her accepting the
consequences of her own actions seemed actually like a step forward for her. On the other hand,
he genuinely believed that she had been criminally abused. She should no more be blaming
herself than a rape victim should be blamed for not resisting aggressively enough or for wearing
a short skirt.
But, he had an uneasy feeling that having been manipulated by Arnold, Sally was now being
manipulated by Fran, the group, and himself. His job was to help Sally find her own voice.
He wondered if he was going to have to testify in front of Sam. The poor bastard had really
screwed up. He had taken advantage of Sally and frankly deserved to get burned. Yet Jack hated
to see anyone go through the humiliation that Sam would have to face. What if..…
The phone rang. Jack didn’t pick it up.
Ellen called upstairs. “Jack, the phone. It’s for you.”
“Shit,” muttered Jack out loud as he reached for the extension.
“Oh, Dr. Evans, this is Sally. I’m so glad to be able to reach you. I’m sorry to bother you at
home, but I just had to talk with you. My husband is furious. I tried to tell him what you’ve
explained to me and I just couldn’t get through to him. He’s threatening divorce.”
“Did you suggest to him that the three of us meet?”
“I did, but he said no. I don’t know…. I’m so confused. Tell me what should I do?”
Dammit, Jack thought, he should have prepared her better for this. “Give him some time to
come around, Sally. You’ve been wrestling with this horrible mess for a while now. He’s only
just found out. It’s going to take time for the shock to wear off. Just hang in there and I’ll see
you on Thursday. And you know that if you need to, you can call again.”
“Thank you, Dr. Evans, I don’t know what I would do without you. I couldn’t get through
this alone.”
“Okay, Sally, Take care.”
As he hung up the phone, Jack felt a sour taste of irritation. Something about her breathy
desperation annoyed him. He hoped she couldn’t pick it up in his tone of voice. Beside it was
completely appropriate for her to be leaning on him during this crisis. Still, her slightly
seductive, little girl quality made him acutely uncomfortable. “Oh, Dr. Evans, I couldn’t be
doing this without you.” Careful, Jack, he chided himself. Let’s not get into blaming the victim
here.
He clicked off the computer and headed downstairs to the TV room. The hell with the
article.
*
Jack decided to call first thing in the morning before he had a chance to change his mind.
10

“Hi, Sam, this is Jack Evans.”
There was a long pause.
Although they weren’t friends or colleagues, Jack felt Sam deserved to know that he was
going to testify even though he was sure that Ms. Enright, Sally’s lawyer, wouldn’t have
approved. Besides Sam had referred Sally. Sam must have assumed that Jack would collude in
keeping the situation under wraps in some way.
“Hello, Dr. Evans,” said Sam softly.
“This is really awkward, Sam. I’m calling about the Board hearings coming up next week.”
“I figured that.” His voice was lifeless.
“I guess you know that I’ve been treating Sally Bainbridge, and I will be testifying in front
of the Board.”
“I’ve been informed to that effect.”
“Well, listen, I wanted to tell you personally, because of our having worked together. I feel
very badly about the whole situation. I don’t know how this mess really occurred, but any one of
us in this business is capable of making serious mistakes. We’re all human. I’m very sorry, but I
do have to go through with this.”
Another long pause. What was he saying, Jack wondered, hearing himself almost
apologizing to Sam? He felt excruciatingly stupid to have made the call.
“This call might not even be appropriate, Sam. I just wanted to let you know personally. The
other thing is that I honestly hope you’ll be able to acknowledge what happened. There’s
treatment for this kind of thing, and…..”
“I don’t think I should be having this conversation with you, Dr. Evans. My lawyer has
advised me not to discuss the particulars of these charges with anyone.”
After the phone call, Jack stared out the window of his office. He looked at his lawn littered
with the red and gold of dead leaves. The weekend of raking seemed like a vast improvement
over this situation. He knew he was doing the right thing, but he felt like a snitch. Maybe he
should have contacted Sam much earlier and encouraged a meeting between him and Sally.
Perhaps this could have been resolvable in a less destructive manner. After all, Sam wasn’t an
evil predator.
On the other hand, the guy should have kept it buttoned.
*

It was ten after ten. All but two of the Board members had arrived. The members of the
Board sat behind a long mahogany table. Dr. Jerome Leavit, head of the New England
Psychoanalytic Institute, was chatting amiably with his protégé, Dr. James Goodwin. Dr. Frank
Gutcheon was leafing through the sports page. The lone woman on the Board, Dr. Harriet
Denby, sat off by herself and was making notes. So far none of them had looked directly at Jack.
To Jack’s right at a small desk was a stenographer, Sally was to his left. She was
conservatively dressed in a black wool suit. She sat demurely with her ankles crossed and her
hands folded in front of her. She was sitting between her husband, Harold, and her lawyer. Judy
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Enright. Harold Bainbridge was a small, wiry man with slicked back black hair and wirerimmed glasses. He had on a three-piece suit. Their heads were bent toward each other as he and
the lawyer whispered together.
Jack looked out the big picture window at the Boston skyline. In the distance, he could see
the crew sculls plowing along the Charles. They looked as delicate as water bugs. Then he
glimpsed over at Harold, and remembered his only meeting with the guy. Jack had opened the
session with a self-deprecating joke about shrinks, but Harold didn’t betray even a hint of a
smile. Instead he launched in about how grossly Sally had betrayed him. Finally, after making no
headway explaining how these things can happen, Jack declared, “Mr. Bainbridge, you know, it
wasn’t just Sally who was abused by Dr. Arnold. You and your marriage have also been
profoundly harmed by his unethical behavior.That’s why you have every right to sue him
yourself.”
Harold latched onto this idea and began firing questions at Jack about the legal process. Jack
instantly regretted mentioning them pursuing their own suit. It wasn’t meant as a literal
suggestion so much as a way of being supportive. It turned out to be throwing out chum to a
shark.
Jack recommended a support group for spouses and Harold said, “I’m not going to sit
around with a bunch of hand-wringing whiners. We’ll take care of this matter in court.”
Jack looked around the hearing room. This was supposed to be only an informal hearing but
the scene in the room looked like a set for a TV courtroom melodrama.
At least Sam Arnold wasn’t there. Jack didn’t want to face him. Knowing that his testimony
would have a strong impact on the Board’s deliberations, it would have been difficult to
administer the coup de grace in front of Sam.
*
The Chairman of the Board called the meeting to order. Sally spoke almost in a whisper. She
had rehearsed her presentation with Judy and Fran, but she was still nervous. She also felt guilty
about the way her reconstruction of events had become more one-sided. Judy had told her that it
was necessary for her to present the matter in a pretty black and white way because of the
Board’s potential bias in favor of Arnold, but Sally was worried about being fair.
“….Then he began offering to massage the tension out of my neck. He said he had learned
this in his bio-energetics training. It was about that time that he suggested we hug at the end of
the sessions. I was unsure about this, but he reassured me that it was perfectly normal.”
Sally paused and reached into her purse for a handkerchief, just in case. Sally wished she
hadn’t lied about that first hug, but having told Harold that Sam had initiated the hugs, now she
was stuck with it. She reminded herself that the rest of the story was basically true and that
regardless of how the hugs started, Evans had reassured her there was still no excuse for Arnold
to take advantage of her.
“In the next session when it really started, we were role playing.” Sally continued. “He said
he wanted to teach me how to give `encouraging feedback’ (that’s what he called it), so that I
could communicate better with Harold. We sat on the sofa. He pretended that he was Harold and
was making overtures, and I was to tell him how I wanted to be touched and then he started
touching me….”
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Sally began to cry. “Do I have to tell every detail of this?”
Dr. Leavit emptied his pipe in the ashtray, “No, Mrs. Bainbridge, we just need to know
when the actual sexual acts began and the length of time you and Dr. Arnold continued to have
relations.”
“You mean, how long did it last? It was only a fifty-minute hour.”
The solemnity of the occasion imperceptibly cracked. Some of the Board members
swallowed a smile. “No, Mrs. Bainbridge, I’m just asking approximately how many times you
and Dr. Arnold had relations.”
“I’d like to object.” Judy Enright stood up. “The use of the phrase, `had relations’ implies a
consensual involvement. My client was truly under the sway of Dr. Arnold, and was literally
unable to say no to him. This is not the same as `having relations’ with him.”
“Your objection is duly noted, Ms. Enright. But, this isn’t a courtroom. We’re all just doing
the best we can. As you know, it’s quite difficult to find the right language to describe these sorts
of events.”
After Sally finished her story, members of the Board were free to ask questions.
Dr. Denby was the toughest questioner.
“Tell us, Mrs. Bainbridge, after Dr. Arnold began this sexual abuse, who did you tell?”
“I didn’t tell anybody.”
“And how long did you say this abuse happened?”
“As I said, I think it was almost a full year, but I’m not sure.”
“And after it was over, who did you tell?”
“I didn’t tell anyone until I told Dr. Evans.”
“And that was how long after you stopped seeing Dr. Arnold?”
“A year.”
“How long after seeing Dr. Evans was it before you told your husband?”
“About six months.”
“Just a minute,” Enright jumped in. “It sounds like you’re suggesting that my client’s
difficulty in acknowledging this abuse to anyone implies some culpability on her part.”
“No, Ms. Enright, I’m just aware that apparently your client terminated the therapy without
ever complaining to Dr. Arnold. She says she never confided in a friend or a relative. And if I
heard her correctly, she only recently told her husband. I’m just trying to understand the process
that’s unfolded here, that’s all.” Dr. Denby folded her hands in front of her primly and smiled.
*
During the break, Jack headed for the men’s room. He was confused. He thought that Sally
had initiated the first hug. Not that it really made a difference but…Then Harold stood beside
him at the next urinal.
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“Except for maybe that lady shrink, I think we got them all,” he said facing the wall in front
of them both.. “Sally was great. And you’re going to be the icing on the cake, Doc. I can just
feel it.”
Jack zipped up and smiled wanly back at him. Clearly he smelled blood in the water.
Jack’s testimony went next. When he began to explain the effects of therapist abuse, Dr.
Denby interrupted him and said, “Dr. Evans, the Board appreciates your willingness to educate
us on the nature of therapist abuse, but we feel adequately knowledgeable on this topic, and if
you would simply confine your remarks to the specific discussion of Mrs. Bainbridge’s case.”
“Yes, Doctor.”
Mrs. Bainbridge came to you because she was still upset about her therapy with Dr. Arnold,
is that right?”
“Yes, that’s true.”
“You’ve said that you learned about the sexual abuse within the first few sessions. And yet,
as I understand it, the Board was not notified about these serious charges for six months. Mrs.
Bainbridge said in her testimony that it was Ms. Cohen who encouraged her to notify the Board,
not yourself. Would you favor us with your thinking on this issue, Dr. Evans?”
“Well, I felt strongly,” Jack squirmed in his chair. “That my first responsibility was to Sal-I
mean, Mrs. Bainbridge. I wanted to make sure she was ready to go through this painful process
without incurring further damage.”
“So you took it upon yourself to decide for Mrs. Bainbridge when she’s be able to handle
reporting this? Do you feel that you had a responsibility to report this immediately yourself?”
“Look, Dr. Denby, it’s my job to take care of my clients the best way I know how.” Jack’s
voice began to rise, “I don’t mean to sound defensive here, but I feel like I moved as quickly as it
was appropriate for my client. I’m sorry if you don’t think so?”
“Now, Dr. Evans, nobody is suggesting an error on your part,” chimed Dr. Leavitt with a
smile. “We’re just trying to understand your thinking about the case.”
Jack stumbled through the rest of his testimony.
*
Sam was hoping to slip out of the house without seeing Martha, but she came into their
bedroom while he was knotting his tie.
“Sam, why are you wearing a suit,” she asked?
“I have that review meeting this afternoon with the licensing Board about the complaint I
told you about.”
“You mean the woman who’s accusing you of making sexual overtures because you decided
to refer her to a mental hospital?”
“That’s the one. I’m pretty sure this will be a formality. It’s her word against mine and she’s
obviously psychotic.”
“You don’t seem very worried.”
“It’s just one of the risks of the trade.” Sam smiled at Meg. “Wish me luck,” he said.
14

“Are you going to be back in time for dinner tonight?”
“I don’t think so. I don’t know when I’ll be home.”
Sam almost vomited up his lunch on the way downtown. His thoughts raced in his head as
he drove blindly along. He couldn’t see any way out. He kept going over and over it. How did it
happen? How could he have been so stupid?
Then the memory of holding Sally came back to him. Whatever anyone thought, he loved
Sally. It had been so hard to break it off with her and since the whole process had started, he had
been thinking of her more and more often. He knew she’d testified this morning and he almost
wished he could have been there just to see her. He just wanted to talk with her. Tell her how
sorry he was. He yearned to take her in his arms one more time.
“Jesus, get a grip.” He squeezed the steering wheel of his car. Storrow Drive had slowed to
a stop and he surveyed the other drivers around him, each in their own world. Here he was in his
elegant forest green Saab. Certainly to the rest of his rush hour companions, he didn’t look like
he was going to his own funeral.
A couple of days ago, Sam had decided to tell the truth. At first he felt relieved as he
contemplated having his license revoked, and voluntarily offering to go into treatment for his
problem. The current trend in the mental health field to accept many “acting-out” behaviors as
manifestations of a “disease” like sex addiction, work-aholism, etc. would perhaps allow him to
go through a purgatory period and then re-emerge, hopefully with his family and profession
intact.
I just have to get through the humiliation, he told himself.
He remembered being seven. He just finished his bath and was feeling lonely and bored as
usual. He decided to try out his father’s razor. He lathered up carefully and then ran his thumb
along the razor’s edge to see if there was a blade in there.
Blood spurted.
Panicking, Sam ran downstairs into the living room, calling for his mother, “Mom, Mom,
look.” He held up his dripping thumb.
His mother was having one of her formal tea parties. All the ladies in the room turned and
stared at the naked, and chubby little boy, his face covered in shaving cream. There was a
moment of absolute silence.
His Mother frowned, then flashed one of her best hostess smiles and said, “Now Samuel, is
this the way you’ve been taught to enter a room?”
The ladies burst out laughing.
Mrs. Arnold, obviously pleased with herself, continued, “Do run along, put on some clothes
and a band aide. And, by all means, don’t drip on the rug.”
Sam ran out of the room to the sound of the ladies tittering. In his room later, he thought he
would die.
His marriage to Martha, his professional success, and his expansive social life seemed to
have carried him light years away from his lonely boyhood. Now his life seemed as fragile as
one of his intricate Nauset Beach sand castles faced with a rising tide. In the next hour, it would
all be swept away. He felt a wave of bitterness.
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He looked at his watch. It was 1:30. The meeting was scheduled from 2 to 4. No matter
what happened, it would be over in three hours. That thought gave him a tidbit of comfort.
Sam walked into the hearing feeling like that naked little boy. He sat down in front of them
with Beasely next to him. In a slow monotone, he told his side of the story, tried to explain how
inadvertently it had all begun and how sorry he was, and that he would do whatever was
necessary to make amends.
The Board listened impassively.
Dr Denby leaned forward and pulled her reading glasses down to the tip of her nose. “In
your recollection, Dr. Arnold, did you initiate physical contact with your patient.”
Sam hesitated and then said, “Well, I certainly took her hand and held it when she was
upset. I don’t really remember how the rest of it got started.” He wasn’t about to start finger
pointing. “I just know this is all my fault.”
“I suppose it wouldn’t be in your notes…..?”
Dr. Leavit jumped in, “I don’t think we need to go back over all the details, Dr Denby. Dr.
Arnold is accepting full responsibility, I believe.”
“Yes, I am, Dr. Leavit,” whispered Sam.
“Well, thank you, Dr. Arnold, for your candor. We will let you know the results of these
deliberations as expeditiously as possible.”
Dr. Denby sniffed and pursed her lips.
Sam just nodded.
*

Sally stirred her drink idly while she watched Harold pace back and forth in front of the
phone in their kitchen. He had been trying to reach their lawyer all night, desperately wanting to
find out how Dr. Arnold’s part of the hearing had gone. She wished it were over. She hated
Harold’s blood lust and she hated herself for going along. She knew she was using it. The way
she fawned over him as if he were a noble savior, rescuing her from the savage rapist, disgusted
her. But she felt she had no choice. She couldn’t defend Sam. Harold would kill her.
She remembered the kindness in Sam’s eyes; how they laughed together. She could almost
hear his gentle and encouraging words. She remembered his touch. She wished they could talk
just one more time.
*
Beasely had waited until the end of the hearing to inform Sam about the civil suit and that
the Bainbridges weren’t interest in negotiating. Any hope that he could get out of this was
dashed.
“Mr. Bainbridge wants you tarred and feathered and run out of town on a rail. He’s a real
son of a bitch.” Beasely had said.
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Walking out of the building, Sam couldn’t face going home. Thoughts of the stories in the
paper, confessing it all to Martha and then his children, and parents horrified him. He could
imagine his mother’s rage at him for embarrassing her. Undoubtedly they lose the house and he
have to file for bankruptcy.
Sam spent a couple of hours sitting by the Esplanade as joggers, cyclists, and lovers holding
hands swept by him. He felt like he’d just been told he had terminal cancer. The milling people
around him felt miles away as if he were looking at them through the wrong end of binoculars.
It was past eight thirty by the time Sam got home.
“Honey, is that you?” Martha called out from the kitchen.
“Yep, it’s me.”
“Come on in here. I saved you a bite to eat.”
Sam walked into the kitchen. “I’m not hungry. I’m going to have a drink”
“Did the hearing go all right? You look dead tired.”
“I think it will all be fine, but it was harder than I expected. Nowadays, any charges people
want to sling are taken seriously. I couldn’t believe it.”
“Don’t you think they’ll be able to see that she’s crazy?”
Sam looked at Martha with her pinched frown, the one she wore when they were talking
about Timmy. “Don’t worry, hon, I’m sure they will. But you can never tell about how the
politics of it might work. But it will be okay. It’s nothing to worry about.”
“I’m going up to bed soon. Are you coming up?”
“Sure, I just have to make a few phone calls in my office.”
Sam sat in his office. He stared at the portrait of Sitting Bull. The grim old warrior stared
back at him. Then he went into his bathroom to get the bottle of Valium he had been using for
his nerves the past few weeks. He had enough.
I should write a note, he thought and took out a piece of his business stationary. He stared at
the blank page and imagined Martha waking up in the middle of the night, noting the empty side
of the bed and padding down here in her slippers. He could see her terror, her frantic call to 911,
and the sound of sirens roaring up their street. Maybe the ambulance would get there in time.
Then what. Maybe he’d be brain damaged like Timmy. The image of his poor sweet son with his
crooked, goofy smile and his innocent wide eyes yanked at him.
He knew he couldn’t do it. He crumpled up the page and threw it and the pills into his
wastebasket. Was he just chickening out or was doing it more the coward’s way out? He decided
he would just have to go through whatever he had to go through.
He turned off the light, tilted back in his easy chair, and closed his eyes.
The phone rang.
“Sam?” whispered the voice on the other end of the line. “It’s me, Sally.”
“Oh, Sally,” he sighed and his face broke into a smile.
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Questions for Discussion
• How did you feel about the way this case was being handled by Sam and Sally, by Jack
Evans, the Board? Were there any viable alternatives? Should Jack have tried to handle
it privately between Sam and Sally?
• How are your responses to Sam and Sally similar and/or different?
• This is a story of therapist abuse. Is it also a love story?
• What do you imagine happens with Sam and Sally after she calls him?
• How do we assess the responsibility of both client and therapist when they have
consensual sexual relationship? Is it 100% the therapist’s fault in all cases? Or are there
mitigating circumstances in some instances?
• Have you ever had romantic/erotic feelings as either a client or a therapist? Is that
normal? What should either a client or a therapist do if they have these kinds of feelings
in a therapeutic relationship?
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