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CONFESSIONS OF A ‘SUPERWOMAN’




She had it all—

" Yale, Harvard, career, successful husband, baby, -
New York-apartment,-beach house, dream house. . . .
But it wasn’t working. Why?

1

By Elizabeth M. Whelan

high school in suburban Larchmont, New York, my
social-science teacher asked our class to set forth, on
one page, what we hoped to get out of life, and describe
where we would like to see ourselves 20 years from that
day. 1 remember my response well: the achievement of
four goals. A good education. An intelligent, career-
oriented husband. A child (maybe two or three). A beau-
 tiful suburban home, just like the one my parents had. By
my mid-30s, I explained to my teacher, expected to be a
happily married, college-educated mother living in a
charming house and, I hoped, with encugh outside inter-
ests to be a contributing member of my community.
Now, at age 36, not only have I met these expectations,
but I am playing so many different roles that even my
highly elastic nerves have been stretched to the snapping
. .point. My story, of course, is mine alone, but 1 believe it is
" one testimonial to the enormous conflict experienced by

S hortly before my graduation in the early 1960s from

:ihQSc_a of us American women, 25-40, who are pulled in’

~one direction by a career and in another direction by the
traditional All-American Dream, Female Version,

Goal #1—Education

At Connecticut College I got good grades—academi-

cally and socially. It was an easy-for-me four years. Yet -

somewhere along the line I experienced an unexpected
surge of ambition. The feminist movement was not yet in
full swing at that time-—the mid-1960s—so I was not

responding to that pressure. Rather, I began simply to’

recognize some of the benefits that training for a career
might yicld. When I explained to my parents that I
wanted to pursue graduate training at Yale, they were
enthusiastic. They saw it as a good, practical decision: 1
had no ring on my fourth finger, left hand, at that point.

" Elizabeth M. Whelan, Sc.D., M.P.H., is executive director of
the New York-based American Council on Science and Health.
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My father, a corporate lawyer, had ‘particularly encous-
aged me o qualify for some type of work “just in casa,”
pointing out that my grandmother’s training as an ‘ele-
mentary-school teacher had proved to be a tremendous
asset when her life changed and she had to support her-
self. So graduate school sounded fine. And Yale sounded
even better, what with all those prospective husbands on
campus. - ‘ '

In the fall of 1965 I enrolled for a master’s degree in
epidemiology and public health at the Yale School of
Medicine. After graduating, I was admitted to a doctoral
program at the Harvard School of Public Health, Many

friends and family members seemed to assume that, fora -

woman, graduate school was a way of marking time until
her man came along. Actually, I was becoming commit-
ted to my new life goal: a professional career. '

Goal #2--Husbhand

Just when my relatives were beginning to worry, my
ideal mate came along—Steve, a Princeton man, who was
a law student at Harvard when we met. We were married
a few weeks before our June graduation. We had a life
plan: rent a New York City apartment, work hard and
play hard for two years, save money, buy .a beautiful
suburban home and start a family. Between the lines of |
the script, probably, was the notion that Steve was going
to make a lot of money and I would take some time off
while the kids were growing up or work part-time. Any-.
way, we certainly saw no tension between my being a .
wife-mother and the ambitious holder of a doctorate. i -

Combining marriage and homemaking with a career .
seemed to me an easy juggling act. I was moving ahead
with my work, just as Steve was. And, true to tradition, I

accepted the idea that Steve had a Career and mine was
essentially extracurricular. My income, considerable as it -

was, was thought of as extra money that we should never
count on. Homemaking was a form of diversion and relax- '
ation for me after a day at a desk or the library. Our

two-bedroom apartment was relatively easy to keep in ..
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‘Power of the family

at odds not only with those of the women's -

e The great values for which the family stands are

movement but alse with those of {oday's world.

., . Democracy, individualism, and merltocracy, the val-
- ues maost closely identified with the last two centuries

S of Western history, are conspicuous by their absence
o~ v from the family, even with its present modifications.
“T s Just because these modern values have been absent

- the end of the family, or at least have predicted its

‘ ‘d:ssolut:on on the ground that it is anachronistic.

Lo But !hai’ conclusion is based upon only half the
evudence ‘so to speak. For if the family, unlike the
women's movement, does not reflect modern values,

it does embody values that inhere in great social

- movements like nationalism, ethnicity, racial alle-
~ giance, and the great religions of the world. For those

* movements extol hierarchy and scorn equality and

: meritocracy. The family, in short, like the great tradi-
tional movements, is an anti-individualistic institution.
In fact, its denial of individualism is the source of the
family's. atrong attraction for many men and women

2 trom the family, some commentators have called for’

today. For at least two centuries the best known alter-
native to the individualism, competitiveness, and ego-
ism that infuse the modern, industrial and urban world
hag been the family. That has been its strongest
appeal as individualism spread from country 1o coun-
try in the wake of commercial and industrial capital-
ism. As an ideal, at teast, the family was truly a “ha-
ven in a heartless world,” to use the title of Christo-
pher Lasch's recen! book, That is also why all the
great utopian visions of the 19th and 20th centuries
from Marxism, which is the most familiar, to the hip-
pies of yesterday have taken the family as their mode!
of human order. In the face of an individualistic mar-
ket economy, the family has seemed the epitome of
true humanity and interrelatedness, The very siogan
of Communism—"from each according to his abili-
ties, to each according to his needs' —is not only the
antithesis of a market economy's conception of-
human relations, but the central principle of ‘family "
life. In short, aside from the evidence that Americans
stifl consider the family a central institution in their
lives,. the very values for which it has stnod over the

order. Getting there at 7 PM. left me plenty of time to
* prepare a leisurely three-course reasonably gourmet din-
ner (I had taken courses at a cooking school). Following a
careful schedule, T found time to write books, articles,
consult for various health organizations, teach public
health courses and do all the homemaking chores:
remember the birthday cards and gifts, answer the social
correspondence, plan dinner parties for the weekend,
check the local department stores for sales, furnish and
decorate the apartment, buy and repair socks, underwear,

shirts and assorted garments for both of us, see that the -

Jauridry wagdone and the window cleaner /painter /repair-
"man was engaged, let in and paid. When I went on
extended business trips 1 would pack up individual din-
ners for Steve, putting them in the freezer and leaving
typed directions on the refrigerator door about what was
to be eaten when and how long it should be cooked.
I considered all wifely duties as a manifestation of my
. womanliness, as easily given as a smile. 1t never occurred

" to me then that any tasks required to maintain living

quarters used by two equally serious professional people

might somehow be equally shared. I harbored no resent-

_ ment that my burden was somewhat more than Steve's. I

was compulsive about doing both of my jobs well, and

dedicated to the principle that a good wife’s first ambition

* should be to keep her husband happy. Life was in balance,
“all was well. Ah.’

20

Goal #3—Baby

Steve and 1 had agreed to go into the baby business
after about two years. But when that deadline came along,
we began to deal with the question of parenthood the way
most intelligent, educated, career-orignted couples do
these days: we ignored it. Somehow the time for having a
child just didn’t seem right; we were both making good
salaries, but between taxes and the costs of our high stan-
dard of living, we had not saved as much money as we had
expected; the idea of moving to the suburbs at that point
suddenly seemed premature (and cveryone knew -you
didn’t have a baby until you had a suburban house to put
it in). Steve was an associate with a New York law firm
with high hopes of being made a partner someday. No

chance he could leave the office before 7:00 at night. Easy -

calculations would place him in the suburbs around 9 p.u.
No, we weren't ready for that yet,

“We need more time for ourselves,” we rationalized.
Having traveled extensively in our first two years togeth-
er, we began to explore some spots closer to New York,

"and soon became regular weeckend migrants to the

beaches of southern New Jersey. We bought our own
small oceanfront fun house. A “fun house” is to be distin-
guished from a “real house,” which is where you live and
entertain and where you display your china, crystal and
silver, The beach house was just a place to crash on week-
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~ years suggest that it will endure,

Simply because the family is deeply imbedded In
American life and is unlikely to fade away, tension
between it and the individual interests of women was
inevitable. For some two centuries now, Americans
have seen that tension rising. Most recently, with the
movemnant into wark of married women and particu-
larly with the rise of the women's movement, the ten-
sion has reached a new height, Philosophically and
practically the tamily and women's individuality are
difficult to reconciie. Many women today find the real-
ization of themselves as persons Impossible to
achieve within a famity situation. Yet most women still

* consider a family relationship morg important to tham.

than the realization of their own individuality. Obvi-
ously, ho_w any individual woman perceives her future
is up to her. The family, after all, is at bottom nothing
mote than a relation between a man and a woman
and their oflspring. What they work out for them-
selves as a mutually satisfying relation today depends
in large part upon them. For some people that will
mean a continvation of the established rela-

tion, with perhaps an opportunity for the woman to .

work outside the home, though for supportive rathef e

than individualistic ends. For others it may mean -
abandoning tamily entirely in pursuit of complete indi- -
vidual fulfillment. The ideal goal, it would seem, would -
be one in which the values of family and the realiza- :
tion of women's individuality could be reconciled. . . %"
Wil it be possible for women and men to work out .0
some arrangements—cail it family or something - . -
else—in which these two goals can be realized? Or « . .
must the historic drive for women's individuality stop
short of full realization in the name of children, hus- '
band, and famity? Never before has the tension been

30 gvident or the room for maheuver s narrow, Afte

two hundred years of development, both the future of o
the family and the fulfiliment of women as persons are -
at odds as never before. Presumably a resolution will
come in something less than another two centuries.
—From At Odds: Women and the Family in America from =
the Revolution to the Present by Carl N. Degler. Copyright
e 1980 by Carl N. Degler. Heprintad by permission of .
Oxtord University Press, inc.

‘

ends. Now the pattern was: intensive work all wéek, din-
ner out with our friends or Steve’s clients (I wasn’t cook-
ing so much any more), into the car at 6 p.M. Friday and

‘onto the Garden State Parkway for the two-hour ride to

ocean breezes, thundermg waves, and a chance to recover
from exhaustion.

The baby question hung over us like a threatening
. “cloud or rather over me. Steve seemed interested in hav-

ing children but on a someday-later-maybe basis. I was
the one who was worried about reaching 30 {(my mother, a
quintessentially traditional homemaker, never missed an
opportunity to remind me that I was no spring chicken
and better use what Mother Nature gave me before
Father Time took it away). A popular insurance company
ad—the one that tells you “The future is now” made me
nervous: it showed a happy young couple walking down
the aisle and within six quick scenes, they were in rocking

chalirs. Panic. Ambivalence. Anx1cty Pressure. Why was

I hesitating to have the child we had p!anncd and talked
about years before?

Because my life was so different from what I had
expected in my adolescent, goal-setting days. The fact

~ that I would be included in Marilyn Machlowitz’s book,

Worlkaholics: How to Live and Work With Them, gives a
hint about the importance I attached to my job. At age 30
I had published five books and was developing a reputa-
tion in the field of public health. I was dedicated to writ-

\
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ing about issues relating to chermcals nutr1t1on the envi-
ronment, and hurnan health and to organizing the work of
a group of scientists in those areas.

T attempted to resolve the question of whether to have a
baby in the only way I knew: I Jooked for books to help
me to decide. When I couldn’t find one, I wrote one: (A4
Baby? ... Maybe: A Guide to Making the Most Fateful
Decision of Your Life, New York: Bobbs- Merrill, 1976)
And after weighing all the pros and cons, we (more cor-
rectly, I) decided yes, Tradition! .

1 knew that a child would mean I'd have less time for ‘
the professxona! work from which I derived so much satis-
faction, but in return I'd be gaining a whole new vantage

point on life, experiencing emotions, activities, pleasures .

and pains that I would not otherwise know. I had always
enjoyed family life. And when I sat back to assimilate the'

facts I'd accumulated in my baby maybc research 1
began to want a baby for all the “wrong” reasons you sec.',

on Planned Parenthood bus posters | began to wonder - -

with whom I'd spend holidays 30 years from now, Who,
besides Steve, could I consider my family when I was
607 _
In choosing to becoma a mother Ttooka !eap offalth 1
remember reading a comment Mme. Curie’s daughter
Eve made about her mother (one of my heroines): “The -
idea of choosing between family life and the sclentific
career did not even cross Marie’s mind. She was resolved

21
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to face love, maternity and science and to cheat none of
- them. But by passioﬁ and will she was to succeed.” [, too,
) planned to succeed.

- Christine Barrett Whelan was born on July 5, 1977. At )

that point I was 32, a Research Associate at the Harvard
School of Public Health, Exccutive Director of the newly
formed American Council on Science and Health, con-
tributing editor to three magazines, regular contributor to

- about eight others, moderator of two nationally syndi-
- cated radio programs and coauthor of a nationally syndi-
. cated newspaper column on nutrition and health: My-

eleventh book was about to be published. Just before

Christine’s arrival we had the good fortune to find a larg- -
 er apartment and a wonderful baby nurse who agreed to’

arrive each morning at 6:30 and stay until I got home at
6:30 or 7:00. [ had decided, after reading all the recog-

" nized books on motherhood, to take off a few months

after the birth. That decision was short-lived. The day I
went into labor, I left a calm, cven-spoken message on my

" phone-answering machine, leaving the hospital’s phone

number for anyone who wished to reach me. (Potential

funders for the American Council, not fully understand-

ing why I was in the hospital, actually had me paged in the
labor room,)

I was back at my desk five days after Christine was
born. Then the Career/Husband/Baby balancing act
began. We cut back substantially on our social life, pre-
ferring to be with Christine rather than at Lincoln Center

- or sharing cocktails and dinner with friends. 1 stopped

shopping at department stores and instead ordered by
mail. I refused all but the most critical luncheon engage-
ments in favor of a sandwich or salad at my desk, thus

increasing the probability of my being home by 6:30 (my
_office was {wo blocks from the apartment).

So I had three roles—scientist, homemaker/wife, and

. part-time mother—and I began to feel the strain. I need

more help, T told Steve, and he fully agreed. All along 1
had really been opposed to asking for his assistance, again
the victim of my traditional upbringing that housework is
wife's work and, “Men work hard at the office all day and
should be pampered when they get home.” We finally

- abandoned the charade that my career was fun and games

on the side and we began to make parenting the joint

- effort of two working people. Steve began doing the dish-
- es, helped clean the apartment, shop, and generally pitch
Tin. The pressure eased (I was getting help to the point
“where Steve and I would write each other daily memos on’
. “things to be done”) but the balance was nowhere even.
- The more structured nature of his job meant that the
" main duties of family life still fell on me. If Nanny
“couldn’t make it to work one day, it was I who had to stay
* home or find a substitute. I paid for Nanny out of my -
_v_saiary After all, it had been my decision to trade my

natural” job for a substitute one and I believed I should

\

o

take care of the costs of my surrogate. All of this is not to
suggest that Steve was anything but a hardworking, con-
tributing father and husband—he is and was all of that
and more. But in any partnership, one person has to take
the lead in keeping things on track. Here, and in almast
every other two-career family 1 know, the woman does
just that.

“How do you do it?” friends and associates would ask
me. I would smile calmly, looking guite self-assured, hop-
ing they wouldn’t notice that I was wearing last year’s
dress because I didn’t have time to shop and it’s hard to
choose clothes from a catalog. There were others who
asked me in order to challenge me (implicit in their ques-

_tion was a sense of hostility and the feeling “I don’t have .

both a career and a baby and you shouldn't either”); I

would simply smile and say it was as easy as could be.
The Career/Husband/Child combination was still

working; the condition of the patient was stable.

Goal #4—A Home

For me, life in our New York apartment had the aura
of a black-and-white movie. I wanted to burst into techni-
color, with the sparkle and glamour of a HOME. Every
time I.made a deposit in our savings account or bought
some extra linens on sale it was for The House, I even had
a separate account earmarked for furniture. It never
occurred to me that we might never have The House,

- Steve was not happy about the prospect of leaving our
city apartment, arguing that our busy professional lives
plus Christine did not fit into a suburban life-style. But
my arguments were clinchers. First, living in a nice sub-
urban house with a garden and backyard would make our
lives easier and more relaxed. Second, as my mother
always told me, we'd be more secure if we'd move out of
the crime-ridden city. Third, we really owed it to Chris-
tine; she needed a backyard, fresh air, friends, swings, a
playroom, swimming pools nearby, and a nicé little school
she could walk or biks to. Fourth, WE deserved it! We
worked hard and it was time we had some nice things like
a dining room, fireplaces, a big modern kitchen, lots of
guest rooms, a place to entertain and begin acting like real
people who had formal parties, informal weekends, and
kindhearted neighbors with whom you traded gardening
lore, small favors and family recipes, who stopped in while
you were squeezing orange juice and turning omelettes on
Sunday mornings and who could be counted on in emer-

" gencies. Finally, a house was in our life scheme. We'd

been working and dreaming about it for so long. It was
necessary to make life complete. ‘

I began studying The New York Times “Sunday Real
Estate Section” as if I were preparing for a final exam.
After several months we found—and immediately -
bought—the Dream House. Center hall, Colonial, a tradi-

across the board -
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tional dining room with a magnificent fireplace, family
room with wet bar, modern kitchen complete with micro-
wave oven, trash compactor, disposal unit, ice-in-the-door
refrigerator and lots of counter space, seven bedrooms,
four-and-a-half baths, an acre of flat green land, all of it
unsettlingly similar to my parents’ home, In the fall of
1980 we packed up our belongings and moved to Short
Hills, New Jersey, although at Steve’s insistence {perhaps
a premonition of what was to come) we kept our.New
York apartment. Indeed, to help ease the transition, we
agreed to drive into New York each Thursday moriing
with Nanny and Christine and stay through Friday night,
at which point we would go to the beach house. It sounded
s0 simple, so enviable, so . . . jet set. A beautiful home in
the country, an oceanfront cottage, a pad in the city, a

wonderful husband, child and Nanny, a rewarding careér.  “ers

In retrospect, I realize that unconsciously, I had tried to
fulfill the traditional aims while keeping a firm grip on
my career, I was intent upon having it all and doing it all
well,

Things rapidly went downhill from there. (I began to
appreciate Irving Kristol’s observation: “The real disas-
ters in life begin when you get what you want.”)

I wanted a house to make our lives easier, more
relaxed, out of the rat race of the city, to make us
become more human and sociable. The exact opposite
occurred. We were more programmed than ever, commu-
ting a minimum of three hours each day for each of us. By
the time we moved into the house, I was not only juggling
the directorship of the American Council, its 20 employ-
ees and half-million-dotlar budget; the Harvard appoint-
ment; the magazine articles; newspaper column; radio
shows; but also had become a daily contributor at the new
Ted Turner Cable News Network, appearing daily on

international television. I rushed between the cable studio

at the World Trade Center in lower Manhattan, Short
Hills, my New York apartment, my New York office—

and Newark airport from which I was whisked off at least

eight times a month to near and far places. .
Grocery shopping became a nightmare. While other
wornen moved quickly through the aisles with their carts
and coupons, I was fumbling with three different
shopping lists, three different carts or baskets, with

Christine opening whatever package she could get her |

hands on. Inevitably I would have 12 rolls of paper towels
in Short Hills and none at the beach or in the city. We had
to keep a calendar handy at all times to figure out where
we were sleeping that night. We were the only farmly 1
know of who received four census forms: one in our apart-

~ment, one at the beach house, one in the suburbs—and

one at the hotel in Hawaii where we were on business on

"countihg day. Steve and I had talked about the possibility

of having a second child, but decided no because we might
misplace it.

December 1980

1 wanted a house to be secure, away from the fears of .
Manhattan. Three weeks after we moved to Short Hills

our home was ransacked From that moment, I never fcltl : o

safe there. Qur 20th floor apartment in New York had .
one door, solid and well bolted, Even Spiderman would

have trouble making it to our terrace. Our spacious house -
_had three doors and any number of basement and ground

floor windows. After the robbery, on the nights when -
Steve was away on business and Christine, Nanny, and I
were alone in that big house, I was terrified in a way I
have never known, s

I wanted a home to make Christine happy,’ o g:ve her
all the benefits of suburban living that I had. From the
moment they arrived in Short Hills, she and Nanny were
miserable. They were, in Nanny’s words, “virtual prison-
¥, When Steve and I left at dawn, iley were-alone,
without a car, until we returned at 8:00 or 9:00 at night.
Now that Christine was in the ideal eavironment she
hardly ever saw her parents. We kept her up way beyond
the bedtime of most two- or three-year-olds. But during
the week that still meant our seeing her for only an hour
or so a day.

Why, I frequently asked myself, had I insisted on buy-
ing a suburban home? Was it i"eally the walls, floors, rugs,
the ceilings and furniture? To a smali extent I realized the

answer was yes; I did respond to the roominess of a house __

and the beautiful furnishings. But the problems we expe-
rienced in the house in Short Hills taught me what it was
that I had really valued about my own upbringing in the
equally attractive house in Larchmont—the warm, intefli-

_gent, secure human relationships I found there.

- 1 wanted a home so we could meet people, entertain,
enjoy nice things, and at last stop being working robots.
My fantasy was to have an elegant dinner party as often as
possible in my beautiful dining room with a crackling fire
warming us. In reality, of course, we were never home
long enough during waking hours to meet anyone we.
might invite to join us at the table. Steve had become a
partner at the Wall Street law firm of Thacher, Proffitt &
Wood, but his hours were sometimes even longer than

-they had been during his days as an associate. For us, it be- -

came increasingly apparent that the house was something "
we were either working to pay for or traveling to get to.

One night a major electric storm shut down the rail- -
road, leaving Steve stranded in a remote area about 10

“miles away. Trees were down, blocking main roads, and 1

felt helpless in mapping a route to pick him up. I had no
one to call for help. Because I was away all day at work, I
was a stranger in my own reighborhood. "

At this stage of my life, the only way I could possxbly :
keep track of what was going on and assure myself that I .
was where I was supposéd to be was to keep 4 calendar .
close at all times and have a typed data sheet available for -
each day, A typical one follows. '

23
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WEDNESDAY
5:30 Up.

6:15 Steve and I leave house (let's dl‘lV€ to wark; PATI—I ‘

o ‘trams still on strike).
7:00
.~ human.

8:00 Get to office.

"% Read morning papers.

"+ Proofread and send off article for 1hzs month 5
i Weight Watchers column.

" Proof and send out this week’s Fooa’ and Your

" Health columns.
" Rehearse today’s TV scripts.”
" Scan and clip New England Journal and JAMA.
" Order new snowsuit for Christine.
~ Check with MD on Christine’s cough. .
~ Call Bill to accept speech for October.
" Find out when Dave will fix washing machine.
9—10 Meet with MX to go over fall newsletter; are book
reviews, articles and interviews done? Brainstorm
on lead story, Work out, mock up, and time
- frame.
Meet with Anne on budget status of foundataon
* requests; salary review; new prospects for raising
- money; membership drive; sales of reports, ete.
11-12 Read Wall Street Journal.
" Answer mail (20-30 letters).
Return morning phone calls,
Ask Grandma if she can take Christine next
Wednesday; Nanny has to go to doctor,

10-11

Check to see if Lady Fingers Agency can send.

" someone to clean house Monday,
Tape 20 television segments for Cable News Net-
work, ' ' ‘
3:00  Back to office; return calls.
"3:30-4:30 Review and critique scientific position paper
on caffeine; suggestions to Beverly for next
o draft, publishing it, etc,
< 4:30-5:30 Work with Terry on saccharin paper. When
77 will final draft be done? '
-530 7 Write this month’s column for Family Weekly
~.. " (fad diets). -
L Prepare first draft of Counc:ii s Annual Report.
_* Make sure paychecks are in,
T Pay personal phone bill, gas and electricity.
7. Call Joe in San Francisco to accept spcech for
‘December ' ‘
- Write 10 radio scrlpts. '
7: 00 Mcet Steve at car,

122

" 8:00 Home.

**~ 8:15 Quick shopping.
8:45 Play with Chrtstmc
9. 30 Start dinner.

ey i yreen

e

Arrive at Y. Swim, Attempt to ﬁx up and look’

R Uy —rmrrr e e -

The End. And the Beginning.

It was all wrong. I finally had to acknowledge it. We
weren’t living, We were existing much the way a comput-
er does when it is piungcd in and switched on. But why
was it wrong?

When I took the time to thmk it through calmly, the
analysis was pretty clear. 1 was trying to lead two very
different lives. I wanted to be both the caring, tireless,
suburban wife'and mother my mother was, and the ambi-
tious, achieving, competent and respected professional
career woman I was trained to be. It is with considerable
pain and hurm ity that I began to admit the clashing real-
ity. :
But no sooner had I made the admission than I rejected
it, If we got rid of the apartment and eliminated the
daffiness "of running around to three residences, ‘would
that he]p” Certainly, Attempting to live in three places
obviously had an unsettling effect on Christine as well as
on us. At one point this fall she approached me with a
very troubled look and asked, “Mommy, this year will
Santa Claus come to New York or New Jersey?” But
even if we eliminated the apartment we would still have fo
deal with the daily commuting and the isolation of Nanny
and Christine in the suburbs. Would it be possible if we
replaced Nanny with a full-time live-in housekeeper with
a driver’s license, who could do everything——cooking,
shopping, cleaning, chauffering and taking care of Chris-
tine? I doubt that such a person exists. Anyway, more
important to me than a spotless kitchen and dustless cof-
fee table was the certainty that Christine was encouraged
to read, paint, sing, and play. And Nanny did that.

Could I keep this show from folding if Steve assumed
more of my tasks? Not really; he, too, was caught up in
the work-family cycle: gefting home after 8:00, up until
midnight paying bills, looking for screens for the kitchen
windows, trying to figure out why the ice maker didn't
work, rewiring the stereo speakers, and then up again at
5:30 AM. You might well think that a career man married
to a career woman with a large income just had to be a big
winner. Actually, his life might be easier if his wife were
home all day, cooking, cleaning, caring.for baby, and
arriving with fresh makeup to meet him at the 8:07.
Indeed, the comparison of the extra cash and pride in an
achieving wife versus the serenity that might be part of a
traditional mother-at-home situation might come out as a

". near even draw,

Would it work if 1 abandoned my career and stayed
home? Emphatlcally yes—except, of course, for my frus-
tration at wasting my professional training, and for the
reality that without two salaries we couldn’t have sup-

" ported our life-style. Even so, that second salary is some-

thing of a trap for working mothers. We must pay for the
help that replaces us in the home with after-tax dollars, so

across the board




that even if you are a top income producer, you can't
afford that much help.* If, for example, a New York
husband and wife make very large incomes, say $70,000
each, they pay two thirds of the total $140,000 in taxes
(the sum total of Federal, state, and local taxes). That

means the wife has about $24,000 left of her income after.

taxes. A good baby nurse in the New York area, once
you've added in Social Security and other benefits, costs a
minimum of $12,000 a year. Half of her salary, then,
generally goes for child care before she can ever think

- about paying cleaning help, car pool and nursery school

bills, rot to mention the normal expenses of working, like
wardrobe costs and commuting.

Through all the dialogues and soul searchmg 1 did
about juggling my various jobs and family, I was avoiding
facing up 10 what is an embairassiaeit in feminist circles
but a real and brutally threatening question: Can you be
both a successful wife and mother and a successful
career woman? Is it inevitable that one or the other will
suffer? The question is certainly appropriate for men
too—but is particularly telling for today’s working wife,
who is the one more likely to have a dual role. The mod-
ern women's magazines tell of the joys of shared house-
hold tasks and childrearing and advise you to have your
husband work part-time, so he can help you out at home.
But in the real world this is, of course, nonsense. In our
lifetime at least, working mothers, unlike working

~-fathers, are going to continue to have two jobs and two

areas of responsibility.

“Ii's going to get worse,” well-meaning mothers I meet
on airplanes, in grocery stores and playgrounds tell me.
“You've got it easy now. Your daughter’s still a baby and
you have fuli-time help. Wait *til she’s a teenager and she
comes home to an empty house. Then you'll have your
problems. You simply cannot raise an adolescent without
one parent on full-time duty.” If that is true, then what is
the point of pushing women today into careers in medi-

" cine, law, and business? Who is going to be home to take
- care of the children?

Again, the thrcaltening question: Can we be both good
homemakers and mothers and succeed in a career?- -
1 have given that question a great deal of thought since

I finally acknowledged that the activities of my life were-

more than I or anyone else could handle. And my tenta-
tive answer is yes, it is possible. But there are limits.

I can have a nice, comfortable home. But in order to
keep both career and family intact it has to be in the city.
And it must be small and manageable. The suburban
house and its commute had to go. We had to put it on the
market. (All those linens I'd accumulated! The dining-
room set! The piano! Christine’s playroom!)

*Child care is not tax deductible. The IRS aliows a tax credit
of a maximum of $400 for one child, $800 for two or more.
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The calamity of our venture into suburbia did, for me, -
make the bubble burst. But the underlying question of .~
how to balance a family and a profession remained, We
did choose to bring Christine into the world. She is the -

_joy of our life. We wanted to—and felt obligated to-~do .

our best to make her a happy, intelligent, sociable child.
At bottom, then, my child, not my career, was my highest
priority. And having reaffirmed that, the solution to the =
juggling act was clear. First, I would find people to help
me with the cleaning, shopping, and errands, even if that
meant that all of my income was consumed by expenses of
the household budget. Second, I would cut back oa pro-
fessional activities to make certain there was lots of reom
for Christine in my life. The second decision was one
based on a premise that would not sit well with feminists:
As a carcer ‘womar with 2 family, my aspirations anc
achievements had to be somewhat less than a career man
with a family—or a career couple without children.

hy was my professional life to be diminished— .
\)&/ rather than Steve’s, or both our careers? My
work, a smorgasbord of activities, had more
flexibility than his. If he was to continue to be a partner at
a law firm, he had to put in a 10-hour day. Indeed, it is
probably accurate to say that most professional men today .-
do not have the sort of job freedom to allow more partici-
pation in parenthood. Maybe 50 years from now things
will be different. But like other working mothers, I have
to survive within the system as it exists. How would I cut
back if I, too, were a partner at a law firm or an officer at a
major corporation? The only answer is that as a mother 1
simply could not stay in suck a job. I am now convinced
that the only way parenthood and joint careers can be

. successfully mingled is if at least one parent, usually the -

wife, chooses a career with substantial flexibility—one
where she is her own boss or has. strictly defined and
limited hours.

T could still work at my job full time. But I would ieave L

at 5 pM., not 7. I could travel, but not more than a day or

two a month. The two-day seminar in Denver was okay, :.
but the international symposium in Japan was out. Icould © .

continue to writé books—but one next year, not three. 1
could do cable-television spots, but would have to turn‘ :

down the radio station’s offer to do a weekly interview .
show. I could work for a job and for a cause, but not to the
extent that there was no time and energy left to meet my :
family responsibilities and to enjoy the company of my E

husband and child, :
The day I faced the necessity for modifying and re- -

aligning those life goals made long-ago was a most diffi- "

cult one for me because, in essence, I had discovered my .

limits. But it was also the day I stopped marching to the

beat of a series of other people’s drums, and began confi-
dently following the beat of my own. I hope. H
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