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Bravo for memories recounting, and
not done to other’s harm. Willred
Sheed, who lives in North Haven, in this
chronicle of his repelitive and plagu-
ing llinesses. has not only succeeded
in letting us experience what he has
gone through — any good wriler could
do that and Mr. Sheed Is an exceplion-
ally good writer — but has, I belleve,
conducted his own psychoanalysis and,
to all appearances, done il rather well.

Sheed's writing in In Love With Day-
light (Simon and Schuster) is like a
dancing brook leaping over rocks with
surprising eddles; he carrles us
through a major portion of his life with
a conviction of its goodness and a com-
mitment lo Its continuity. The story
starts with his contracting the “AIDS™
of the 1940s, polio. a painful detour for
a 14-year-old in love with sports and
alive with the beliel that a “cure” was
sure lo be found.

Further on in the lext, and in his
life, we are brought to a place where
the walers of life seem absent, namely
Sheed's struggle with alcohollsm and
sleeping pllls, Along with whatever else
may have been a factor, these were
major contributors to his depression
which we are allowed to glimpse with-
out being burdened. Finally, the
author's struggles in his 50s with
tongue cancer. and the reality of death

Is recounted and encountered. Encoun-
ter 1s what we experience throughout
this text. No sell-pity here; no excesses
of praise or blame at parents, or
spouses, or the unavoldable ambigu-
ities and detours of life.

Motivational Mantras

There is anger in Lhe text but it
seems aimed at the right targets: the
all-too-frequent simplistic formulae
that pass for psychotherapy today. That
is, the tendency of some mental health
professionals to speak of resolving com-
plex psychological and physical ill-
nesses by way of consclous motiva-
tional mantras. In this regard Mr.
Sheed's eriticism of AA, which does not
lessen his appropriate appreclation, is
well taken. Here is a life that has had a
rendezvous with an angel of darkness,
and while the struggle continued
Sheed's highly productive life went on.

The text highlights, somewhat overly
s0, the physical realities the author has
struggled with, as a counter-point, 1
suspect, to some of the naive psycho-
loglcal formulae he was exposed to. But
his very writing and his struggles to
understand his sickness, as well as
himsell, betrays an expressive capac-
ity for sell-awareness which Is neither
maudlin or seli-indulgent.

Both of Sheed's parents, Frank
Sheed and Maisle Ward, were well-
known and highly respected lecturers
and writers, particularly among Catho-
lie intellectuals. Yel thelr presence and
fame do not shadow the text and. al-
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with polio, was offered everything from
the waters of Lourdes to the warm
springs of Colorado, we are not dis-
tracied by any glamour, Rather we are
privy to a young man's loss at not be-
ing able to play his beloved sports.

As he comes lo terms with pollo's
permanent presence in his life, we si-
multaneously see someone who will not
think of himself as handicapped — it
cripples one to do so. The constant
motif, throughout the text, s that po-
lio has serlous and permanent conse-
guences, as does aleoholism and drugs,
and cancer, none of which can be talked
aboult, simplistically, as psychosomatic
flinesses.

Latent Factors

Unfortunately, some of the profes-
sionals at “"Happy Village,” a recupera-
tion retreat for drug and aleohol abuse,
so overplayed the accepted formulae,
e.g.. once an alcoholle always so —
never a drink for the rest of life — that
individual differences and variations
were lost to a mass mentality. Conse-
quently, whatever of value was trying
to be conveyed about the importance
of any role of the mind in sickness went
astray or was eclipsed by jargon. The
author, undoubtedly, is familiar with
the hidden or latent factors which pro-
pel many of our actions; any good text
can be read on many levels and this
text Is no exception.

I have to conclude, therefore, that
Mr. Sheed made an effort, as he did
when he contracted polio, to stand tall
— an all-too-forgotten admirable post-
tion in life. Physical paln, chemical de-
pendencies, debilitating depression
became for him the warp and woof of
a life that Is in self-creation. And sell-
creation, with all its lights and dark-
ness, is what “shrinks” should be mid-
wives to. The goal of any decent analy-
sis is to aid people to take ownership
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of what has happened to them as well
as recognize that they had a hand in
bringing about themselves.

Mr. Sheed has clearly done this with
a humor and charm that transcend
mere awareness. Whatever help some
competent analysts may have offered
in forging this awareness is left unclear.
What is clear Is that Mr. Sheed has
found his own words, as we must all
do. to name himself and his life place.

Note, for example, Sheed's comment:
“So one of the several gifts that nobody
so much as hinted at down In "Happy
Valley” has turned out to be the best of
all, namely the gift of gifts — the ability
to face sickness and death with some-
thing like equanimity.” Life can become
a celebration without turning that
awareness into a formula thereby de-
nying the personal task, for each of us,
of reaching that awareness. “Task" is,
1 believe, the word. There is no auto-
matic promise or success, despite the
self-help books that drug our eyes, or
the sell-help missionaries who have a
cure for whatever it {4 that afls us.

Perceptive Reflections

In one of his final chapters, “Radia-
tHon,” we not only hear some of his
musings on life but see that Lthe sell-
understanding that he has achleved is
evidenced in his sensitive and mature
musings about some homosexual men
he and his wife met while in Florida, as

are his perceptive refllections on ado- -

lescent depression and how parents
should respond. Sheed's celebration of
his life is the recognition that there is
strength, all too frequently unrecog-
nized, which is ours when adversity
stalks.

Look death In the face and you can,
with sobriety, know the beauty of life.

It 1s a beauty not marred by sell-preoc-
cupation or self-gratification. i.e., “lets
get all we can!™ but rather a sober ap-
preciation of the daylight and the quiet
Joy of spending it with those whom we
love. All this is done without recourse
to psychobabble or religious formulae.

Mr. Sheed reaches, | believe, a us-
able spiritual awareness, having
struggled with the angel of physical and
mental pain for most of the night and
grown through the battle. Few of us
may have such dramatic encounters —
our lives are made up of ordinary, ev-
eryday pain. This text is, nevertheless.
a tribute to what s best in a'l of us —
the sporting fight that can make of our
days a human life. Mr. Sheed Is quite
an athlete. Bravol



