a true encounter

I wrote you recently regarding

the employment problems of the ment-
I regret that I may have

ally a1ll, ;
equated employment of any klnd.tu
apparent "normality" and "salvation

from a life of misery".
| T would like to share SOmE of my

recent experiences and impressions
with you.

After my first emotional break-
I desperately sought employ-

dowT,

ment After half a dozen or SO att-
empts, I was able to stick with one
job - yes, as a typist - for one
year. (Typists are people. They,
too, have their story.) At any rate
it was a year of great misery. T

was competent as a typist, but my
SUPErviSors informed me that I was
totally lacking 1in initiative and
drive. Weighed down with depression
I slept .every Ilunch hour in the
ladies' lounge and also slept immed-
jately after returning home from
work. I was absent from work more
than was necessary. Anti-depress-
ants dincreased my appetite and I
gained weight. '

It seemed clear that I was a per-
son of 1little wvalue. All aspira-
tions crushed under the realities of
weakness and fatigue, I allowed my-
self to be completely defined as a
person by my work role and by the
attitudes of my employers. I tried
to explain to my employers that I
had been emotionally ill and that in
time I would change, but it was to
no avail. It was clear that they
did not believe in me. I did try to
change, but it seemed futile and
painfully slow. In desperxation I
gquit the joeb. On my last day they
refused to give me my cheque until

the last hour for fear I would leave
early.

I became a nursing  aide. I

- worked as hard as I could, never be-
“;;ng late or absent. It was another
world. T worked on a floor consist-

- ing of gynaecology patients and fe-
- male geriatric patients, many of
~ whom were classified as requiring
- Level 4 care. I learned how to feed
and to bathe them, to provide fresh
' linen and. gowns at regular interv-
- als. But T wished there could have
_;’Eﬁan; more laughter and some song, a
- little joy to illuminate the stark
- white antiseptic rooms. I worked
seven and eight day stretches, in-
uding weekends and holidays. I
there as long as 1 could, six
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hs. I knew T could never be a

Oonce, having read Germaine Greer,
T thought 1t would be nice to work
at what 15 considered to be one of
the "male" occupations. Alas, I
1ack the strength to be that kind of

liberated woman. It seems clear
that I may never find a ready-to-

wear occupation.
returned to the world of

I have
the typist. I work on temporary
assignments. I would really like to

find permanent part-time work. How-
ever, it seems that no one would
consider hiring me on a permanent

basis.
T am not yet ready to write my-
self off. Society seems capable of

writing me off; a small voice 1nside
me keeps whispering persistently
that, vyes, I do have something to
offer, I do have some small abilit-
ies as yet untested, I do have a
right to be here.

I would like part-time work. Un=
employment Insurance provides no
security; it does not last forever.
Welfare satisfies one's dire physic-

al needs. They are not interested
in paying for one's aspirations,
particularly if these aspirations

are not going to lead to employment.
If I can satisfy only my dire physi-
cal needs, there seems no reason to
go on living.

T would like part-time work. I
would like to have the time to visit
the elderly, to teach a retarded
child on a part-time basis. Why
would I do these things? Partly for
selfish reasons, I admit: "...some

faint feeling of confidence that my

smile...my presence...has value and
can give life." "...I can do some-
thing worthwhile...maybe I am worth-
while..." (Jean Vaniexr, "Tears of
Silence".)

T would like part-time work. I
would like the time to study conver-
sational French. For no practical

reason. It happens to be part of my
heritage.
I would 1like part-time work be-

cause I no longer aspire to live in
an expensive apartment. I did once.
It was my refuge from the world, my
prison. I would now like a room. I
would hope to challenge its utilita-
rian nature with shades of hot pink
and brown. And I would pray that it
not become a prison but a warm and
happy nook with a welcome mat.

T would 1like part-time work be-
cause after a full day of typing I
am drained,

- But I can find no part-time job
There is no guaranteed annual in-
come. Welfare will not pay for my

MAYBE | AM WORTHWHILE
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French legsons, my other aspirations

or the decoration of my room. What
is the answer? . o |
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They say 1
dnes

am mentally jjy
have met many people during
course of my 1illness, some § i
shattered, bleeding egos. We mht'z
our pain in group therapy - my g a’;‘l
of the reality of others fﬂrﬁver,uq i
tered by these true encounters, ui 1
What is the answer? I Tefeaty
don't know. I only know that i)
encountered in print the hope |

is Jean Vanier. I quote from "i pe

E
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of Silence": tw
_ -

"he who clutches desperately to jay

urity - tur
to every day habits, work, orgmat

ation, friends, VOT
family. .. S
closed off... 1in

no longer lives: Or

more than security, 11:

life needs adventure nt’

risk Wn

dynamic activity pp

self-giving av

presence to otherth
"the worthy 1lady, over rimmed g|€

ses, saying: Xt
'lazy'’ ee
the bank manager shouting: ra
‘stupid"’ 1V
are right...in a way... nd
the miserable man knows it only #V©
well fe

his misery is the awareness of >
misery =
'i remain in the vomit of my wor
lessness. ..

"wvou are a human person
important

mysterious

infinitely precious
what you have to say

is important ,H
because it flows i
from a human person -q
in you there are those seeds W
of the infinite 'S

those germs of love...of b_eau't&.’"_;m
which must rise £rom the e&l‘-‘%

vour misery =3
so humanity be fulfilled. \e
if you do not rise le
then something will be missing (
if you are not fulfilled ,
it is terrable - 4

you must rise again .
on the third day... -
rise again because we all need ©
you 9
for you are a child of God =
you, Sam -
john

willie mae ;

my brother...my sister
be loved |
beloved".




