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Living With an Impostor is a unique look into one man's mind and heart as he struggles to cope
with clinical depression and a wife who is evaporating before his eyes into the pit of dementia
that is Alzheimer's disease. Infusing it all is his life as a successful artist, and questions he
eventually faces regarding just how his art and depression form part of the awful spiral of
emotional torment he faces as his wife begins to disappear. In doing so, he reveals the very
personal terrors that stalk two diseased brains, and struggles to find some meaning in it all.All
this combines into a cautionary tale that will ring true to anyone over 50. You will laugh. You will
cry. You will ask yourself some of the hard questions most people forget to ask while there is still
time. The author uses excerpts from personal journals and other writings to weave together the
three related stories of art, dementia, and depression into a book that reveals something of the
disjointed nature of human experience and points again and again to the role small, seemingly
trivial decisions can have in all our lives: how chance can become a most powerful conspirator,
leading us down paths un-chosen and changing our lives forever.As the author attempts to find
personal meaning in the course his life has taken, the reader is swept along in their own
personal journey, wondering about their own past and future, and about those decisions both
grand and small that have brought them to their particular place on their unique road into the
future. Some will find solace. Others will find heartbreak. All will come away looking at
themselves and their lives differently, for better or for worse.
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LeeAdditional information is available at LeeV2.comI have felt the wind of the wing of madness
pass over me.- Charles Baudelaire, 1862For Mary, my love. Prologue The call of a mourning
dove is all it takes. Heard through closed windows, but as though in the next room, plaintive,
chained to memories thought safely buried, it transports my mind instantly to other places and
times. Alone. Morning. Mourning. The scent of Spring in the desert trails behind, also
unbidden. Memories of a youth spent with awkward care but now seemingly squandered, seep
into me. My memories ride the song but then linger and shunt to other moments passed. The
scent fades. The song is consumed by other chirps and clicks and whirs and moves away until
lost to another day. But I am caught. My mind rises to the crest of each memory as it flows within
me, and then surfs along until the current weakens or fades or crashes into a submerged reef,
and then I am swept back out to sea by an incessant flow of jumbled thoughts, only to be caught
up again by another wave, powerless. Most books of this sort follow the convention of beginning
at the beginning. But perhaps because I often feel that my life is disjointed and plotless, or
because I still cannot put the pieces of my life together in a meaningful sequence, or cannot
construe the sequence they do form, I am forced to ignore convention. Blame the mourning
dove. So I begin today, just a few months prior to my 60th birthday, a day I considered for some
time to be D-Day: Death Day. I’m not so sure now. The life I was living was almost more than I
could bear, full of fear and failure and depression. Fear and failure are still present, but the worst
of it all, the depression that dogged me for over 40 years, has finally been put away, locked in a
box in my brain, over which I now stand guard, doing all in my power keep it from being opened
by any thing or thought or person. I spent decades fighting that demon, and I refuse to let it loose
within me again. The story of that battle weaves in and out of all the past 40 years, defining, in
large part, what and who I became. The final battle in which the black dog was finally overcome
will be part of the story, mostly because it has occurred to me that there has been more than one
impostor involved in my life: myself. It could be that viewing myself as an impostor is merely a
convenient construct; I suppose you must be the judge of that. Perhaps I only feel as though I’m
an impostor because I’ve been an “overachiever” for much of my life, or at least a clever
subversive, changing the rules of games so that I could win. I first became aware of this proclivity
when in high school, I think. Following a highly intelligent brother two years my senior through
those years in school almost required me to subvert the system, since I was horrified at the
prospect of not equaling his prowess and achievements. He was smart, so I would be clever,
and I honed those skills into an artful science through the college years that followed. April 26,
2007 — Journal Entry Time machines surround me. On any visit to Mary’s house, I’m
surrounded by them: pieces of our history together. Mere objects of wood or leather or glass or



metal, static to all else, but reaching out to me as strongly as the call of the mourning
dove. Pieces of our past together, they become deep ocean swells that carry me again through
the flow of the past toward an unknown shore. I find it interesting that my brother became an
actor and then a teacher, and I became a teacher and then an artist. He gave up the pursuit of
wealth and travel and adventure in exchange for a modicum of stability, and for a family. I gave
up stability and a family in exchange for the relatively unfettered life of an artist. As I watched his
family grow and change over the years, I often wondered whether I might have made a bad
choice, knowing that in the end, family trumps all else. But the die seemed cast years before,
when we started down these disparate roads, and the choices were made with eyes open. If my
life now is not as I would have wanted it to be, I cannot fault others, or even the exuberance of
youth. They say that the most important line in a drawing is the first one; that it establishes the
character, position, and relationships of all that follow. And so it is with our lives, which grow and
mutate and search for unification and meaning based on the earliest decisions or compromises
or attitudes we take. The branching universes of possibility are both wondrous and horrible to
contemplate. So this is a book built of bits and pieces. There are entries identified as “Time
Node” that are written in the present tense because they are as real to me today as they were
years or decades ago. Other entries, the actual foundations of the book, are excerpts from two
weblogs I kept for a few years. “Living With an Impostor” entries are from a blog titled
“Alzheimer’s: Living With an Impostor. My Life as an Alzheimer’s Caregiver”—that I started in
May of 2004 and continued until November of 2006. “Transmaniac” entries are from a blog titled
“My Life as a Transmaniac”—that I started at about the same time that I quit adding to the “Living
With an Impostor” blog. I have tried to weave these two stories together with commentary
written in a manner that will help illuminate their convergence. I see them as though they are two
separate universes, rippling curtains hung side-by-side, sometimes touching, melding, and at
other times singularly distinct, though they are both a part of me. The larger universe, that of my
more than 40 year battle with depression, is the stage upon which my life has played out. The
smaller, that of my wife’s descent into dementia, also plays out upon that stage, but extends
further, to the time of now, when the depression has finally ended, or at least been cowed into
submission. I chose to use excerpts from those two weblogs because they most clearly describe
my thoughts and feelings at the time they were written. If at times they seem more to cloud than
to clarify, it is only because the mind (or MY mind, at least) does not necessarily take linear
tracks through time, especially when the brain hosting that mind is at times awash in powerful
psychoactive drugs and at others free to seek its own level. So you will note that throughout the
first half of the book, the excerpts are presented in an especially disconcerting non-linear way,
my aim being to establish an overall context rather than a sequential biography. Further along,
they come back into a linear format so as to present more of the actual flavor of my life during
those periods. Chapter 1August 18, 1977 — Time NodeMy 30th birthday. I have lived with a
woman some 5 years my junior for almost as many years. Recently I had purchased a parcel of
land, about 5 acres, crossing from one valley to another across a hilltop in northeast Tucson, far



from the city. I hope to build a home on this land, and today I have created some subterfuge (a
picnic, I think) and driven us out to the property in the late afternoon. My courage finally in
command, I put my arms on her shoulders and turn her to face me. “Will you marry me?” I ask. A
pregnant pause, unexpected. “I don’t see why not,” she replies. Unexpectedly obtuse, I recall
thinking. There is a hint of approaching monsoon rain in the air.In the early 1960’s, while in high
school, it was easy for all to see that I was different. I excelled in my studies but had few friends. I
usually found a place to sit alone during lunch, separating myself from other students rather than
face the humiliation of being separated from them by command or neglect or indifference. I had
discovered that my status was that of a useful tool. Schoolmates called me “The Walking
Dictionary,” and knew that though socially clueless, I made a great lab- or project-partner in any
class. I learned many things during my high school years, but the most important had not to do
with any subject or course. I learned that I was creative, that I could alter my life experience
through this creativity, and that I existed on an intellectually and creatively different level than
others.I hated life—my life then, and in some ways longed to just be normal. But there were
strong currents moving within me, leading not outward, but inward to my core. I had begun to
define myself. And I had become aware that I was responsible for what I was and was yet to
become. I read poetry. I read Shakespeare. I read books on the occult and on art and on history. I
read Something Wicked This Way Comes by Ray Bradbury, and felt a kinship with the magical
world of Cougar and Dark’s Phantasmagorical Pandaemonium Shadow Show. I recall writing
about witches with their eyelids sewn shut with spider webs.One of my teachers took note, and I
was sent to be questioned by a psychiatrist. Diagnosis: severe clinical depression. I was 16
years old. November 27, 2006 — Transmaniac As I now, at the age of 59+, read Styron's
Darkness Visible, I think back to those tender and horrible years of my youth when, at the most
tender and suffering age of 16 or so I began a lifelong struggle against depression. I had bought
a copy of Sartre's Nausea (and I recall quite clearly that the paperback with the popular black
and white, grainy photograph on the cover cost an astounding $2.95--a small fortune for me in
those years). Sartre’s thoughts on God and His death made the cover of Time Magazine. Who
could ignore the heralded "GOD IS DEAD". Well, God had died for me just a year or two earlier,
or at least decided in His wisdom not to bother to speak with me in any comprehensible form
and therefore became, in my mind, a conceptual irrelevance. And I've been thinking about
Styron's attempt to describe this disease of the mind and spirit in terms that might be
apprehended by someone who has not suffered a moment of it. I think of the stupefying
numbness and dread which can daily smother me like blankets of coarse wool—like waves
breaking over and pulling me under. I think about the fear of having lived all this life for nothing,
as Camus’ stranger entangles himself in darkness. I think about suicide and about cancer, and I
realize that of all the horrible afflictions wrought upon us by chance or mischance as they battle
for supremacy, each most horrible to their sufferers, some are anointed with grandeur,
nevertheless. To die from cancer is to be writ large among the stars, and even to be plotted as a
circumferential line drawn by the mind upon the face of the Earth. Imagine it: a disease so awful



that it has taken the name of an entire breadth of space through which, by line of sight and a
moment in time, the planets wander. Cancer! How grand! How horrible! How honored! But
depression? Ha! No stars herald my life's passageway, though many tears may fall. A somnolent
disease, largely unplumbed as the ocean floor, and as near dead. Melancholia would suffice,
perhaps, and may yet assume sway as time and writers' proclivities are overwhelmed by future
history. Certainly it is a much more mellifluous, if not accurately descriptive word. But
depression? Where in the heavens or on Earth do you see it wheel? The attempt to describe
depression (such an ugly little word) to someone who has never felt its breath on his neck is like
talking of God to an ant busy about its ant business. There is no sense in it, no possibility of even
a glimmer of understanding. Nor need for it. And with these thoughts swirling through my own
demented brain, I read for the first time, Baudelaire's wonderful words: "I have felt the wind of the
wing of madness." He knew. I feel that wind almost daily. He knew, and a disease that can be
embodied in those words deserves more than the whispered, almost dismissively clinical,
depression. I feel worthless enough. To be branded (the whispers and nods, again) "depressed"
is an insult I will likely carry to my grave. You know. That one over there just beyond the hill. I've
been working at it in fits and starts for years, but am almost done. And to have dug my own grave
is an act of human grand passion and reasonableness, I think, not something to be denied or
excused as though I am an inconsiderate clod. Loneliness was a constant in my years
from high school on through my early twenties. It seemed almost an inescapable part of me, and
became such familiar territory that I staked my own claim early on, in self defense. If I held
myself apart from others, I could not be dismissed or abandoned by them. It became a badge of
honor. Oh, I did have friends, but not many. Those from high school drifted away, for the most
part, when I went away to college. Those from college followed into private lives of which I would
come to know nothing, when my degrees were achieved. And though I had felt a deep longing
for romantic love, I remained awkward around girls and women until I discovered how intellect
and awkwardness could be combined into a relatively attractive package. Some months
after my proposal on the hill, we married. A year and seven months later, to the day, she was
gone. The clock I had purchased on our first anniversary stopped that same day. I pled with her. I
tried to reason with her. I went to counseling with her to save our marriage. But I failed. Finally, I
asked, “Why did you agree to marry me?” There was no pause. “I couldn’t think of any good
reason not to,” she said. “I don’t love you any more.” I do not know now, nor will I likely ever know
whether she ever really loved me at all. But I have come to realize that this was a seminal
moment in my life, not only because it was a bold dark line in the drawing that was to become
me, but because it put the lie to a concept I had constructed and cherished over the years: that
love was forever.

April 26, 2007 — Journal Entry Time machines surround me. On any visit to Mary’s house, I’m
surrounded by them: pieces of our history together. Mere objects of wood or leather or glass or
metal, static to all else, but reaching out to me as strongly as the call of the mourning



dove. Pieces of our past together, they become deep ocean swells that carry me again through
the flow of the past toward an unknown shore. I find it interesting that my brother became an
actor and then a teacher, and I became a teacher and then an artist. He gave up the pursuit of
wealth and travel and adventure in exchange for a modicum of stability, and for a family. I gave
up stability and a family in exchange for the relatively unfettered life of an artist. As I watched his
family grow and change over the years, I often wondered whether I might have made a bad
choice, knowing that in the end, family trumps all else. But the die seemed cast years before,
when we started down these disparate roads, and the choices were made with eyes open. If my
life now is not as I would have wanted it to be, I cannot fault others, or even the exuberance of
youth. They say that the most important line in a drawing is the first one; that it establishes the
character, position, and relationships of all that follow. And so it is with our lives, which grow and
mutate and search for unification and meaning based on the earliest decisions or compromises
or attitudes we take. The branching universes of possibility are both wondrous and horrible to
contemplate. So this is a book built of bits and pieces. There are entries identified as “Time
Node” that are written in the present tense because they are as real to me today as they were
years or decades ago. Other entries, the actual foundations of the book, are excerpts from two
weblogs I kept for a few years. “Living With an Impostor” entries are from a blog titled
“Alzheimer’s: Living With an Impostor. My Life as an Alzheimer’s Caregiver”—that I started in
May of 2004 and continued until November of 2006. “Transmaniac” entries are from a blog titled
“My Life as a Transmaniac”—that I started at about the same time that I quit adding to the “Living
With an Impostor” blog. I have tried to weave these two stories together with commentary
written in a manner that will help illuminate their convergence. I see them as though they are two
separate universes, rippling curtains hung side-by-side, sometimes touching, melding, and at
other times singularly distinct, though they are both a part of me. The larger universe, that of my
more than 40 year battle with depression, is the stage upon which my life has played out. The
smaller, that of my wife’s descent into dementia, also plays out upon that stage, but extends
further, to the time of now, when the depression has finally ended, or at least been cowed into
submission. I chose to use excerpts from those two weblogs because they most clearly describe
my thoughts and feelings at the time they were written. If at times they seem more to cloud than
to clarify, it is only because the mind (or MY mind, at least) does not necessarily take linear
tracks through time, especially when the brain hosting that mind is at times awash in powerful
psychoactive drugs and at others free to seek its own level. So you will note that throughout the
first half of the book, the excerpts are presented in an especially disconcerting non-linear way,
my aim being to establish an overall context rather than a sequential biography. Further along,
they come back into a linear format so as to present more of the actual flavor of my life during
those periods. Chapter 1August 18, 1977 — Time NodeMy 30th birthday. I have lived with a
woman some 5 years my junior for almost as many years. Recently I had purchased a parcel of
land, about 5 acres, crossing from one valley to another across a hilltop in northeast Tucson, far
from the city. I hope to build a home on this land, and today I have created some subterfuge (a



picnic, I think) and driven us out to the property in the late afternoon. My courage finally in
command, I put my arms on her shoulders and turn her to face me. “Will you marry me?” I ask. A
pregnant pause, unexpected. “I don’t see why not,” she replies. Unexpectedly obtuse, I recall
thinking. There is a hint of approaching monsoon rain in the air.In the early 1960’s, while in high
school, it was easy for all to see that I was different. I excelled in my studies but had few friends. I
usually found a place to sit alone during lunch, separating myself from other students rather than
face the humiliation of being separated from them by command or neglect or indifference. I had
discovered that my status was that of a useful tool. Schoolmates called me “The Walking
Dictionary,” and knew that though socially clueless, I made a great lab- or project-partner in any
class. I learned many things during my high school years, but the most important had not to do
with any subject or course. I learned that I was creative, that I could alter my life experience
through this creativity, and that I existed on an intellectually and creatively different level than
others.I hated life—my life then, and in some ways longed to just be normal. But there were
strong currents moving within me, leading not outward, but inward to my core. I had begun to
define myself. And I had become aware that I was responsible for what I was and was yet to
become. I read poetry. I read Shakespeare. I read books on the occult and on art and on history. I
read Something Wicked This Way Comes by Ray Bradbury, and felt a kinship with the magical
world of Cougar and Dark’s Phantasmagorical Pandaemonium Shadow Show. I recall writing
about witches with their eyelids sewn shut with spider webs.One of my teachers took note, and I
was sent to be questioned by a psychiatrist. Diagnosis: severe clinical depression. I was 16
years old. November 27, 2006 — Transmaniac As I now, at the age of 59+, read Styron's
Darkness Visible, I think back to those tender and horrible years of my youth when, at the most
tender and suffering age of 16 or so I began a lifelong struggle against depression. I had bought
a copy of Sartre's Nausea (and I recall quite clearly that the paperback with the popular black
and white, grainy photograph on the cover cost an astounding $2.95--a small fortune for me in
those years). Sartre’s thoughts on God and His death made the cover of Time Magazine. Who
could ignore the heralded "GOD IS DEAD". Well, God had died for me just a year or two earlier,
or at least decided in His wisdom not to bother to speak with me in any comprehensible form
and therefore became, in my mind, a conceptual irrelevance. And I've been thinking about
Styron's attempt to describe this disease of the mind and spirit in terms that might be
apprehended by someone who has not suffered a moment of it. I think of the stupefying
numbness and dread which can daily smother me like blankets of coarse wool—like waves
breaking over and pulling me under. I think about the fear of having lived all this life for nothing,
as Camus’ stranger entangles himself in darkness. I think about suicide and about cancer, and I
realize that of all the horrible afflictions wrought upon us by chance or mischance as they battle
for supremacy, each most horrible to their sufferers, some are anointed with grandeur,
nevertheless. To die from cancer is to be writ large among the stars, and even to be plotted as a
circumferential line drawn by the mind upon the face of the Earth. Imagine it: a disease so awful
that it has taken the name of an entire breadth of space through which, by line of sight and a



moment in time, the planets wander. Cancer! How grand! How horrible! How honored! But
depression? Ha! No stars herald my life's passageway, though many tears may fall. A somnolent
disease, largely unplumbed as the ocean floor, and as near dead. Melancholia would suffice,
perhaps, and may yet assume sway as time and writers' proclivities are overwhelmed by future
history. Certainly it is a much more mellifluous, if not accurately descriptive word. But
depression? Where in the heavens or on Earth do you see it wheel? The attempt to describe
depression (such an ugly little word) to someone who has never felt its breath on his neck is like
talking of God to an ant busy about its ant business. There is no sense in it, no possibility of even
a glimmer of understanding. Nor need for it. And with these thoughts swirling through my own
demented brain, I read for the first time, Baudelaire's wonderful words: "I have felt the wind of the
wing of madness." He knew. I feel that wind almost daily. He knew, and a disease that can be
embodied in those words deserves more than the whispered, almost dismissively clinical,
depression. I feel worthless enough. To be branded (the whispers and nods, again) "depressed"
is an insult I will likely carry to my grave. You know. That one over there just beyond the hill. I've
been working at it in fits and starts for years, but am almost done. And to have dug my own grave
is an act of human grand passion and reasonableness, I think, not something to be denied or
excused as though I am an inconsiderate clod. Loneliness was a constant in my years
from high school on through my early twenties. It seemed almost an inescapable part of me, and
became such familiar territory that I staked my own claim early on, in self defense. If I held
myself apart from others, I could not be dismissed or abandoned by them. It became a badge of
honor. Oh, I did have friends, but not many. Those from high school drifted away, for the most
part, when I went away to college. Those from college followed into private lives of which I would
come to know nothing, when my degrees were achieved. And though I had felt a deep longing
for romantic love, I remained awkward around girls and women until I discovered how intellect
and awkwardness could be combined into a relatively attractive package. Some months
after my proposal on the hill, we married. A year and seven months later, to the day, she was
gone. The clock I had purchased on our first anniversary stopped that same day. I pled with her. I
tried to reason with her. I went to counseling with her to save our marriage. But I failed. Finally, I
asked, “Why did you agree to marry me?” There was no pause. “I couldn’t think of any good
reason not to,” she said. “I don’t love you any more.” I do not know now, nor will I likely ever know
whether she ever really loved me at all. But I have come to realize that this was a seminal
moment in my life, not only because it was a bold dark line in the drawing that was to become
me, but because it put the lie to a concept I had constructed and cherished over the years: that
love was forever. Friday, July 23, 2004 - Ambergris Caye, BelizeLetter to a friendBill,Well, this is
certainly another new low point for me. I've been enveloped by a massive apathy. I have no
dreams, no passions, no consuming interests, even. I've doubled my Prozac intake, but still just
drift through each day, finding it difficult to get anything accomplished. I've found that it doesn't
much matter to me where I am, but who I am with, that makes the difference in my life now, and I
find that (much as you) I am with someone who just sucks the life out of me. I think that being



back in Tucson will probably be good for me in that there will be more opportunity for interaction
with thoughtful, creative people, and this watery paradise has some ugliness underneath that I'll
enjoy being away from. Today was spectacular, but all I did was stay inside and read and sleep,
as I do most days, now.I don't know what will happen when I'm alone here, but unless the ennui
diminishes, I expect that it'll just be more of the same. I've thought about just leaving, somehow,
and starting over, and letting Mary's daughters tend to her. Give her all the money and just go
somewhere and live alone and try to find something that I think is worth living for. Right now, the
outlook is grim.Anyhow, the offer of a visit up north was immediately appealing, and your offer to
assist in Tucson much appreciated. After all these years of dealing with depression, and all the
pills and hope, to find myself back in the bottom of that well again is really disheartening.Mary
calls this return to Tucson "our last adventure," but I think that my last adventure has already
been had, and all that lies ahead is meaningless crap. I find that, in the end, I don't have my
father's fortitude or ability to absorb the pain of living with a wife who’s become astranger, and I
consider that a personal failure. I see my life as having been lived with honor, if not always with
grace, and that those philosophical ruminations that began in my teenage years continue today,
just as I feared they would. And I marvel at how people can live as though life actually meant
something.Ah, well. Another day gone. I'll read for a bit if I can, then sleep for a few hours. Will
likely be up again by midnight as one meaningless day melds into another.Sorry to sound so
down, but I am, and there doesn't seem to be a damned thing I can do about it. Just trying to
weather the storm until my options change, as surely they must. Concepts such as “forever” are
almost always problematic. In the case of the idea that love is forever, simple things like the
average human life span are ignored, so that the statement becomes a powerful but
meaningless romantic flourish. Nevertheless, the level of constancy expressed indicates at the
very least an important ideal, and it is just these kinds of ideals that have conspired to define my
concept of what it means to be a good man.Somewhere along the way from my first awakening
to reason, I began to construct an internally consistent ideal of what it meant for me to be
human. This seemed to me to be the ultimate power, and a requisite part of self-
actualization. Years before my first wife left me, the idea that love should be forever had become
an operative part of my attempt to be a good man, in spite of the hard realities of life. And therein
lay the great lie, now exposed by things apparently beyond my control. If for a good man, love
was forever, and if that love was found to be un-reciprocated, or even worse, unwanted, how was
I to survive? Could I let that poetic, essential part of my being wither into dust, and continue
living? Would I modify my ideal, or would I hold tight and carry it to my grave? Was it even a
matter of choice? The horror of having to face this stark choice was palpable.Chapter 2At about
the same time as my marriage proposal on my 30th birthday, I was introduced to the wonders of
cocaine. Not normally attracted to the recreational use of drugs, I had read numerous reports of
the growing popularity of the substance and studies that seemed to indicate that it was not
physically addicting. So when the opportunity suddenly arose for me to sample its pleasures,
and with no intention or means to acquire it on my own, I did not hesitate. And it was wonderful. It



seemed to unshackle me from doubt and inhibition. It fed the fires of my creativity. It threw a
smothering blanket fully across my aching, daily depression. I recall having the thought, that very
first night, that if I were ever to have a drug of choice, this would be it.And soon I wanted
more. Not only that, but I figured out how to get more. And I did get more. My use of the drug
increased over many months, and by the time my wife left, I was addicted. I didn’t hide the fact
from her, and I continue to this day to think my use of it must have contributed to her
dissatisfaction with our marriage. My use of cocaine nearly killed me, but it also kept me alive,
my only defense against a killing depression let loose by my realization that if I were to survive
the loss of love, I must alter my ideal of what it meant to be a good man. I could no longer believe
that the concept of love being forever was part of that equation.I painted a double portrait of the
two of us some time after she left. Both our faces were in profile, facing away from each
other. And between the two of us I painted a disintegrating bubble as a personally powerful
symbol of the loss I felt. I titled the painting Double Singularity as a play on words that indicated
the awkward incongruity of the situation, and even used the painting as an ad in Art News, a
slick, nationally distributed magazine in which I was running a series of full page ads at the
time. I don’t know what happened to the painting, though I know I didn’t sell it. February, 2007 —
Transmaniac About the time Hawking and Penrose were cooking up the elemental fires of the
Big Bang theory, I was finding out about Jean Paul Sartre and Existentialism. I was entirely too
young to be caught up in the idea that existence precedes essence, but there I was, depressed
as hell and receptive, and there it was, ready to be taken as my guidepost for life and
living. Through all these intervening years, it has served me well, though rarely thought about
directly. Given the constraints of my perceived reality, what I have made of myself, I am fully
responsible for what I have become. This allows me moments of elemental pride, in the same
way that it requires recognition of elemental responsibility. Today, I printed and taped to my
bathroom mirror a sign: "IT'S NOT ABOUT YOU!" 

Chapter 1August 18, 1977 — Time NodeMy 30th birthday. I have lived with a woman some 5
years my junior for almost as many years. Recently I had purchased a parcel of land, about 5
acres, crossing from one valley to another across a hilltop in northeast Tucson, far from the city. I
hope to build a home on this land, and today I have created some subterfuge (a picnic, I think)
and driven us out to the property in the late afternoon. My courage finally in command, I put my
arms on her shoulders and turn her to face me. “Will you marry me?” I ask. A pregnant pause,
unexpected. “I don’t see why not,” she replies. Unexpectedly obtuse, I recall thinking. There is a
hint of approaching monsoon rain in the air.In the early 1960’s, while in high school, it was easy
for all to see that I was different. I excelled in my studies but had few friends. I usually found a
place to sit alone during lunch, separating myself from other students rather than face the
humiliation of being separated from them by command or neglect or indifference. I had
discovered that my status was that of a useful tool. Schoolmates called me “The Walking
Dictionary,” and knew that though socially clueless, I made a great lab- or project-partner in any



class. I learned many things during my high school years, but the most important had not to do
with any subject or course. I learned that I was creative, that I could alter my life experience
through this creativity, and that I existed on an intellectually and creatively different level than
others.I hated life—my life then, and in some ways longed to just be normal. But there were
strong currents moving within me, leading not outward, but inward to my core. I had begun to
define myself. And I had become aware that I was responsible for what I was and was yet to
become. I read poetry. I read Shakespeare. I read books on the occult and on art and on history. I
read Something Wicked This Way Comes by Ray Bradbury, and felt a kinship with the magical
world of Cougar and Dark’s Phantasmagorical Pandaemonium Shadow Show. I recall writing
about witches with their eyelids sewn shut with spider webs.One of my teachers took note, and I
was sent to be questioned by a psychiatrist. Diagnosis: severe clinical depression. I was 16
years old. November 27, 2006 — Transmaniac As I now, at the age of 59+, read Styron's
Darkness Visible, I think back to those tender and horrible years of my youth when, at the most
tender and suffering age of 16 or so I began a lifelong struggle against depression. I had bought
a copy of Sartre's Nausea (and I recall quite clearly that the paperback with the popular black
and white, grainy photograph on the cover cost an astounding $2.95--a small fortune for me in
those years). Sartre’s thoughts on God and His death made the cover of Time Magazine. Who
could ignore the heralded "GOD IS DEAD". Well, God had died for me just a year or two earlier,
or at least decided in His wisdom not to bother to speak with me in any comprehensible form
and therefore became, in my mind, a conceptual irrelevance. And I've been thinking about
Styron's attempt to describe this disease of the mind and spirit in terms that might be
apprehended by someone who has not suffered a moment of it. I think of the stupefying
numbness and dread which can daily smother me like blankets of coarse wool—like waves
breaking over and pulling me under. I think about the fear of having lived all this life for nothing,
as Camus’ stranger entangles himself in darkness. I think about suicide and about cancer, and I
realize that of all the horrible afflictions wrought upon us by chance or mischance as they battle
for supremacy, each most horrible to their sufferers, some are anointed with grandeur,
nevertheless. To die from cancer is to be writ large among the stars, and even to be plotted as a
circumferential line drawn by the mind upon the face of the Earth. Imagine it: a disease so awful
that it has taken the name of an entire breadth of space through which, by line of sight and a
moment in time, the planets wander. Cancer! How grand! How horrible! How honored! But
depression? Ha! No stars herald my life's passageway, though many tears may fall. A somnolent
disease, largely unplumbed as the ocean floor, and as near dead. Melancholia would suffice,
perhaps, and may yet assume sway as time and writers' proclivities are overwhelmed by future
history. Certainly it is a much more mellifluous, if not accurately descriptive word. But
depression? Where in the heavens or on Earth do you see it wheel? The attempt to describe
depression (such an ugly little word) to someone who has never felt its breath on his neck is like
talking of God to an ant busy about its ant business. There is no sense in it, no possibility of even
a glimmer of understanding. Nor need for it. And with these thoughts swirling through my own



demented brain, I read for the first time, Baudelaire's wonderful words: "I have felt the wind of the
wing of madness." He knew. I feel that wind almost daily. He knew, and a disease that can be
embodied in those words deserves more than the whispered, almost dismissively clinical,
depression. I feel worthless enough. To be branded (the whispers and nods, again) "depressed"
is an insult I will likely carry to my grave. You know. That one over there just beyond the hill. I've
been working at it in fits and starts for years, but am almost done. And to have dug my own grave
is an act of human grand passion and reasonableness, I think, not something to be denied or
excused as though I am an inconsiderate clod. Loneliness was a constant in my years
from high school on through my early twenties. It seemed almost an inescapable part of me, and
became such familiar territory that I staked my own claim early on, in self defense. If I held
myself apart from others, I could not be dismissed or abandoned by them. It became a badge of
honor. Oh, I did have friends, but not many. Those from high school drifted away, for the most
part, when I went away to college. Those from college followed into private lives of which I would
come to know nothing, when my degrees were achieved. And though I had felt a deep longing
for romantic love, I remained awkward around girls and women until I discovered how intellect
and awkwardness could be combined into a relatively attractive package. Some months
after my proposal on the hill, we married. A year and seven months later, to the day, she was
gone. The clock I had purchased on our first anniversary stopped that same day. I pled with her. I
tried to reason with her. I went to counseling with her to save our marriage. But I failed. Finally, I
asked, “Why did you agree to marry me?” There was no pause. “I couldn’t think of any good
reason not to,” she said. “I don’t love you any more.” I do not know now, nor will I likely ever know
whether she ever really loved me at all. But I have come to realize that this was a seminal
moment in my life, not only because it was a bold dark line in the drawing that was to become
me, but because it put the lie to a concept I had constructed and cherished over the years: that
love was forever. Friday, July 23, 2004 - Ambergris Caye, BelizeLetter to a friendBill,Well, this is
certainly another new low point for me. I've been enveloped by a massive apathy. I have no
dreams, no passions, no consuming interests, even. I've doubled my Prozac intake, but still just
drift through each day, finding it difficult to get anything accomplished. I've found that it doesn't
much matter to me where I am, but who I am with, that makes the difference in my life now, and I
find that (much as you) I am with someone who just sucks the life out of me. I think that being
back in Tucson will probably be good for me in that there will be more opportunity for interaction
with thoughtful, creative people, and this watery paradise has some ugliness underneath that I'll
enjoy being away from. Today was spectacular, but all I did was stay inside and read and sleep,
as I do most days, now.I don't know what will happen when I'm alone here, but unless the ennui
diminishes, I expect that it'll just be more of the same. I've thought about just leaving, somehow,
and starting over, and letting Mary's daughters tend to her. Give her all the money and just go
somewhere and live alone and try to find something that I think is worth living for. Right now, the
outlook is grim.Anyhow, the offer of a visit up north was immediately appealing, and your offer to
assist in Tucson much appreciated. After all these years of dealing with depression, and all the



pills and hope, to find myself back in the bottom of that well again is really disheartening.Mary
calls this return to Tucson "our last adventure," but I think that my last adventure has already
been had, and all that lies ahead is meaningless crap. I find that, in the end, I don't have my
father's fortitude or ability to absorb the pain of living with a wife who’s become astranger, and I
consider that a personal failure. I see my life as having been lived with honor, if not always with
grace, and that those philosophical ruminations that began in my teenage years continue today,
just as I feared they would. And I marvel at how people can live as though life actually meant
something.Ah, well. Another day gone. I'll read for a bit if I can, then sleep for a few hours. Will
likely be up again by midnight as one meaningless day melds into another.Sorry to sound so
down, but I am, and there doesn't seem to be a damned thing I can do about it. Just trying to
weather the storm until my options change, as surely they must. Concepts such as “forever” are
almost always problematic. In the case of the idea that love is forever, simple things like the
average human life span are ignored, so that the statement becomes a powerful but
meaningless romantic flourish. Nevertheless, the level of constancy expressed indicates at the
very least an important ideal, and it is just these kinds of ideals that have conspired to define my
concept of what it means to be a good man.Somewhere along the way from my first awakening
to reason, I began to construct an internally consistent ideal of what it meant for me to be
human. This seemed to me to be the ultimate power, and a requisite part of self-
actualization. Years before my first wife left me, the idea that love should be forever had become
an operative part of my attempt to be a good man, in spite of the hard realities of life. And therein
lay the great lie, now exposed by things apparently beyond my control. If for a good man, love
was forever, and if that love was found to be un-reciprocated, or even worse, unwanted, how was
I to survive? Could I let that poetic, essential part of my being wither into dust, and continue
living? Would I modify my ideal, or would I hold tight and carry it to my grave? Was it even a
matter of choice? The horror of having to face this stark choice was palpable.Chapter 2At about
the same time as my marriage proposal on my 30th birthday, I was introduced to the wonders of
cocaine. Not normally attracted to the recreational use of drugs, I had read numerous reports of
the growing popularity of the substance and studies that seemed to indicate that it was not
physically addicting. So when the opportunity suddenly arose for me to sample its pleasures,
and with no intention or means to acquire it on my own, I did not hesitate. And it was wonderful. It
seemed to unshackle me from doubt and inhibition. It fed the fires of my creativity. It threw a
smothering blanket fully across my aching, daily depression. I recall having the thought, that very
first night, that if I were ever to have a drug of choice, this would be it.And soon I wanted
more. Not only that, but I figured out how to get more. And I did get more. My use of the drug
increased over many months, and by the time my wife left, I was addicted. I didn’t hide the fact
from her, and I continue to this day to think my use of it must have contributed to her
dissatisfaction with our marriage. My use of cocaine nearly killed me, but it also kept me alive,
my only defense against a killing depression let loose by my realization that if I were to survive
the loss of love, I must alter my ideal of what it meant to be a good man. I could no longer believe



that the concept of love being forever was part of that equation.I painted a double portrait of the
two of us some time after she left. Both our faces were in profile, facing away from each
other. And between the two of us I painted a disintegrating bubble as a personally powerful
symbol of the loss I felt. I titled the painting Double Singularity as a play on words that indicated
the awkward incongruity of the situation, and even used the painting as an ad in Art News, a
slick, nationally distributed magazine in which I was running a series of full page ads at the
time. I don’t know what happened to the painting, though I know I didn’t sell it. February, 2007 —
Transmaniac About the time Hawking and Penrose were cooking up the elemental fires of the
Big Bang theory, I was finding out about Jean Paul Sartre and Existentialism. I was entirely too
young to be caught up in the idea that existence precedes essence, but there I was, depressed
as hell and receptive, and there it was, ready to be taken as my guidepost for life and
living. Through all these intervening years, it has served me well, though rarely thought about
directly. Given the constraints of my perceived reality, what I have made of myself, I am fully
responsible for what I have become. This allows me moments of elemental pride, in the same
way that it requires recognition of elemental responsibility. Today, I printed and taped to my
bathroom mirror a sign: "IT'S NOT ABOUT YOU!" But I wonder. Right now, it all does seem to be
more-or-less about me, at least for me, within my philosophy. I am not and can not be
responsible for any other, though I may wish it were so, just as no one else can be responsible
for me. So, philosophically, at least, we are—each and every one of us—a philosophical
singularity. My loneliness is more than being alone and isolated; it is integral to my very being,
and it is painful only to the extent that I allow it to be. Unfortunately, I've been allowing it to feed
my feelings of hurt in a very big way. So I remind myself that this pain and isolation an feelings of
loneliness are no more than mental masturbation. Others do care for me, but they are not
responsible for me or my pain and, likewise, elementally, since I'm all I have, it IS all about
me. Such are the mental gymnastics born of idle time and long days and nights of loneliness. I'm
working on it. But this is proving to be the hardest part of being human and being
me. Those months of addiction saw my weight drop to only 109 pounds; shirtless, I looked
like a starving refugee. I became frightened, delusional, and paranoid. I wanted to stop, but
couldn’t. I was alone. I was desperate. I hated what I had become. I was killing myself and
seemed powerless to change, even though I knew what was happening. I purchased and read a
massive textbook on depression, and could see that my cocaine use had chemically altered my
brain as I attempted to hold depression in check. I understood, but I could not
change. Finally, in desperation, I started seeing a psychiatrist and was treated with
Imipramine and senseless counseling. But the self-loathing I felt daily was untouched, and I
gradually came to believe that I would never save myself. I continued using cocaine, trading
sanity for increasingly short periods of self-abusive pleasure. Summer, 1980 — Time NodeI’ve
been awake for at least 48 hours. Night falls across the desert, and details of the land between
my studio window, and the mountains to the north slowly dissolve into darkness. I can see lights
there at the bare edge of perception, ghostly, moving. At first only a few, then more and more,



the lights spread across the darkness where I know the foothills must be. They seemed to be
moving toward me, slowly, though I cannot be sure. I stare at them until uncertain that they are
real. But I sense danger. Terrifying danger. I tell myself that the lights are not there. Then I tell
myself that they are flashlights in the hands of college kids involved in some prank or rite of
passage. They seem to move toward each other, but also across the desert ever closer toward
me, and I am afraid. I watch them for hours. There seem to be fewer now, but closer still. There is
a soft glow in the sky to the east: morning comes. I try to sleep and fail. Detail begins to assert
itself again in the landscape, and I can no longer see the lights. But I hear something, now, on
the roof. Government agents. Spirits incarnate. Dangerous. They are on the roof and want to kill
me. I grab a knife and stand, back to wall, near the place where I am certain they will enter. There
are more, now. They are stealthy and dangerous and I can hear their furtive footsteps as they
prepare. I am determined to fight, to die. Now, no sounds. They wait. No sounds. I ease open the
door, knife in hand, and listen. No sound but a mourning dove. The lights have gone. The sounds
have gone. No one waits on the roof. A new day has come. The mourning dove calls once
more. Then someone saved me: Mary. Though I had lost sight of the good things within me,
Mary saw them still, and her love allowed me to see them as well. Saturday, December 03, 2005
— Living With an ImpostorDivorce?A man and a woman are at a watering hole which has gone
bad. The woman is already too sick to walk. The man can probably make it to the next watering
hole safely if he leaves now. If he carries the woman, they will both die. If he stays with her, they
will both die. The man loves the woman. Neither the man nor the woman believe in miracles or
the power of prayer, but they do know the realities of madness and thirst. The man will be lonely
without her, and full of guilt, deserved or not. What should they do? People said we were
soul mates. I never did understand just what that meant. I do know that we were like two
interlocking pieces of a puzzle that seemed to fit together perfectly. We enjoyed each other’s
company immensely and were constantly together after we met. I enjoyed her maturity, intellect,
creativity, and sense of style. But mostly, I enjoyed knowing that she could see the good in me. I
used cocaine only once after we met. I told her about it, and she said that we both had sufficient
baggage to carry into the relationship without bringing that along. So I quit. I dreamed about it for
5 years, but I never touched it again. And that was because of Mary. I wouldn’t save myself for
myself, but I would save myself for her, or, rather, for us—for the whole we became and for the
prospect of a loving future together. Sunday, December 04, 2005 — Living With an ImpostorWho
Cares?That's what I've been thinking about. What do I care about caring? What do I care about
who thinks what of me? I'll always care about what I do and how that conforms to the guides laid
out for me by my parents, my studies, and my thoughts. And I'll always resent it that the woman I
married will never remember what we were when we were our best together.There will just be
little bits of our souls decorating a few walls, and soon they will be gone, too. Otherwise, all that
matters are a few. My brother, perhaps, because he is all I have left. My step-daughters,
perhaps, because my failures become their burden, and I would not have had it that way. The
grandchildren are still too young to understand. I do care about them, even though none of my



blood, thankfully, runs in their veins. As for the rest, I really don't care. Oh, some of you have tried
to understand, but it was hopeless. Some tried to ignore us, and I don't blame you. A few of you
tried to help, but I wouldn't let you. Some pretended to understand, but that was the unkindest
cut of all.
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kdv, “"Living with an Imposter": Humbling. This memoir was, in a word, humbling. As a "creative
type" myself, I was drawn to the author's struggle with just trying to feel "good" about his life.
Even as a reasonably successful painter, the basic joy of breathing that most take for granted
was still elusive to him. And then he must confront and face the cognitive demise of his beloved
wife as he steadily loses her to Alzheimer's. This is NOT light reading. It's not even a "happily
ever after" type of story. But for anyone struggling with depression or if you love someone
struggling with depression or Alzheimer's, you may find a weird comfort in knowing that you are
truly not alone. The author's struggle is lifelong--and yet he hasn't abandoned hope. The only
thing I found disconcerting was the manner in which the story is told--jumping back and forth in
time. But others may appreciate the variation. Very good read.”

pam, “Living With An Impostor: A Confluence of Art, Depression and Dementia. I could not put
Lawrence W. Lee's book on dementia and depression down, Living With An Imposter: A
Confluence of Art, Depression and Dementia. Knowing that this was a true story and taken from
his journals compeled me to read on to find out how it ended. Now, I want Lawrence to write
another book telling us where he and his wife are NOW and how he is handling their different
situations. Also, in the new book I would like to see pictures of his ART, pictures of Lawrence and
family, and the interesting places they have lived and traveled. The way Lawrence describes his
relationship with his wife as she fades away tore at my heart. I relate this book to my own
situation asking myself if one day will the relationship with my dear husband end with one of us
not knowing the other. Lawrence asked in his book the perfect question, "Will you still love me
when I do not know who you are!" I am looking forward to Lawrence's next book!”

nancy scheiber, “Five Stars. very intimate and oh so vivid and spot on ........ visceral .....
relatable ...... heartbreaking ........ with grace.”

Shawneeisme, “My thanks to the author!. "Living with an Impostor" should appeal to anyone who
has ever struggled or is now struggling with depression. It hits the nail on the head about the
inner struggles, especially the observation about depression being like a dormant
spore.Although the relationships were at first a bit confusing, the inner thoughts skipping around
so much were so perfect. It was an example of the rollercoaster depression causes in life.The
accounts of Mr. Lee's wife's dementia were so sad and the effects on him were touching. This
gripped the reader in the heart.Lawrence Lee showed great courage to publish such a personal
journey, stating that which many who suffer are scared to share. My thanks to the author for
allowing us into his life, that of his wife, and his talent as an author. I am honored to own this
book.”

Lionpro, “Depression and Dementia, A Harsh Mix. I must say that Lawrence W. Lee poured his



heart and soul into this book. "Living With an Imposter: A Confluence of Art, Depression and
Dementia" truly made me believe that I could fight my depression and gain strength to deal with
the medical ailments my husband is facing.Lee came out of his depressed venue so that he
could deal with and anticipate the needs his dementia-suffering wife would be facing.
Depression is tough on its own but when mixed with another medical illness it can either beat
you down or make you stronger.I loved this book. I feel closeness towards Lee and feel his pain
and his astonishing strength to overcome his depression. I have recommended this read to my
daughter who has been struggling with bi-polar. I believe she will also find strength from this
author.”

Jenn Thomas, “Living with Depression, Caring for Alzheimers.... Lawrence W. Lee has written a
deeply touching, heartrending, and sometimes disturbing book about his personal experiences
dealing with his own lifelong chronic depression and caring for his Alzheimer's stricken wife.How
he managed to cope between these two terrible illnesses, the strength he found within himself to
overcome depression's hold on his life, and his thoughts along his journey are powerful things to
read about.My copy of this book is now in the hands of my chronically depressed husband.
Perhaps he will find it to be as compelling a read as I did.. it's my hope that he will also find a
pathway through his own depression, perhaps through following in Mr. Lee's footsteps.”

Heather Shockney, “Very Touching and Emotional. Dementia is a sickness that changes the lives
of every person involved. It is so saddening to see the person you love forget who they are and
who you are. Lawrence W. Lee's Living With an Imposter is an emotionally touching account of
just this. He struggled with his own depression while trying to keep sane for his wife Mary. I have
cared for many Dementia patients and could relate so much to the way the author felt about
seeing someone he loved disappear right before his eyes. This is a must read for anyone that
has ever had a loved one with Dementia. Often others forget that the Dementia effects more than
just the person experiencing the illness. This book describes exactly what it can be like.”

K. Bryan, “Compelling and Real. Lawerence Lee has created a unique format by taking real time,
and past thoughts and placed them in a format that really shows the depth of character and the
fight one experiences with Depression and Dementia. Having suffered depression myself for a
good portion of my life and having lost a loved one to Dementia I was acutely aware of the trials
written in this book. It gave a reassuring sense of peace that comes with relating to someone
else who has experienced the same. The book is written in such a way to make it easy to relate.
Definitely a worth while read for anyone who is suffering, has suffered or is involved with either
dementia and depression. A real look inside.”

The book by Emma Katie has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 15 people have provided feedback.
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