



















































































REHM
AKS

Describes Her Four-Year
Struggle to Regain Her Voice
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self-doubt started to emerge. Maybe I really wasn’t
good enough to be doing what I'd worked so hard
to achieve.

In other words, my doubts were not limited to
my voice. They began to permeate everything
about me.

Turning Point

1 became frightened, increasingly depressed,
feeling as though I would have to leave the career
I'd come to love and enjoy so much.

Finally the moment came when I knew I could no
longer do my work. On Feb. 23, I went to the office
feeling very shaky and worried. My voice sounded
awful. It took me an hour to prerecord a few
sentences. My engineer, Toby Schreiner, was very
patient, realizing that [ was in trouble. All through
the show, he reassured me that everything was
okay. I knew it wasn't.

After the show I had to moderate a panel
discussion. I tried deep breathing exercises to calm
myself, but as I walked into that ballroom filled
with hundreds of people, I came close to not being
able to doiit.

I forced myself to get through the panel—asking
questions, prodding each panelist, taking ques-
tions from the audience. Finally it was over. I sped
from the ballroom out to the car. [ wanted to get
back to the office because I had made up my mind
to leave the program, at least temporarily.

First I spoke with the program's senior produc-
er, Sandra Pinkard, and then with the station’s
manager, Kim Hodgson, who is also chairman of
the board of National Public Radio. “Take as much
time as you need,” he said.

I left the office that day having no sense of how
long that might be.

Fighting Anxiety

That evening I had an appointment with psycho-
pharmacologist Susan Fiester, recommended by a
friend who was a specialist in phobias. Had 1
developed “performance anxiety?™ At that point, it
seemed as plausible an answer as anything else.

Feister said she would find medications to help
with the underlying anxiety. She also recom-
mended I consult Laura Primakoff, a cognitive
behavioral therapist.

Both Fiester and Primakoff were enormously
helpful in dealing with my anxiety, self-doubt and
feelings of depression. Fiester prescribed a combi-
nation of Paxil, an antidepressant, and Klonopin,
an anti-anxiety medication. It took weeks to adjust
to these drugs. At first I could barely get out of bed,
feeling both physically exhausted and emotionally
drained. Part of that was the medication—and part
was because I was finally letting go and allowing
myself to stop pushing.
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