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On graduation day I was twenty-one years old and convinced that I knew how I wanted to spend the rest of my life. I wanted to marry Reid, become a clinical psychologist, have children, and live near Boston. My course was laid out, and all I needed to do in order to live happily ever after was to follow it.
When I left New Flaven in 1969, Reid still had her senior year at Smith to complete. I moved to Massachusetts, where I worked at a variety of noncareer-type jobs while waiting for June of’70. The Saturday after her graduation Reid and I were married at St. Andrew’s in Wellesley.
College behind us, it was time for us to return to school. Reid began work which led to her master’s in social work from Smith, while I entered the clinical psychology program at Boston University. Having learned the hard way as an undergraduate that the goal of classes was not to see how many you could cut, I worked very hard and finished my Ph.D. in under four years.
In those years the direction of much of my professional future was set. My dissertation was about hypnosis and its interaction with drugs. Since then, most of my professional writing has been in the field of hypnosis. I did my internship at Boston’s Beth Israel Hospital, which developed into a staff position with an appointment at Harvard Medical School, both of which I still keep.
Finishing my degree opened the possibility of earning more than a National Institute of Mental Health fellowship, so Reid and I were at last able tobegin a family. In June of 1975, one year after finishing graduate school, our daughter, Amy Bond Kelly, was born. In August of 1977 we had our son, Ian Young Kelly. Two weeks earlier we had moved into our present home in Newton Highlands.
We have very much built our life together around family. I am chiefly in private practice, with my office in our house. This allows me to come upstairs between patients and be involved in whatever is happening and to work with Reid. She and I have written two books about clinical hypnosis. (The second, a self-help book, will be published by Plenum in September of’94.) We are currently working on a murder mystery set in a music school, drawing upon Reid’s continuing study of music.
Throughout the years we have stayed busy in a variety of mostly local ways. We have been active on local boards such as the Youth Soccer League and been active Episcopalians (including terms on the Vestry). Reid sings in the choir and studies piano and music theory. We garden and raise cats and dogs, work on school functions, and generally participate in life.
We have been fortunate in being able to arrange our lives to spend a lot of time with Amy and Ian. Through them we have learned to cheer and occasionally to coach their sports, even new ones like soccer and lacrosse. Watching and interacting as they have grown up has been a joy.
Within the boundaries of a settled existence, life has its natural course of changes. My hair is not only grey but short. My joints are even less limber, and I can no longer beat the kids at sports, or at least not always. And they are growing, too. After seven great years at the Winsor School in Boston, Amy will graduate next week. In September (1993) she will be a freshman at Colgate. Ian is finishing his fourth year at the Roxbury Latin School, and we have just had his first “applying to college” meeting.
I graduated full of high hopes and expectations for the future. I wanted to marry Reid, become a psychologist, have two kids and a nice life. I did just what I wanted to do, and it has been more wonderful than I ever dreamed it could be.
