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Early Aubade Thoughts from the 2009 Cape Conference

Wes Alwan

_ June Bernstein, Ph.D.
wesalwan@gmail.com

BGSP Faculty
junstein@verizon.net

What stands out for me is the issue raised by Alistair
McKnight and Wes Alwan about what would constitute a
therapeutic response by a faculty member to a student's
criticism or aggression. It's true that Spotniz suggested
meeting aggression with aggression, partly, I believe, so that a
patient would feel it was okay to fight, that you were like the

Now I feel the intrusion of the sun, patient, and could stand up for yourself and not collapse.
And your backwards glance against the glare However, if you are dealing with someone who is very
shy about expressing any aggression perhaps it would be
better to do something else. In the training groups I
attended, Spotnitz sometimes told people who attacked him

We hold hands before the fire, that they were doing a good job. I found that to be
The drums beat for the entranced wood condescending and defensive (as if he were saying, “You
haven't really succeeded in hurting me.”) However, as Dr.

I was dreaming about the movies,
The projector beaming at the wall

We do our lines for the moon and crickets,

i _ Laquercia suggested at the conference, some people are so
And kiss in close-up against the sky

afraid of expressing their negative feelings that they need
We dance on the lawn, encouragement.
And laughing misstep It depends on the resistance. For a patient who can
only be hostile and aggressive, you may want to cut off the
gratification that such behavior affords by being even more
aggressive in return. Meadow used to say that if they can dish
But time staggers on the wheel it out, they can also take it. Yet many aggressive people need
In undone loops, darkness settles in to be protected from the anger they provoke in others. What
do others think about this issue, and how should an
instructor respond to a hostile and disruptive student?

The celluloid burns a little and peels your face
Which I try to press back down

Now there's just your warmth
We cannot see what we are

Save The Date!

We flee th h the night-rain,
¢ fice through the night-rain 2010 BGSP Summer Cape Conference

Under a rising umbrella
This year’s summer conference will take place in Wellfleet,
MA from August 2 to August 6, 2010. While the exact
program has yet to be finalized, the working title is:

To my car, where the pistons hum
Driving the world around us

You might have left me asleep,

) Connection or Disconnection: The Media and our Mind
But I chased you through the void

For more information please contact: bgsp@bgsp.edu.

Flames chanting at my back,
I found you in a bright-empty room

The Contact Editors:
Exposed to the sun,

. . Editor-in-Chief: Alistair McKnight
Turning from a wall of undressed window Managing Editors: Tayioe Denton
To say "get up, sleepyhead, Janet Pocorobba
The day has just begun." Editor-at-Large: Elizabeth Moskowitz
Creative Editor: Alistair McKnight
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Mara Wagner, Psy.D.
BGSP Faculty

Training Analyst,
Supervising Analyst,
Director of Admissions
drmarawagner@yahoo.com

TC: I understand that you originally trained as a
clinical psychologist. What prompted you to come to
BGSP to train in modern psychoanalysis, and what did
you make of it?

MW: That’s right. I was beginning my third year of train-
ing, with practicums each year and many supervisors,
sometimes as many as seven, and I was very disappointed
in the quality of the clinical expertise that they had to
offer. 'The sites were considered good placements, but I
was not learning how to work deeply with the patients I
was assigned. My husband had trained at BGSP in the old
days with Mrs. Clevens, and he said to me, “If you want
mastery, I know where to go for really good supervision.”
And that was it. I worked with Dr. Stephen Hayes, who is
now the chairman of our board, and I got exactly what I
needed. I never intended to get analytic training, but
what I learned deepened my work so much that I never

left BGSP.

TC: You have been the Director of Admissions at
BGSP for a number of years now. Could you tell us
about any changes you have noticed over the years?

MW: It seems that the growth of admissions is like the
development of a person. As soon as you think you have
your child figured out, she changes. One day, your
affectionate toddler is a teenager and begins to walk on the
other side of the street. Then, if you arent in the kitchen,
she suddenly needs to sit in your lap. Next, she speaks
Spanish and comes home with a visa. As administrators,

it is best not to get too comfortable.

When I began working as Director of Admissions
in 1998, students generally heard of us through word of
mouth, the way I did. They were older than the majority
of students we see today, and they had been in the field
for several years. Most were already in analysis, and we
recommended analysis before enrollment to those with-
out this experience. Most people attended classes part-
time for extended periods of training and took courses
many times over.

With the advent of the degrees and the potential
to offer student loans, we began to see younger cohorts of
incoming students who needed to attend full-time in
order to make the most of their loan years. Also, the
international students, whose numbers increased once we
were able to award the degrees, needed to attend full-time
to satisfy the conditions of their visas, and suddenly, we
had people who wanted to complete the program in a
short span of time. We had age groups who attached
more to each other at first than they did to the school, the
analyst, and so on. With the new counseling program,
which we developed to protect our students from
political turf battles and to give them a ticket to get
employment that would help them afford the doctoral
level, things changed even more. We are still working out
the kinks of what psychoanalytic counseling really is, as
you can surely tell. Some of these students are choosing
to finish their training with this counseling degree, and
we are figuring out what will prepare them for the kinds
of work they move into and how to support them with
things like additional supervision or continuing
education programs.

TC: There seems to be a recurrent tension in the
training about the appropriate balance between
“process teaching” and more academic teaching.
Could you tell us what process teaching is and where
you stand on the tension between the two?

MW Process teaching is a way to practice studying the
unconscious in the moment and, when necessary, to
demonstrate resistance analysis in the classroom setting.
At any given time, the material we have prepared for the
discussion enters into the actual events in the classroom,
either through the thoughts and feelings of participants
or through enactments when these are not conscious.
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These in vivo illustrations are an invaluable demonstra-
tion of the material. It is very persuasive to analysts in
training to see how things flow into our minds and
become part of living events. I recently taught the
Transference, Countertransference, and Resistance
course, and it was brilliant to watch how a picture of
each students case emerged as more and more people
shared their internal experience when listening to the
presentation. Things that one would tend to write off as
idiosyncratic or irrelevant experiences proved to be
important keys, unlocking the deeper layers of
unconscious material. This method helps students learn
by working analytically to resolve their resistances to the
material, and to the experience of knowing in and of
itself, but it is also very valuable to people who are
interested in teaching. Upper-level students can study
how the professor works with the classroom process, and
they can write logs about their observations that help
them to learn how to teach.

As far as the tension between the two, I think
people have different desires for emotional and academic
contact. [ like both, and I actually don’t see much
tension about this in my classes. I recently said in one of
our community meetings that it would be interesting to
find out from students how they see each of us on this
continuum. I said that I would wager that I was
considered one of the more theory-oriented teachers,
but I heard a few “no’s” to that. I do find that students
will let us know in one way or another if they want more
intellectual or emotional stimulation. Each group is a
bit different.

I think it is a lightning rod. It seems that
students have heightened tension on this topic when
they feel deprived, insecure, or threatened. It becomes a
battleground for competition, for example, which is an
inevitable but painful part of the training process. Some
students come to us with expertise in another field or
brilliant abilities. Some have prior training which seems
contradicted by our approach. Some of the articles we
read are so difficult to understand that they arouse
feelings of inferiority or, more difficult, defenses to this
kind of feeling such as superiority, grandiosity,
regression, or withdrawal. It takes a long time to
develop a tolerance for not knowing, for feeling stupid
and clueless, experiences for which an analyst must have
a very high tolerance in order to really listen with an
open mind to another person. All of this becomes part
of the mix in the classroom. Eventually, most people

learn to relax into themselves and cooperate in making the
classroom a rich and constructive experience.

TC: For students who are starting out in one of the
programs, would you have any advice for them?

MW I always tell new students to be proactive, ask many
questions, and get many opinions. Meet a lot of the
faculty before selecting a training analyst and talk often
with your advisor about requirements of the program.
Come to all the events you can and be affected by
everything in the moment. Then, think about it later.
Talk in class. It makes everything richer, both for you and
your classmates.

I guess the most important thing I would say is,
“You are here because the admissions committee sees that
you have an interest in knowing yourself and learning to
use this in understanding others. Be yourself. And tell us
how it is going at any time and in all settings.” Wouldn't
it be good if we could just follow that advice? How hard
is it to really be oneself? It may be the hardest thing of all.

TC: Thank you for your time.

MW You are very welcome!

A Few Words of Gratitude

For their part in making this issue possible, the editors
would like to thank all the contributing writers. A
special thank you also goes out to Ms. Elizabeth
Dorsey for her continued editorial assistance.

1 just feel so alienated!
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On Being New and Unknown

Janet Pocorobba
jpocorob@lesley.edu

“How’s school?” a friend asks me about my first
week of class at BGSP. “Uh, great!” 1 say. “How’s it
going?” another asks a week later. “Um, okay!” I toss in
words like “primary object” and “ego cathexis.” “Birth is a
torment!” I cry.

The truth is, ’'m not sure how it’s going.

I don’t tell them that we sit around in a big circle,
call each other by our last names, and hand in index cards
in which we “write how we feel about the previous class.”
Nor that we drift into debates about motherhood and
stripper poles.

“How am I gonna learn the material?” I asked
faculty at the welcome back party. “It’s circular,” one told
me. “It keeps coming back around until it sinks in.”
Another looked at me nostalgically. “We didn’t even use
to have readings!”

I paled. No readings? No directions? No how-to’s?
As I make the transition from being an analysand to a
student of psychoanalysis, things are becoming less clear,
not more. What am I supposed to be doing in class? Why
didn’t the instructors give us any information? I felt like I
was in the middle of something—a new “breast
universe”?—that I couldn’t quite picture, like one of those
blindfolded men feeling a different part of the elephant,
unable to see the whole.

“You can't be afraid of looking stupid,” my analyst
told me when I was thinking about enrolling. We were in
the middle of what was, for me, a particularly bruising
session, in which I was, as usual, attempting at all costs to
look good. “People who have to look smart don’t do well
here.”

The problem is, I hate not knowing. When I
entered analysis in 2003, I went for a solution to writer’s
block. I thought I'd come in and he'd tell me what to do.
He didn’t. He didnt say much of anything in fact. It was
I who had to do the talking. This made me more anxious;
I said less. But outside the sessions, I read voraciously
about analysis, clutching Karen Horney paperbacks, and
talking over coffee with a girlfriend I'd sent to my analyst,
too. Between discussions of his license plate and piecing
together where he might live, we lamented his weekly

instructions, “Just say what comes to mind,” feeling like
analytic failures.

Why is the unknown so scary, the prospect of
knowing ourselves so dark? “Why do you always assume
it’s going to be bad?” my analyst asked me once. It was
true. I never visualized a pillowy meadow of green or a
fragrant bosom on which to lay my weary head. It was a
hurricane, a tornado, a blinding snow storm. Someone
leaving me. Death. One of my favorite stories was
Sophocles’ Oedipus, the King, a play 1 taught to my
undergraduates, the story of a man who, upon learning
who he was, stabbed his eyes out.

Around the second week of class, I had figured it
out, I told my cohorts. It was planned! They were leading
us into a state of un-knowing rather than a state of
knowing. The goal was not knowledge in the usual
sense—books, facts, lectures—but a deeper, richer, more
ethereal yet permanent induction through the pores of
experience! My formulation made me feel a little more in
control but didn’t help with class. We continued to segue
into the pros and cons of using colored cards for logs and
my polka-dotted knee socks.

“Frustration is the root of consciousness,” my first
instructor told us. Without discomfort there is no change,
no growth.

One heated argument early on in our classes was
about the balance of the abstract and the concrete. At
first, I thought it was just a discussion of learning styles,
but now I see that, in fact, it’s this tricky balance of theory
and practice that guarantees that someone will always be
unsatisfied. The frustration of the analytic situation—
they don't tell you anything about themselves, they charge
you money, and kick you out after 50 minutes even if
youre bawling—starts the process rolling. The
withdrawal of information assures that tensions will rise
up and people will have to deal with it and, through that
process, discover something. Each class teeters along and is
left alone to find its own homeostasis, and it’s this fact
that both thrills and terrifies me. That makes me cling to
old ways and demand to be taken care of and protected,
while also wanting to leap into the new and unexpected.
We're here to learn how to use our own personalities
therapeutically, and to do that we have to pay attention to
our responses, our thoughts, our feelings. There are no
right ways or right answers. Psychoanalysis, if anything, is
about individuality.

“How’s class?” someone asks me (continued)
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Why Psychoanalysis? - a meditation

Mary Shepherd, Psya.D.
BGSP Faculty
maryshepherd@comcast.net

Life is a race. Out of death. Against death. Toward death.
Every move forward carries with it a weight of undoing.
Life is heavy-hearted. A billion sperm lunge. One wins. A
startled egg stirs. Cells divide. Begin dying. A baby grows
to bursting. A mother evicts. They survive. The screaming
killer devours. Sleeps. Devours. Sleeps. Dreams. These
are the first pictures. This is mind. Pictures painted on
your retina by the forces of life and death, plea- :
sure and pain. Deep within the old reptilian
brain, forces swirl toward. And away from.
This is your engine, the boiler-room of your
desire. Blind lunging toward. Away from.
Toward pleasure. Away from pain. Pain. Pain.
Spit it out. Squirm. Cry. Sleep. Dream.
Pictures of fulfillment; pictures of rage. What
satisfies. What blinds. In this the rhythm of
the first days, the patterns are formed, cuts
and ruts form the runways of to and fro. To
the extent that pleasure is maximized and
synchronized, the paths complexify, soften, bend,

take new turns, seek new pleasures, make pictures of
green and gold. Life is union, expansion, multiplication.
To the extent that pain replicates, it congests, contracts,
coagulates, chokes, distends, repeats. The roads stiffen into
limitation.  The ruts toward destruction deepen and
dominate desire. Death is older than life, tougher, darker.
(pretty soon) there you are. Barely animate bundle of desire
straining against fixity. Some mind. Colors for the world
you look out on. Is it black, or green? Is April the cruelest
month? Or the most joyful? Do you see what you have? Or

what you do not have? What avenues are available to you to
satisfy your desires? Can you go down the road you want to,
or do you get stuck? Writhe? Careen? Hit trees? Freeze?
Run in circles? Shrivel up? Go nowhere? Go Backwards?
Mark time? How congealed in you are the downward pulls?
How far did you get in the amalgamation of life and death
which is character?
Psychoanalysis has the power to release the energy trapped
in these deadly ruts. The analyst enters the energy field of
the organism, desire and fixity. A contract is made. Two
people meet regularly, out of ordinary time. One pays
attention to the desires of the other, responds only to these
desires, and by so doing becomes a reflection of the other, a
- receptacle, a mirror, a familiar, terrifying,
friendly, horrible or insignificant image of all
in you that is unknown, unknowable,
unbearable, lost and forgotten, loved and
despised. A twoness emerges and moves
through space. 'The you you know and the
you you dont know. The missing pieces of
you are lost early, carried away by emotion
untamed by language.
unrecognized completion in this two-
_ ness. An emotional prescription devel-
ops. Is applied. You begin to speak. Words

carry the lost energy up into consciousness. You

There is an

speak the unspeakable. Your desires increase. You repeat
your stuckness. You repeat your image, the image stuck on
your retina the day you first looked out, your perception of
the world painted the colors of your conflict. What stops
you is not what you don’t know. What stops you is what
you haven't said. The analyst catches the fire in the belly of
the unsaid and helps you say it. And when you can say what
you couldn’t say, the energy trapped in the ruts of death
comes loose, wobbles, snuggles up to some lifely impulse,
binds, blooms, and blossoms in the alchemy of living.

(continued from page 5) during my third week. At this point
i’s going badly. Terrible, I want to say. 'm not sure I'm in
the right place. But I hesitate. Maybe feeling bad doesn’t
have to mean it’s not going well. It might mean it’s going
very well.

“Why do you think you have to feel good?” my
analyst asked recently when I was claiming discomfort as an
excuse to not talk. “Can you come in here and talk when

you don’t want to?”
The truth is, I dont know, but I think Tl stick

around to explore the question. Something is stirring:
connections, tremors,.../Jife. That’s all I need to know.
“Its going great,” I tell my friend, shifting

uncomfortably. “Just perfect.”
koK%

Epilogue: While preparing this article for publication
and discussing it with fellow students and my analyst, 1
confronted some interesting issues about impulse control thar I
will share with you in a future issue!
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No Ordinary Note Card

Submitted Anonymously

As I contemplated writing this article for the Contact, terror cluttered my mind....What

will my peers think of me? What if they disagree with what I have to say? What if they ostracize
me for my thoughts and ideas? And worse, what if my professors and analyst disapprove?

Despite the weight of these worries and fears, I recall how my openness has not distanced
me from the BGSP community but has instead helped me to connect with others throughout my
first year of study. It has especially been the logs that have provided a forum for the feelings I had
vowed to keep to myself. I am fortunate to enjoy the discharge and relief that writing has

provided me throughout the ups and downs of analysis, class, and group. When I learned that we

would be writing our personal reactions to the class process on note cards which we call logs, it

sounded too good to be true, and for me, it is absolutely too good to be true. Of course, the idea

is that you say everything in class, but that is easier said than done. It seems there is always

something more to say.

After some class sessions that feel tense and chaotic, I find myself recalling all the things I
wished I had said or words that I had spoken which I revisited with doubt and regret. I love
grabbing one of those note cards and scribbling furiously the thoughts that come into my mind.

I set my pride aside while resting on the faith and hope that the professors will allow me to return

the week after they have read my log. And they always do. In fact, they seem to look at me and

interact with me as though they understand me more and appreciate the opportunity to learn

something new.

One teacher planned out absences for a couple of class sessions, and being one whose

deepest feelings of anger are roused by abandonment, I let her know how I felt about this in my

logs, blasting her with words of wrath and resentment. I remember creeping up to the table in
front of her chair to hand in my log, in which I demanded that she commit to the class like she
was committing to her vacations. What a “bad little child” I was to continue focusing on her few
absences rather than the consistency and commitment that she exhibited throughout the
semester. I returned for the next class expecting her look of disapproval, but, to my surprise, I

was met by attentiveness and encouragement. I have since grown to adore this teacher, not

because I grew accustomed to her absences, but instead, because she allowed me to be as furious
and demanding as I needed to be. I would not have shared the intensity of my anger in class
because I was, at the time, terrified of how my classmates might perceive my neediness — yet the

needy in me got expressed regardless of my fears. I thank my logs for that.
Of course, there is the irritating shuffling around and scribbling logs at the last minute

Issue 4, February 2010 Page 7



- The Contact

amidst papers and readings that pile up, but even that seems to create more camaraderie among

the students, as most shared misery does. We befriend each other with the gesture of lending a
blank note card to one in need or accepting one from peers on the days when we forget or “resist”

bringing our own. Another gripe on logs is that it provides students the opportunity to avoid
openness in class. Some of us cringe at the thought that someone would dare have a negative

feeling toward us that they will only share with the professor in a log. Nonetheless, putting
thoughts and feelings into words helps, lest that anger remain tucked inside of us... it is sure to

come out in some fashion. Better it be words than action. The logs have become a good friend to
me, always inviting me to write that extra piece that I was too afraid to say in class or that I

remembered only after reflecting on the class process.

In writing the logs, I have learned that, despite my fear that professors may disagree,

disapprove, or think poorly of me for my words, there has always been a seat for me to return to,
regardless of my tantrum-filled logs. I can write anything there and come back the next week to
find that ’'m not a bad little child after all. The feelings of anger and longing which I once

thought to indicate “badness” are rather wonderful assets, filled with passion, desire, and liveliness.

‘The more I say about these feelings, the better off I am for it. I thank my lucky logs for giving me

another place to say a little more. It’s true when they say that a little bit goes a long way.

The “Castle in the Woods”
people to be a part of this mythical, magical dream
Joyce Smith world with me.
joyce.smith@baystatehealth.org The place was here, and the people are you.
Maybe we all dreamed up this place together from
our separate places in the universe. Maybe before
Okay, I know that it is not really a “castle,” we knew it or each other, we were reaching out
but it often feels that way to me, kind of like a toward it and toward each other. Maybe the place

mythical castle, and I
like to think maybe it
sprang up there just for
me! It came out of my
unformed dreams and
called me to it, so that I
might be able to
experience  what it
might be like to have
dreams and to “take a
walk” in them, and so I

found the place and the

disappears when we are
not here and reappears
when we arrive. Maybe
its magic.  They say
analysis is about learning
to live in the “real world.”
Well, that’s okay, as long
as I get to learn about it
and live in a magical
mythical castle in the
woods, with all of you for
now.
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Issue 4, February 2010




v = The Contact

The Irony of Fate

Joon Ho Lee
jhiI001@hotmail.com

This Chinese proverb tells us that the world is ever-
changing, so one cannot predict whether something is good
luck or bad luck, a blessing or a curse.

I recently traveled back home to Korea to attend
and translate at a seminar. I was filled with joy at being

together with another fine horse. The village people
congratulated him, but the old man said calmly, without
any sign of joy: “How do we know? This could be a curse.”

One day, the old man’s son, who enjoyed riding,
fell off the fine new horse and broke his leg. The village
people tried to comfort the old man, but he said calmly,
without any sign of grief: “How do we know? This could be
a blessing.”

About a year later, the village was invaded and all
the young men died in the battle. Only the old man’s son
survived because his limp meant that he could not fight.

reunited with friends and family, but I got hurt shortly

Blessings become curses and curses become

after arriving and was convinced that I had broken my
finger. I was afraid that this would ruin my trip, so I
went to the hospital. Luckily, my finger was only
dislocated and would heal in a few weeks. The seminar
was successful and I had a great time, but then,
catastrophe struck again. A previous seminar by the
same speaker had already been translated into Korean
and had just been published, including the original
English lectures --- this was something I had spent

N\

blessings. Our limited perspective does not allow us to

grasp the profundity of this.
A Psychoanalytic Understanding

This proverb and story can be interpreted in
numerous ways, so I will offer one that is meaningful to
me.

The old fortune teller is either wise, or he is a

months working on! However, the books never

fool. Perhaps he has reached a rare state of

reached store shelves and had to be destroyed because
the English version contained material which had
potential confidentiality issues. I saw months of hard work
go down the drain.

However, it was soon decided that it would be
reprinted, excluding the English version. On the way back
to Boston, I carelessly left my backpack on the bus, which
contained my passport and all my important documents.
After a frantic call to the bus company, [ was able to get the
bag back in time to catch my flight. It happened to be a
very enjoyable flight: I got a seat with extra leg room and,
furthermore, made good friends with the person sitting
next to me. Was it a good trip or was it a disaster? I don’t
know, but perhaps a story that illustrates the proverb above
can shed some light on the question.

The Story

Once upon a time, an old man who was a skilled
fortune-teller lived in a fortress at the northern border of
China. One day, his horse ran away across the border into
enemy territory. The village people tried to comfort him,
but he said, without any grief: “How do we know? This
could be a blessing.”

A few months later, his horse returned home

WY

enlightenment in which he is not overtaken or
overwhelmed by emotions. Or maybe he is a rigid and
troubled man who uses a particular defense not to
experience extreme feelings of joy and sadness.

Either way, the story is telling us about something
very basic to our lives. Good constantly goes with bad,
blessings come with curses, and what goes up must come
down. This ebb and flow is intrinsic to all of nature, which
means that paradox, irony, and the pairing of opposites is
crucial to an understanding of the psyche. At the seminar I
attended, this was called a constant conjunction, a term
rooted in Bions ideas (see Cogitations 218-224). Perhaps
this would be a build-up of tension and a release of tension
in drive theory terms.

Psychoanalysis can help us get used to this basic
rthythm of life, to ride it out, and to go with the flow. Most
of us are not the Buddha and are therefore easily shaken up
by extreme emotions. We can transition rapidly between
feeling that we are on top of the world and that it is the end
of the world. Or perhaps we feel nothing and live in an
emotional flatland. Either way, psychoanalysis can help us
process our experiences, work though our emotions, and
survive the blessings and curses of life.

*okk
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Response to the 2008 CMPS Conference:
Sex and the Psyche

Andrew Wood
awood2@gmail.ocom

Dr. Snyder responded poignantly to Elisabeth
Young-Bruehl’s argument by saying that she had
encountered men who had the same difficulty adjusting to
gender roles. However, I dont feel that Dr. Snyder went
quite far enough in making her point. Young-Bruehl was
highlighting the fact that certain roles are imposed on
women and that the Third Wave of feminists was getting
together to help women worldwide “throw off their chains.”
Although I definitely agree that gender inequalities exist, I
do not feel that it is helpful to look at this issue with the
assumption that gender is only a problem for women.

The example I often give is about when I was
growing up and playing Little League baseball. I had a
tendency to get emotionally involved in the game, and I

which she roundly rejected. At this point, I ceased to be
entranced by her vast knowledge and sensitivity to the issue
and, instead, thought that what was really needed was some-
one to balance out what seemed to have become a lop-sided
presentation of the dynamics underlying gender inequality.

Dr. Movahedi went a long way to providing such
redress when he approached the issue from a similar angle,
using humor to resolve the resistance. He pointed out the
obvious purpose of the conference by taking out the
brochure. The conference was set up with two women
speaking for an hour or more, while the men were given only
twenty minutes to respond. This was only compounded by
the brochure itself, which had one page dedicated to each
female speaker with large pictures and long biographies,
while all four men shared one page of the leaflet with
miniscule pictures and text. [ think the proof is in the
pudding: while the conference was consciously about
equality, unconsciously it was a retribution for past injustice.
This is precisely what concerns both men and women about
Young-Bruehl's brand of feminism.

would often cry when I
got out. | remember my
father telling me that if I
was going to cry, I should
go cry in the car. He was
letting me know that it
was shameful for boys to
cry in public and that I
should hide if I were going
to cry. I can look back
now and see how I was
being socialized, and I
understand my father’s
reasons for doing what he
did because he also had
gender roles imposed on
him. The larger issue here

Registration
CMPS Annual Conference

Saturday, December 6, 2008

Does Size Really Matter?

is that men also have rigid roles that they must conform to,
and I got the distinct impression from the speaker that she
thought this was not the case; she spoke as though only
women were forced into such roles.

Ultimately, when any debate is this one-sided, the
speaker runs the risk of doing exactly what Young-Bruehl
did. First, she made her argument about the worldwide
mistreatment of women, which was generally accepted by
most of the audience. Then, the audience seemed to sense
her unconscious bias and asked her if she thought that this
imposition of gender roles could be relevant to men and
their understanding of themselves in the world, a question

Gender issues and the roles that society and culture
impose on the individual are challenges for everyone. If we
were able to come to the understanding that the
individuality of both genders is limited by these enforced
roles, then we could begin to be more conscious of how we
are all affected. Instead of spending enormous amounts of
time and energy engaged in the battle of the sexes, we might
be able to step outside of the unconscious process and
attempt to understand how people of the other gender see
themselves in the world. Ideally, with this mutual
understanding, we would become more sensitive to the
issues that each gender faces.
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2009 CMPS Conference: Psychoanalytic Listening - Deriving Meaning from Context

Friday Night Case Presentations

Tayloe Denton
tayloe.denton@gmail.com

As analysts and students filtered into the
elegant Great Hall of CMPS on Friday evening for the
case presentations, the room filled quickly, leaving not
an open seat in the house. Dr. Lucy Holmes
graciously welcomed us and introduced Dr. Dale
Boesky, Dr. Steven Poser, and the two advanced
students presenting. The presentations took the audi-
ence on a journey to experiencing what it might feel
like to sit with the patients. Amongst us were feelings
of love, affection, humor, and anger that evoked
expressions which vacillated between hearty laughter
and utter rage. The presentations, though different in
the feelings they roused, were strikingly similar in that
each blanketed the audience in a thick layer of emo-
tion.

Dr. Boesky’s contribution gave us a taste of the
charm and gentility we could expect from him for the
duration of the conference. He engaged us in a collab-
orative discussion which brought us close to the mate-
rial at hand. The audience was certainly a lively one,
especially when one among us remarked that she was
no analyst and followed with a comment which
expressed the group unconscious so boldly and
succinctly that the senior analysts from BGSP
remarked, “Sign her up!” and “Straight to level B!”
The atmosphere Friday evening was characterized by
candor and honesty. The night inspired a collective
effort that carried on throughout Saturday’s confer-
ence as well.
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Turns out it was a fear of flying, so I'm good!

The Saturday Conference

Janet Pocorobba
jpocorob@lesley.edu

On Saturday morning, Dr. Boesky spoke on
the theme of listening in context. How do analysts
formulate interpretations and inferences? Which
associations “count”? Which don’®® To whom? There
can be no meaning if the patient’s words are not
listened to in context, he said. But to do that, we need
to pay attention to the context of our methods. In
words that were intelligent and bracing but also gentle
and inviting, and not without humor (I particularly
liked the metaphor of the Baltics vs. the
Mediterraneans as the deprivers vs. the gratifiers),
Boesky encouraged the psychoanalytic community to
unite rather than divide, to become more transparent
to each other, less concealed. A lively discussion from
the audience ensued that led to fundamental
questions, like, what is psychoanalysis? It’s not only a
quest for meaning, but relief from suffering, he said.
An analyst needs a tough mind but a soft heart. He
must have love for the patient. He must say the father’s
words without the father’s intentions.

In the afternoon, Dr. Dolores Welber
presented a case and was joined by Ms. Newsome, Dr.
Snyder, Dr. Bernstein, and Dr. Boesky. After reading a
summary, some notably lyrical process notes, and a
quote by Emily Dickinson, the audience jumped in to
discuss. Soon a pervading confusion became apparent
that was not the audience’s but had been induced by
the case. A heady discussion ensued, probing the case
with tips, suggestions, questions, associations, and as
many different lenses as there were commenters. We
stopped early because the discussion was so deep and
intense. I felt like a tuning fork as I left, with many
notes buzzing inside. One of the most provocative
ideas of the day for me was when Boesky questioned
the successes that we're more apt to report in our case
studies, and wondered, = Without sharing our
failures—the how’s and why’s of what didnt work—
how can we adequately articulate, share, and reveal
what does?
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Impressions of Psychoanalysis in Latin America:
An Interview with Dr. Rodrigo Barahona

Rodrigo Barahona, Psya.D.

BGSP Faculty
rodbarahona@gmail.com

Dr. Barahona presenting in Guatemala

TC: You originally trained in modern psychoanalysis at
BGSP, and over the last few years, you have been present-
ing papers and clinical cases at various conferences in
Latin America. Could you tell us about your impressions
of psychoanalysis in Latin America?

RB: I think that psychoanalysis in Latin America is in a very
exciting place right now, partly due to its rich history and
partly to the present socio/cultural/political scene. Latin
American psychoanalysis is usually associated with the
schools of thought originating in Argentina, Uruguay, and
Brazil, and it was only after the 70’s and 80’s that the
Lacanian schools became hegemonic. Prior to this, it was
mostly Kleinian and classical Freudian thinking that
influenced clinicians, many of the Latin American pioneers
having been trained early in the last century in London,
Vienna, and other parts of Europe. Recently and worldwide,
there has been a renewed interest in Bion, and this has found
fertile ground in Latin America in particular. Some recent
papers have traced the influence that old Latin American
thinkers are having on the current Bionian analysts.

As far as the recent turn to intersubjectivity in
psychoanalysis, this is not so new to those familiar with the
work of Enrique Pichon-Riviere, Jorge Mom, and of course
the Barangers, to name a few of the principals, all beginning
around the 1940s in South America. And any serious
attention to countertransference, which in Latin America
went hand in hand with intersubjectivity, was initiated by
Racker, a Pole who went off to become one of Latin America’s
greatest psychoanalysts. Theories of intersubjectivity in Latin
American psychoanalysis have been there almost since its

origins, and I think this is why Bion is not so hard to grasp
among the current wave of young Latin American
practitioners. Attention to the interaction between the
unconscious of the other and the subject’s own unconscious
may have also been influenced, to a great extent, by another
tradition, that
upheavals—throughout the 20th century a constant force in

Latin American of violent political
dynamic tension with the collective psyche. Psychoanalysts
and people in general could not deny the influence on their
psychic lives of the overwhelming forces of civil war, social

upheaval, and political violence.

TC: That reminds me of the influence of the First World
War on Freud's thinking, and it makes me wonder about
the effects of local politics on local psychoanalysis. How
have your ideas been received in the different countries
you have presented in?

RB: In February, I presented a case to colleagues at the Costa
Rican Association for Socio-critical psychoanalysis, and in
July, I presented the same case in Guatemala to psychology
students and faculty of both the Landivar and Francisco
Marroquin  Universities. This case, called “Forgetting
Margarita,” was a study on enactment of the defense of
repression in both patient and analyst. What was an
intrapsychic defense pattern of motivated forgetting, as it
were, became an enactment in which both she and I tended
to repress certain elements of her experience in the sessions,
elements which had to do with unbearable emotional pain. In
the case of this patient, a good amount of these memories not
only had to do with personal suffering at the level of family
dynamics, but also of terror experienced growing up in
Pinochet’s Chile during and after the coup of 1973.

This captured the attention, not to mention the
imagination, of young psychology/psychoanalysis students
for a number of reasons. First, in Latin America, psychology
in general and psychoanalysis in particular tends to be
associated to left leaning political views, the connection being
between  the liberation of the
unconscious/repression at the service of the ego, and the

polarities of the

liberation of the masses/repression at the service of the
militarized-fascist state. This is a connection that, like it or
not, is such an ingrained part of the signifier psychoanalysis as
to be inescapable. Many think, and I agree, that this is why
psychoanalysis has, in fact, survived in a much more vital
in the US—it wasn’
married to medicine like it was here. Instead, excluding a

form in Latin America than
brief period early in the century in Argentina, it was mistress
to all the social and human sciences. Everyone wanted her,
yet no one in particular could claim her—probably why she
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remained so cheerful. The other reason why this case was
interesting, particularly to those in Guatemala, was that it
involved the importance of coming to terms with anguish in
the face of the possibility of forgetting.

In postmodern times like these, we would like to
think that the past is no longer important and that action and
work are what is needed to maintain life as a livable
enterprise. As Zizek puts it, buying a certain type of water at
Starbucks is all you need to do nowadays to save a billion
lives, or what have you. You don’t even need to think about
how the situation came to be or how your contribution
actually helps sustain a system that creates the need for this
type of contribution. That would involve history or some
degree of self-reflection. Similarly, the type of enacted,
mutual forgetting in the face of nameless dread that I
describe in the case has its parallels in the national struggles
Central Americans sometimes endure to forget their violent
past and move on, so to speak. I think the emphasis on
moving on, or as it is put over and over again in contempo-
rary discourse, ‘going forward, sometimes comes at the
expense of acknowledging what one has been capable of in
terms of violence and that remains a potential in one’s reper-
toire for dealing with intrapsychic and interpersonal conflict.

Prior to presenting at the two universities, I
presented a different though related paper at the 32nd Intera-
merican Congress of Psychology in Guatemala City that
examined Costaricans’ attitudes towards such things as state
sponsored violence, torture, and war. This study was just
published as a chapter (with Eddy Carillo) in Staze Violence
and the Right to Peace, by Praeger. The results were somewhat
disheartening, showing a significant gap between Costari-
cans’ ordinarily positive self-identity in regards to war/peace
related issues and their cognitive/emotional sense of what
these issues were. Costa Rica as a country is known for its
peace and diplomacy- embracing stance. One of our presi-
dents won the Peace Prize in 1987 for helping stop the 40
years of civil war experienced throughout most of Central
America at the cost of over 300,000 lives. The peace treaty
had been signed in Guatemala, and just when we thought
that those days of murder and mayhem were over, the day
before I gave this paper (the theme of the conference, by the
way, was “A Path Towards Peace and Democracy”) the Hon-
duran military a few hundred miles away decided to conduct
the first coup d’état the region had seen in over twenty years.
The next day, I was talking about the importance of a
country’s citizens coming to terms with their murderous past
lest they suffer shaky self-identities rooted in myths rather
than actual substance, making it easier for the past to come
back to haunt them—I was thinking about a theme that
appears as a constant preoccupation in Kundera’s novels: that

BGSP Welcomes a Generous Gift

Marjorie Kettell, Ph.D.
BGSP Faculty
kettellmj@aol.com

Dr. Weinberg presents the photo to Dr. Kettell

Dr. Henry Weinberg, esteemed Professor Emeritus
of Boston University's Clinical Psychology Department,
called last year to tell me—one of his many former
students—about a signed photograph of Sigmund Freud
that he was thinking of donating to a graduate school. He
wondered what a suitable place would be for the picture. I
expressed the feeling that it would be appropriate for the
Boston Graduate School of Psychoanalysis and was very
pleased that Dr. Weinberg decided to donate it to us. Itis a
thrill to hold a picture that Freud himself signed! The
occasion was at the end of a seminar Freud gave in Vienna
(in the 1930's) for physicians who might be interested in
psychoanalysis. ~ Freud signed photos and gave each
participant a copy. Some years later, a psychology student
whose father traveled abroad to hear Freud came to see Dr.
Weinberg and offered him the picture, explaining that his
father decided he wasn't interested in psychoanalysis, but
he did bring home the picture! It has been carefully cared
for ever since and now the Boston Graduate School of
Psychoanalysis has become its guardian. With deepest
appreciation, Dr. Weinberg, on behalf of the entire Boston
Graduate School of Psychoanalysis, thank you for this
precious gift. We will think of you and your generosity
each time we look at the picture and you are welcome to

visit it any time!

of forgetting as the only memory of those who cannot face
their own identity—suddenly, the past came back to haunt
Central America. As far as my presentations were concerned,
however, the timing couldn’t have been better.
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Dr. Meadow’s Questions for
Exiting Patients

Frances Bigda-Peyton, Ph.D.

BGSP Faculty
bigdapeyton@verizon.net

When patients announce that they want to leave
treatment, it raises lots of feelings — fear, anger, confusion, worry,
you name it. Then, there are the questions of meaning: What is
this all about? Why now? What is going on in terms of the
resistance and transference? When does it make sense to end
treatment anyway?

When I was starting out as an analyst, it also raised the
obvious question: what do I say next? I felt overwhelmed.
Sometimes, I was afraid that I had missed something; at other
times, | was just angry that the patient was not able to say more
about what was going on; in other instances, I was just worried
(“Oh, no, there goes my practice!” or “There goes my treatment
service patient!”). More often than not, I found myself
tongue-tied.

At the time, I was fortunate to have Dr. Meadow as a
supervisor, and I asked her how she dealt with such matters.
What questions did she ask her patients at these moments? On
one occasion, she decided to gratify me and answer my question
directly. (We had already spent lots of time analyzing my

confusion). Here is what she said:

1. Should 1 let you go?

2. Should I command you to stay?

3. Apre you getting anything out of therapy to warrant
your staying? If yes, then should I command you to
stay?

4. What should I do in order for you to stay?

5. Should I order you to leave right now? If yes, will I be
giving you what you want? If not, why not? Should I
want to keep you?

These days, I keep her questions on a card in my filing
cabinet. At times, I take the list out and study it if I know a
patient will probably be discussing termination. Her words (and
no doubt my transference to them) help contain my feelings.

Since then, I have developed other questions. But these
are still the basic ones that help me stay centered when these
challenging moments come up. Having these questions as an
option also seems to give me the space to stop and think more
about what is happening within myself and the patient during
these times.

The Earring

Elizabeth Moskowitz
elizabeth.moskowitz@gmail.com

A feather weighted with unsayable words
Falls slyly away, disturbing the
Piece of the world where things stay found.
The search parties organize and off they
Tramp, on a wild peacock

Chase through bitterest October.

Difficulties mount, chief among them the
Roguish leaves and their conspiracies
Of imitation, infuriating street lamps

[lluminating nothing, and peculiar voices

Issuing from sidewalk cracks commanding:

Let lost things stay that way!

The detectives weary and the trail grows cold.
They envy the feather:

To be lost is to be desired, sought
Ceaselessly and immortalized in memory;
To be found is to be safely tossed
Aside, to the room where sure things
Lie honestly forgotten.

For this bauble, no such posterity: one shout
And one dash and one triumphal hoisting
Collapses infinite points of uncertainty into one hole
In the ear of one woman now securely filled
With one well-traveled and mischievous earring.
Immortality shall have to wait.
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Fragments (continued from back page)

Is it a bird, is it a plane, or is it an unconscious
communication?

At a campaign rally in Florida in November 2008,
Barack Obama scratched his face with his middle finger while
congratulating John McCain on a hard-fought campaign. The
gesture grabbed headlines and led to media speculation about
whether Obama was really “fipping the bird” at his
Republican challenger.

Since this time, I have been interested to observe my
patients’ use of various hand gestures in the session. In the
outpatient clinic where I work, I see patients face-to-face and
have been able to notice how patients might scratch their eye
with their middle finger after I make an ill-judged intervention
or may begin to rest their head on their hand with two
extended fingers in a V sign.

Culturally speaking, the V sign (with the palm inward)
is very ambiguous. In the U.S., the sign (with palm inward or
outward) is used to mean “Peace,” a meaning that supposedly
became popular during the peace movement of the 1960’s.

However, in Northern Europe the sign has a very
different meaning. According to a popular legend, the V sign
(with the palm inward) derives from the gestures of
longbowmen fighting in the English army at the Battle of
Agincourt in the 15th century. The story claims that the French
threatened to cut off the arrow-shooting fingers of all the
English longbowmen after they had won the batte at
Agincourt. In response to this, the English archers approached
holding up their two fingers as a sign of defiance. In modern
times, the V sign is at least as offensive as the birdie.

Being British, it took me a little while to work out that
the V sign in the US is really a sign of peace and hope - a good
thing to know in trying to understand a patient’s non-verbal
communications. I suppose that if there were a moral to this
story it would be that it has proven helpful to be open to the
possibility of cultural signs having very different meanings.

Shame in Psychoanalytic Training

Throughout the course of my own psycho-
analytic schooling, the topic of shame in the training
process has not featured as a topic openly discussed
— a curious phenomenon given that the centrality of
shame in analytic training has been widely
acknowledged in the psychoanalytic literature (e.g.
Arlow 1972, 1982, Kernberg 1996). Why, I wonder,
should this be the case in our institute?

Although I am presently unable to offer any
coherent thoughts on this issue, I would like to
direct the interested reader to a thought-provoking
online panel discussion on the subject of “Shame in
Psychoanalytic Training” that can be found at:
www.thecandidatejournal.org. Click on ARCHIVE,
and then click on Volume 2, December 2007.

Catatonia

Natasha Quesnell-Theno
guesneln@gmail.com

e cagatonic Schizephrenit Staves canstantly|inte nethingness..
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Alistair McKnight
ali.mcknight@gmail.com

A thought on the mysterious operations of unconscious
communication

The mechanics of unconscious communication
have continued to both intrigue and baffle
psychoanalysts since Freud first wondered about how two
“unconsciouses” might directly influence each other. I
recently came across some research that made me wonder
about the influence of physical proximity on the analytic
situation.

Scientists at the Institute of HeartMath (IHM)
have been studying emotions and the electromagnetic
energy generated by emotions and the body—paying
particular attention to the heart. Gabriella Boehmer, an
IHM spokesperson, explains, “Measured with modern
magnetic field meters, the heart's electromagnetic field is
approximately five thousand times greater in strength
than the field produced by the brain. The heart's field
permeates every cell in the body and radiates up to eight
feet outside the body, but theoretically it travels even
further.” 7

Previous studies at IHM show
that heart rhythms reflect our /4
emotions.  These  rhythms
“modulate” the field produced by
the heart, kind of like a radio ¥
tuner. This implies that people can \Qi_
exchange emotional information

through electromagnetic energy.
In a study, seated pairs of

subjects four feet apart were

instructed to sit quietly and 7

not think or do anything. (¢
simultaneously 4

Researchers
monitored one subject's heart
signal waves (ECG) and the other

subject’s brain waves (EEG). There
was no indication of an energy

exchange. However, when subjects
were asked to hold hands, data
showed that one subject’s heartbeat
was registered in the other subject's
brain waves. The study says, “More
refined techniques have since been
developed by IHM that indicate there
is an energy exchange that occurs up
to five feet away from the body even without touching,
but when people do touch—even a simple handshake—
there is a surprisingly large exchange of subde
electromagnetic information being transferred.”
Something to bear in mind when we are debating
the efficacy of psychoanalysis and the nature of
therapeutic action? I find this interesting in the context of
\the debate about therapy on the telephone/
= Skype versus being physically present

]

Aerial View of
Analytic Session

in the room. Beyond the effects of
fantasies that are stimulated by the
' physical separation during phone
sessions, might the “something is
missing” be the unconscious reception
of a softly pulsing electromagnetic field?

Call for Submissions

Please submit original writing, and/or
artwork about your experiences of being a
student or faculty member at BGSP, or ideas
about interviews and content you would
like to see in future issues.

Send material to:

Tayloe Denton - tayloe.denton@gmail.com
or
Janet Pocorobba - jpocorob@lesley.edu

I'm sorry. I only deal with
them metaphorically - or
you need a vet...

Put It Into Words!

Spend time writing with other
students every other Friday 6pm-
7:15pm starting February 5th.

nr

Location TBA. L e

Contact:

tayloe.denton@gmail.com

jpocorob@lesley.edu.
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