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			To Barry Michels. You taught me to find magic in the darkest moments.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			I’m not special.

			I never thought I’d be a public figure or a bestselling author. In fact, for the first stretch of my life, I didn’t even think I was intelligent. I had the perfect parents to perpetuate an ignorance about who I was, because they didn’t know either. But oddly, their dismissiveness kept me on track. Left to my own devices, I would have become a writer.

			Instead, I became a psychiatrist. My parents wanted me to be a doctor, and I didn’t want to be persona non grata in my family, so I obliged. My father wanted me to become a pediatrician, because he had lost a child—my younger brother died of a rare kidney cancer when he was three and I was nine. Psychiatry was low on the totem pole in their estimation, and I was conflicted about it, because in my family, you weren’t supposed to choose your life based on what you wanted or how you felt. But I decided to choose myself. I loved working with people, but right from the beginning, I knew something was missing. I quickly discovered that the go-to position in treating psychiatric patients was a combination of a psychotherapy model, which I didn’t believe in at all, and medications, which sometimes worked well and other times made things worse. What struck me the most was that psychiatry was supposed to be the medical discipline that was the most human—but to my disappointment, treating psych patients at the time didn’t emphasize the humanity of a patient at all. It was all about diagnostic codes.

			For all these reasons, I was never a typical psychiatrist. I tried to give people tools that work. I don’t think of myself as someone who created something spectacular, but I do think that I have become a very good teacher.

			Some of my patients tell me that I can do things for them that they think are magic. In this book, I’m going to teach you how to do this work with yourself. I will give you a process, a protocol, to create real magic. Not fake magic, but real magic.

			I first learned about what I’ve come to call the three domains (Uncertainty, Pain, and the Need for Constant Work) and the demands you must meet to engage with them in my early life, even though I didn’t have the words for them then.

			I grew up in the Bronx, with two parents who were not happy—though they were unhappy in different ways. Neither of my parents was functional. My father was the youngest of fourteen children—he and his older half brother were the only boys, and he had a sea of sisters. Most of my family got out of Europe before the Holocaust, but I believe four aunts died.

			I don’t know if factors from his early childhood influenced his behavior, but my father was out there. On Sunday mornings, I’d get up at nine o’clock to play basketball and he would already have read every fucking newspaper, including four from New York, some from the West Coast, and dispatches from Europe. He wanted to master information so that he could predict the future.

			When I came home from school, he would be in his chair and insist that I sit at his feet, not to demean me, but because he was a fanatic. He had all these theories and predictions about the world—they held me in their thrall tremendously, even though they were wrong. As I grew up, my father’s illusions about the world proved unsustainable. There was too much evidence in the other direction. Because his predictions failed, he had nothing that made him feel good about himself, or that made him feel he deserved to be on earth. More than anything else, he didn’t understand the necessity of work to make his life feel meaningful. The Devil sold my father on a very subtle form of getting “over” without meeting God: He thought there were substitutes to spiritual work.

			My father couldn’t stand being vulnerable to anything—he was very smart, and he hoped that his intellect would be enough. He had a Marxist worldview that everything was predetermined, that everything could be analyzed and predicted, and that people and groups of people—the police, doctors, etc.—could self-regulate in the right political system.

			My father taught me a lot about the domain of Uncertainty, which we will address in this book. He was unwilling to accept uncertainty and thought he could engineer his life against it.

			My mother, on the other hand, was not engaged with the world—she could shut it out, and that was her preference. On a beautiful sunny day in the tenements of the Bronx, when every kid and every adult would be out in the street, she would lock herself inside and read a book. That was heaven to her.

			My mother’s father was a psychopath. He abandoned them in 1933—my grandmother and two young girls—with no money. My mom was about twelve when this happened. A day after he left, my grandmother got a notice that her checks weren’t clearing. She went down to the bank, the banker pulled out all the papers, and she discovered that my grandfather had tricked her into signing a note. He had taken everything and moved to Florida.

			My mom was a bookworm and a genius, but she was never happy. Her son, my younger brother, died at the age of three, which was devastating—but she hadn’t been happy even before that. She was inconsolable—and her grief gave her even more reason to stay in the Maze (see this page). Her whole life was about feeling injured and getting revenge. She was unwilling to move forward by dealing with the domain of Pain.

			Meanwhile, I learned about the domain of Constant Work through my health, because cognitively, I haven’t always needed to work hard. In medical school at NYU, my classmates would get pissed at me and ask if I had found a way to cheat. I was one of only six students out of 120 who passed the physiology test—if you failed this test, you had to take the entire term over—even though I went out clubbing most nights.

			Early in my life, I didn’t know that working with people’s minds was my mission or that I was good at it. The only thing I knew was that I wanted to make money and heal myself. And God laughed and said, I will give you double the money and half the health. I didn’t understand it then, but my long struggles with poor health were important. All of these guys who became big shots ended up putting money and power above everything else. But my Parkinson’s disease made so many things impossible, and therefore my life possible. For example, I couldn’t be a surgeon, and I couldn’t get up at five o’clock in the morning; it would have been a disaster. So I became a psychiatrist. My physical limitations protected me. And because I didn’t give up, I had to develop an abnormal will. Despite having Parkinson’s and being in my late seventies now, I have no interest in retiring. I feel as though the steps I went through in my life, which I admit were unusual, were engineered by some force to match my life experiences perfectly with my mission.

			

			—

			When I was six years old, I lived in Manhattan on the same block as my friend Sharon, whose mother, Lenore, was my mom’s best friend. One day, my mother and Lenore drove to the Bronx to see their mothers, who conveniently lived in the same building. Back then, when it was a nice day, everyone would be out on the street, so my mom told me to stay outside while she went upstairs to visit her mom. I waited outside for twenty minutes or so until Lenore and my mother came downstairs. They started walking toward the car and I followed them, when out of nowhere a little kid, maybe nine years old, jumped in front of me, as though he needed to protect my mom and Lenore from me. All I had to do was say, “Hey, that’s my mother.” But a force I couldn’t control rose up within me, and I refused to identify myself, which immediately started a fight between us. Eventually, I broke down and told this other kid who I was; otherwise, he would have kicked my ass.

			On our way back to Manhattan, I kept thinking about this strange situation, wondering why I had acted that way, and why I had refused to tell this kid who I was. That was the first time I became aware that something in me didn’t add up. I didn’t know more than that, just that something was wrong. That’s as far as I got.

			I encountered this force again in my childhood in a way that left an indelible mark on me. It wasn’t quite the same as the first experience, but I knew it was the same force. My apartment was near the nursery school I went to, so I’d usually walk home after. But one day, my parents said, “David Goldwater is having a birthday party, and you can go right there from school. You don’t have to go home. And not only that, but you can also go there on the school bus.” I had never done this before. I was thinking, This is too good to be true. This can’t possibly happen. When we got to the right stop, the driver opened the bus door, and I panicked. I thought, There’s no way I can get down those stairs. Finally, my classmates dragged me down, and I had a good time at the party. But the point is that I had felt something incredibly negative, something adamant about destroying all of my hope. As a child, I couldn’t even try to define this counterforce, but in a way, its presence didn’t surprise me. I knew and felt that it was very real.

			In my teens, we lived in one of those post-war faceless brick apartment buildings. We had two pimps as neighbors: Leroy and “the Snake.” And luckily, or unluckily, they really liked us. Leroy, in particular, couldn’t stop talking and loved talking to me and my sidekick, Seymour, who was a fantastic character. They knew I planned to become a shrink, so Leroy wanted to teach me some things about human psychology and human interaction—but mostly, he was grandiose, and just wanted someone to listen to his bullshit. Over time, as he opened up to me, what he told me did change my life—because he was the Devil, or Part X, embodied. Leroy and the Snake would run as many as a dozen women every night—they would drive around in cars and make sure these women were doing their business.

			One day, I asked Leroy, carefully, “How do you manage so many people?”

			He said, “It starts the first moment I meet them. Most of them are from out of town. My job is to break down their egos completely and make them feel like they can’t live without me. I never have sex with them. I never give them any independent power. I tally the money every night and keep precise accounting. Once in a while, I give them something nice, like a jacket or new dress. That lasts about three or four months, and then I need to do it again. The whole gig is to keep them dependent on me so they don’t think they can live without me.”

			I found this information shocking, but I could see that it was true. Leroy told me that he could turn anyone, man or woman, into an equivalent of these prostitutes. He taught me the power human beings can have over others without doing very much—all he had to do was trigger a woman’s Part X.

			These were my first encounters with Part X, an entity that I’ve written about extensively in the first two books I co-authored with Barry Michels: The Tools and Coming Alive. We will talk about Part X in this book as it is one of our primary companions. I didn’t know what I was contending with early in my life, but now I understand this counterforce to the Life Force, which I’ll explain soon.

			I went to Stuyvesant High School, which I fucking hated because the desks were drilled to the floor. The entire place was crumbling; it was all boys, and it was a long subway ride, so I didn’t have many friends. Being on the basketball team might have been a source of friendships for me, but the coach wouldn’t put me on the team. I played on another team instead.

			The basketball coach at Stuyvesant, the one who wouldn’t put me on the team, was a guy named Mr. Cavallaro, who wore his socks up to his knees. There was this kid named Charlie Scott who rode the bench—he went on to become a three-time NBA All Star. Next to him on the bench was Barry Leibowitz, who also later played pro ball for many years. Mr. Cavallaro didn’t perceive their abilities, which was nuts—he didn’t know what he was dealing with.

			I started college when I was sixteen years old—it was somehow easier to get on the basketball team in college as a sixteen-year-old than it had been in high school. It was there that I developed my first tool, although I didn’t call it a tool then. The basketball coach hated me, really hated me. He would get angry at me, and then I would get tense and defiant. There wasn’t much of a meeting of the minds. Things changed when I was a senior, mainly because I was the only guy who could handle the ball.

			When my coach was bearing down on me, I got the idea to use a mantra, though I didn’t know that word at the time. I would silently say heart to connect to my courage, and I would repeat it over and over again. That word would shut everything out—I wouldn’t care what my coach or anyone in the stands thought about me. Everything would fade away, including my nervousness. It was like hypnotizing myself. I couldn’t explain what happened. I didn’t know how to articulate it. I had no opinion on it. I was raised in a family where if you voiced anything like that, they would think you had lost your mind. The idea that a tool could change your inner state? That was not something that existed.

			After I graduated from the NYU School of Medicine, I went into private practice. This was the 1970s, when the war wasn’t over yet and the country was in chaos. I had committed to being in the Navy, but then there was a bombing in Cambodia, and I decided fuck this, I’m not going. But because I had already been inducted, I had to go through this whole rigamarole to reclassify myself as a conscientious objector. As a make good, I had to do five years as a civil servant, so I worked as a prison psychiatrist at Rikers Island.

			While people are fascinated by this experience, it was demoralizing. I felt as if I had nothing to offer the patients in my private practice or these prisoners, though I came to understand that both patient populations were subject to outside forces, which I eventually called Part X. At times, my private practice patients were crazier: Sometimes powerful people are far more dangerous than convicts.

			I never cared what people had done to end up in prison. I only cared whether they would participate going forward in finding a way to control themselves. I didn’t have the language at the time for Part X. I would say, “There’s something inside you that doesn’t want you to live, be happy, or survive. It’s working against you, and you must be proactive in dealing with it.”

			The presence of Part X is pervasive—I felt a commonality between my patients who were inmates and my patients who were not locked up. One of my free patients killed her mother at this time. She was a chronic schizophrenic and heavy drinker who had been pretty well under control. Her mother was also a chronic schizophrenic and a heavy drinker. I told my patient that if she ever drank again, she should call me immediately, because she could become psychotic. I got home one day and there were all these crazy messages on my answering machine. An hour later, I heard from a cop who asked me if she was my patient, because she had just killed her mother. She had called me and then not put the phone down—the entire event was recorded on my answering machine. I spent a day and a half in court. She only did five weeks in jail because they didn’t know how to deal with a schizophrenic.

			In that same six-week period, another patient jumped out of a six-story window on Central Park South and lived—the last time I saw him, he was in a cast up to his eyeballs. Another patient was not so lucky. She had gotten a new apartment and wanted to buy a sofa instead of therapy. I told her that was fine, but that she had better not stop seeing me, so I compromised that she could come every other week. Our first week off in between sessions, she took pills, though she immediately realized she didn’t want to die. She walked herself to Metropolitan Hospital for help and then died anyway. The point is, throughout my career, whether I’m working with prisoners, normal citizens, or celebrities, I’ve also been working with invisible forces, forces that are much more powerful than you might think.

			I didn’t start formally developing the Tools technique until the 1980s, in part because I came to hate what I refer to as “loose talk.” Back in the day, someone would go to a psychoanalyst, and they would talk for a while, or even for a few years, and it didn’t matter. The sessions would achieve nothing. As I was being trained, I saw this happen in front of my face. To me, it’s loose talk if the shrink says or implies, “Now you can change,” when they haven’t given the patient anything practical. As a psychiatrist, I couldn’t figure out how somebody could change through only talking and thinking.

			It also drove me nuts that people were spending so much money on therapy. I’m a mercenary—I love money—but I couldn’t stand what I witnessed. It was like thirty plumbers going into a building, and when they leave, there’s shit all over the floor. It
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