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More praise for Jeffrey Moussaieff Masson and Final Analysis

“For all the light Masson sheds once again on the Freudians, this is most of all a fascinating and highly unusual kind of autobiography—a truthful account of the subject’s own professional training—a side of life we hardly ever hear about.”

—KATE MILLETT

“Even if only a fraction of psychoanalysts and analysands have suffered experience quite so gross as that revealed by Jeffrey Masson, his candid and fascinating account of his unique trajectory through the world of psychoanalysis should cause widespread soul-searching on the real value of years spent on or behind the couch.”

—DOUG ELLSBERG

“A powerful volume which—along with his other books—must be read by all mental-health professionals because of Masson’s passionate insistence that we confront the social realities, the value systems, and the arbitrary abuse of power in actual life.”

—DR. MARGARET BRENMAN GIBSON

Clinical professor of psychology at Harvard Medical School

“Dr. Masson, once the wunderkind of psychoanalysis, tells the inside story of that most pretentious of cults from the unique perspective of one who spent five years on his back on the couch-altar. Final Analysis delivers a lethal injection of skepticism not only to the moribund body of Freudian folklore, but generically to the booming business of mind therapy.”

—JOHN FRIEDBERG, M.D.

Author of Shock Treatment Is Not Good for the Brain
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Preface

In 1971, more than anything else I wanted to become a psychoanalyst. For the next seven years, in analysis and analytic training, I talked, read, and breathed psychoanalysis.

Final Analysis is the story of my psychoanalytic training; of my friendships with Anna Freud, Kurt Eissler and others, and of why I eventually left that world. If this were just my personal story, I doubt it would be worth telling. But the injustices and corruption I encountered as a psychoanalytic candidate were built into the very training process; the implications, I believe, reach out to every analysis and beyond that to psychotherapy in general. I was not the only person to notice these abuses, but by the time training was over, few of us had escaped the acculturation that made them, from the safe distance of graduation, seem necessary or even normal.

No book has yet told what it is like to undergo training as an orthodox Freudian psychoanalyst. Nor does any book tell what it is like to leave that profitable and prestigious profession—those who have been part of the inner circle of psychoanalysis either do not leave, or have left in discreet silence. Thus, until now it has been almost impossible to get an internal view of the workings of this “men’s club” with its initiation rites; expectations of membership loyalty over truth; pressures to accept concepts handed down by the leader, no matter how irrational; xenophobic banding together against outsiders; and the punishment of anyone who poses questions or finally wants out. It is worth asking why no book like this has appeared before, since people have written accounts of leaving almost every other cult. Why has psychoanalysis cast such an impervious net around those who become attracted to it and then train in it?

I cannot say that I undertook this book without reluctance. I hesitated for three reasons. First, there was my personal pain in reviewing events that were hurtful to me when they happened. It is sometimes alarming for me to look back at my own ignorance, naiveté, or sheer blindness. I have winced many times in recollecting things I said and did during this period. George Orwell once said that nobody could ever write a truthful autobiography because the truth would always be too unbearably humiliating. Much of what I have remembered and written about here wounds my sense of who I would like to be.

My second reason for hesitating was that while I might be able to justify exposing myself to the ridicule, contempt, or mere head shaking of an anonymous public, I was not certain that I had the right to expose others who were close to me. Yet there seemed no way for me to write truthfully without doing so. All of the people I have in mind (for example, my mother, my father, my ex-wife) have read the book in manuscript, and while they were not in each instance delighted to find themselves in print in this manner, nobody objected or asked to have passages deleted.

Finally, I was daunted by the problem of accuracy. As an academic I had learned to rely on documents, and felt secure in their use. But now I was forced to fall back on my own memory. How accurate was it? Who can recall, exactly, conversations that took place years in the past? Fortunately, for some of the conversations in this book, including sessions with my analyst, I have notes made immediately afterward. But where I have had to rely on my memory and reconstruct conversations, I have tried to ensure that the words I ascribe to others are authentic by searching out original articles written by those I quote. In a few cases, I used published articles by the people cited to provide quoted text with ideas similar to those expressed at the time. While I am convinced that the dialogues are as true to the spirit of the actual conversations as memory permits, I cannot suggest that they should be regarded as verbatim.

I am entirely opposed to fictitious elements in historical accounts. Nobody in this book was invented, in whole or in part, and nobody represents some aspect of another person. There are no composite characters here. But of course the names of my patients were changed, as were those of people whose names did not seem to me to add anything significant to the reader’s understanding of my story or my thesis. I have alerted the reader to all fictitious names used by placing an asterisk after the name when it first appears.

Although this book stands by itself intellectually, it can be seen as the last volume of a trilogy that began in 1984 with the publication of The Assault on Truth: Freud’s Suppression of the Seduction Theory, and continued in 1988 with Against Therapy: Emotional Tyranny and the Myth of Psychological Healing. The Assault was concerned with a specific problem in the history of psychoanalysis, but the question of covering up the truth led me to much broader questions. At the time I wrote it, I was still considering psychotherapy as a profession. If my criticisms of psychoanalysis were correct, I had to reconsider the ethical validity of practicing psychoanalysis. But was any other form of therapy more ethical? My next book, published in 1986, A Dark Science: Women, Sexuality and Psychiatry in the Nineteenth Century, made clear that the corruption I had observed in psychoanalysis was endemic to psychiatry’s roots in Germany and France. Was modern psychotherapy, in any form, any better? Had it truly broken with its violent past? These questions led me to Against Therapy, with its historically grounded objections to the very idea of psychotherapy. While I had met kind and humane people who called themselves psychotherapists, none of them attributed their skill in helping people to their professional training; it was almost as if they were benign in spite of their training, and not as a result of it.

These books all resulted from reflecting on documents I had come across during my brief tenure as project director at the Sigmund Freud Archives. But in none of these publications (nor in my edition and translation of the Freud/Fliess letters) did I give any of the personal background and details that led me to take the positions I did.

Throughout this book I acknowledge that Freud’s preoccupations, with dreams, with memory, with the primacy of the emotions, with the importance of childhood and especially with human misery, are now our preoccupations, for the better. I am convinced that throughout history they have always been the preoccupation of men and women concerned with the betterment of their lives and those of their fellow creatures. We need to acknowledge Freud’s achievements; we do not need to revere his errors. Freud was an extraordinary human being with all the failings of a man; turning him into an idol is a disservice to what must remain a continual search for truth. He taught us much; there is still much to learn.

But while I admire much of what Freud taught us, I do not admire the fact that he turned astute observations about human nature into elements of a vast and profitable profession with all the trappings of a jealously protected guild. The price for joining this fraternity is silence about its membership policy. Corruption is incorporated, not exposed; prejudice and bias have been accepted, even embraced. It is a high price to pay for membership. This book examines that fraternity and that price, and in the end describes a pathway to freedom.




Chapter One

ON BECOMING A PSYCHOANALYST

Toronto, 1971

“Dr. Masson, I’m glad to meet you. My name is Brian Bergman, and I am a training and supervising psychoanalyst with the Toronto Psychoanalytic Institute. My job today is to interview you and then to give my opinion as to whether you are suitable for training to become a psychoanalyst. I have a number of questions to ask you. Please answer as frankly as possible.”

Dr. Bergman leaned back in his chair and opened the interview:

“Have you been faithful to your wife?”

I was taken aback. This was hardly a typical question to be asked in an interview. I was being invited to reflect about what was, in my case, a difficult personal situation. How frank was it possible to be? And what were the consequences of being frank? I knew about free association, the only rule of psychoanalysis (at least the only overt rule), where the patient is told to reveal everything that comes to mind, no matter how embarrassing or how trivial or how outrageous. Here I was being urged, by the very nature of the interview, to engage in something like free association. But did I dare say everything that was on my mind?

One of the basic conditions of the much vaunted “analytic space” is that nothing said there goes beyond those walls. Confidentiality is at the very heart of all psychotherapy. Yet this was also an interview, and I knew that my answers were to be conveyed to others, who would then go on to make a judgment about my suitability for analytic training.

I swallowed hard. There could be no good answer. Many men, especially those who are themselves unfaithful, are convinced that most other men are too. So, if my answer were an unqualified “Yes, I am faithful to my wife,” perhaps I would be seen as a liar, i.e., unfit to be trained as an analyst. “No” meant you were an admitted cheat and hence certainly not suitable for the highly “ethical” profession of psychoanalysis. I had only been married a short time, and in fact was already struggling with the issue of monogamy (I preferred this word to the more treacherous “faithfulness,” which seemed to imply more than sexual monogamy). That seemed the more honest answer. I gave it. But what if now he pried further, and wanted the details of my struggle? After all, “I’m struggling” is pretty vague. Did he have the right? Was he like a customs officer, who could slowly and deliberately open your wallet and look at the pictures, receipts, credit cards, letters, anything he wanted? But Dr. Bergman moved on.

“Why do you want to become a psychoanalyst?” I looked about the handsome room: good taste was in evidence everywhere. Contemporary drawings, plush leather armchair and couch, a small library. The building was situated on one of Toronto’s busiest streets. Yet there was in this office a sense of quiet, as if we had entered a more leisurely century. It was December, snowing and very cold outside. In here we were warm. I could almost believe that I was about to be served tea and cakes. Dr. Bergman was a striking man in his early fifties, dressed comfortably in a corduroy suit with leather patches on the elbows. He was clearly Jewish, with a wrinkled, sad face. The eyes seemed to say, “I have seen it all. You can’t shock me, you can’t even annoy me.” Obviously he was wise, accepting, warm, benevolent, and compassionate. The answer to Dr. Bergman’s question was staring me in the face. I wanted to become a psychoanalyst to have everything he had. That struck me, though, as a bit too candid. What could I say, again, that would be honest yet not too honest?

“I am fascinated with Freud’s work. No reading has ever absorbed me more. I could not think of a better profession than one that allowed me to read Freud as part of my training.”

Dr. Bergman winced almost imperceptibly, and it suddenly occurred to me he might not have read Freud in many years.

“I can understand your wanting to study Freud, but what makes you think you would be good as a therapist, a practicing psychoanalyst? Why do you believe you can actually help anybody?”

That caught me short. I had almost forgotten that psychoanalysis was not just a theoretical discipline, but a clinical one as well. Psychoanalysis was not just something you studied but also something you practiced. I had no demonstrable talent in this area. I very much wanted to help, and hoped I would gain whatever skills could be taught, but there was no evidence that I had any particular talent for “helping” people. Again I thought I should sidle up to the truth, but not too close. “I am curious about other people’s lives, and I’m bored silly with teaching Sanskrit at the University of Toronto. I want to change professions.”

That was true enough. I had arrived in Toronto in July of 1970 and I was now an assistant professor of Sanskrit in the department of East Asian Studies at the university. I was twenty-nine years old, and this was my first real job. I had come from India the year before, where I had for two years done research on my Ph.D. dissertation for Harvard about the nature of suggestion in Sanskrit poetry. The main theories were written in Kashmir in the ninth century A.D., and I had translated the two key texts from the Sanskrit of Anandavardhana and Abhinavagupta. I was no longer sure that I cared, however, about what somebody in the ninth century had said about the heart of poetry.

* * *

I had been lonely at Harvard. My relationships with others didn’t seem to go deep enough to give me the sense that I was making permanent friends and becoming part of a larger community. I was unable to fall in love. I could easily imagine disappearing without leaving any trace in the world. This thought had a curious effect on me: it depressed me and yet the depression itself was so interesting a state for me to be able to feel, that I was nearly elated at experiencing it. But perhaps I am romanticizing my loneliness in retrospect. I know at the time that I just wanted it to end.

One autumn evening in 1962 I was walking in a quiet residential neighborhood of Cambridge, looking for the home of a friend. I stopped to ask directions at a house that looked cheerful and bright. The man who opened the door to me asked me in. He called his wife, and the three of us began a lively conversation, lively because both of them seemed to be unaccountably curious about me, where I had come from, what languages I grew up speaking, how I liked studying Sanskrit, where I was going that night, and whom I was going to meet and why. Both the man and his wife, it turned out, were psychoanalysts, the first I had ever met. I immediately assumed that their intense human curiosity must be a by-product of psychoanalysis, and I was fascinated. “What a wonderful profession,” I thought, “that encourages such kindly intimacy.” When I told them what I was thinking, and how badly I longed for just such conversations, they suggested I might be interested in therapy. They told me that Eric Erikson was involved in research for a new book on India and I might talk to him. He would probably understand my background and be able to refer me to someone who would be good for me.

I called Erikson, who was then teaching at Harvard, and he suggested I see another psychoanalyst. I am not sure what I expected Dr. Robert Zinmann* to be able to do for me in therapy, but I knew that the idea of somebody saying “Tell me everything” and meaning it was an unbearably exciting, heady thing for me. That somebody would first allow me to say everything that was in my mind, and then would understand it, promised a kind of intellectual and emotional utopia. It was the connection with another human soul that I was after.

I can’t say that this therapy, once a week for about a year, “cured” me, but it certainly did not harm me. Yet even at this early date, some things that went on in my sessions unnerved me. I can remember entering the office for the very first time and telling Dr. Zinmann, “My problem is that I’m not able to fall in love, although I sleep with many women.” Zinmann’s response was a joke: “I should have such a problem.” But it was a joke in bad taste, and its effect was not helpful to therapy. I would have a hard time, after such a comment, taking what this therapist said entirely seriously. Even as a joke, the statement revealed too much about Zinmann, things I did not need to know.

A few weeks later, I mentioned to a woman at a party that I was seeing Zinmann in therapy. She told me that she had been out with him, and had found him to be a “drip.” Needless to say, I repeated this information in my session. Unaccountably, Zinmann could not remember meeting the woman. He pressed me for more details, and looked rather embarrassed, until I realized that the comment (understandably) had gotten to him. I sensed his vulnerability, and felt bad that I had exposed it, but I also felt somewhat deserted. I had wanted somebody stronger. It is not very surprising that at twenty I was looking for a strong father figure to help. But at the time I was surprised and sensed early on something of the power of “transference.” It is rarely possible, when a human being is in deep need, to look upon somebody who offers help as merely another flawed human being with whom one is going to engage in a protracted conversation. A kind of wild idealization sets in, and we imagine the person in whom we confide to possess ineffable and valuable traits beyond those attainable by ordinary mortals. We ascribe value, and we project qualities onto this person that almost never correspond with reality. It is a little bit like falling in love—powerful emotions are called forth. It takes a strong person not to exploit the ensuing power imbalance.

Within a few months of arriving in Toronto in 1970, I received tenure at the university and was promoted to associate professor. My career was settled, and I could take the time to look at the world I had now entered. The narrow range of interests of my colleagues, the sheer dreariness of life as a junior academic, suddenly came home to me. I longed to escape the removed and impersonal world of academic scholarship into something more immediate and present. I wanted to live in the contemporary world. I wanted to know how people lived, what they dreamed about, what their marriages were like.

I had attempted to do something about my unhappiness at the purely personal level by going into therapy with a well-known Toronto psychiatrist. He was a man of broad interests, and was a lot of fun. Too much fun. He apparently derived great pleasure from our meetings, and this very pleasure made me feel my complaints were irrelevant and a sign of ingratitude. My transference took the form of wanting to be part of his life, or what I imagined his life to be like: filled with fascinating colleagues, a professionally successful wife, a lively family, a beautiful home in an exclusive area of Toronto, friends from the literary scene, and, above all, “wisdom” about human nature. So great was my longing that he seemed unable to resist it. Soon I was invited to his house and eventually became friendly with his whole family. That was the end of our therapy.

He had told me, honestly, that he could not help me in any event. My “problems” were deeper than what psychiatry was equipped to deal with. I needed psychoanalysis. I shivered with pleasure at the very word.

Soon after quitting that therapy, I was asked to participate in a television program about Indian poetry. I was intrigued by the woman producing and directing the show, Terri Thompson, a vivacious, attractive woman in her early thirties. She had a distinct accent, but one hard to place, and at our first meeting, I asked her where she was from. “Poland,” she replied. I asked her if she knew anything about the Warsaw Ghetto, a subject that had long interested me.

“Yes,” she replied, “I lived there during the war.”

“That must have been hard.”

“Yes,” she answered, “that is why I am in psychoanalysis.”

I was eager to talk with her some more. I asked her out to dinner, and she accepted. A few weeks later I was seeing her every day, and a few months later we were living together. In August 1971 we were married.

Terri and I were both intrigued by psychoanalysis. She had known, and I now became friends with, Michael Allen,* a professor in one of the departments of the humanities at the University of Toronto who was also in psychoanalytic training. It was unusual for an academic to be accepted for analytic training, especially if the field was not one adjacent to psychiatry (e.g., social work or clinical psychology). But when I talked to Michael about my interest in psychoanalysis, he said he could see no reason why I should not apply for analytic training, in spite of the fact that Sanskrit was about as removed from psychiatry as one could get. It was unusual, certainly, but it was not entirely impossible. I decided to apply.

Now that I was married, I was determined—for my sake, for Terri’s sake, and for the sake of our future child—to rid myself of what seemed like an almost congenital sadness. I was convinced that psychoanalysis would have the answers to my personal unhappiness. Psychoanalysis, unlike psychiatry, did not interfere, it did not intervene, it attempted to understand. All an analyst did was sit and listen to you for fifty minutes, every day, five days a week, for months and even years, until your own memories coupled with his skills in understanding and interpreting yielded up the lost fragments, the missing pieces to the puzzle that was your personality. Total memory recovery was total cure. To unravel the past would, I thought, automatically lead to change in the present. The “aha” of insight was all that was necessary, I believed. The skills I would have to learn, then, were the skills of understanding. I believed that I would acquire these skills primarily through a process of unlearning; the ways I had learned to avoid my own feelings, to deny my own inner life, to evade personal conflicts, all these would be unlearned. To paraphrase Kafka, I was sure that psychoanalysis would be the pickax that would free the seas frozen within.

* * *

Outside, Toronto’s searing wind was blowing hard, and the city looked forbidding. Never mind. I was here to unlearn, to be free, to bask in the warmth of Dr. Bergman’s subtle understanding, kind humor, gentle intelligence. I was grateful to Freud. I was grateful to the profession he began. I was grateful to the Toronto Psychoanalytic Institute. I was grateful to Dr. Bergman. A whole new world was about to open up for me; I felt nothing but gratitude.

I was so grateful I told all of this and more to Dr. Bergman. I elaborated. I enthused. I gesticulated. When I finished, he looked slightly taken back, rose from his chair to indicate that the interview was over, but didn’t say anything. How I wished, then, that free association worked both ways. I was disappointed that I learned nothing of what Dr. Bergman thought of my views. Did he find them naive, indulgent, romantic, or just wrong? Was he, as a psychiatrist, convinced I had misunderstood psychiatry? What would he tell his colleagues about me? In an ordinary job interview, you do not feel that you have just bared your soul. You get the job or you don’t, but in this case Dr. Bergman was apparently going to decide whether or not I was worthy of becoming an analyst by intuitively judging my character and the quality of my entire life.

* * *

The interviews were an enigma to me. Indeed, the whole process of applying to the analytic institute was one shrouded in mystery. Before you could formally apply, you had to have been in analysis, what was called a “therapeutic” analysis as opposed to a “training” analysis, for some time. This therapeutic analysis was for you, not for the institute. Presumably it was required in order to demonstrate that you considered yourself to have as many foibles, not to speak of more serious illnesses, as did anybody else. I knew enough about psychoanalysis to know that anybody who believed he or she was free from “neurosis” was considered to be either psychotic or lost in irremediable denial, a bad candidate for analytic training.

The prospective candidate, who is almost invariably a psychiatrist, that is, an M.D. who has already finished a psychiatric residency, then applies to the institute. The personal analysis and the elaborate written application for admission (you are asked to write your first case history—about yourself) are supplemented by interviews with three senior training analysts. During the course of this first year “trial analysis,” as it were, if you are accepted, you receive a letter telling you that the decision concerning your admission will be deferred for one year. You are urged to seek a personal analysis with a training analyst, an analyst who is permitted to train candidates. If your analyst reports, at the end of the year, that you are suitable material for becoming an analyst, you will be accepted. (How it is possible to associate freely, given this situation, was never explained, since the motivation to be “acceptable” is bound to influence what anybody is able or willing to reveal.)

This information about the application process, which has taken me only a few lines to relate, took many years to acquire.

In fact, when I received the letter saying that the decision concerning my admission had been postponed, I was under the impression that I had been rejected. There was no explanation. And almost everyone I approached was reluctant to give information and explanations. Knowledge of the process of psychoanalysis is a barrier to understanding, to the seeking of insight, I was told. Too much knowledge, in psychoanalysis, especially knowledge of psychoanalysis, is considered a bad thing. Many analysts recommend that you not read anything about the subject while you are in analysis. This is supposedly for your own good, so that you will not develop “intellectual” resistances.

The training analyst’s report, at the end of one year, was made either formally or informally, indicating whether he believed you were suitable for candidacy. We were not told the details of the reporting procedure. I imagine that the theory behind this silence was that the anxiety would be insurmountable if we thought our analyst was going to make a report on us at the end of a year. Indeed, some analysts feel, correctly I believe, that “reporting” at any time during the personal analysis is a betrayal of the principles of analysis. In Toronto at the time, any training analyst could choose whether he would be a reporting analyst or not. But nobody, as far as I know, chose to tell the candidate which he was.

Dr. Bergman had been my first interviewer following my application to the institute. The second interview was equally enigmatic. The office was even more plush. But the analyst, Dr. Steven Garbin,* was austere. So austere, in fact, that he did not even greet me. He waited. And I waited. Finally, he shrugged—a signal, I took it, for me to begin free-associating about why I was applying to a training institute to become a psychoanalyst.

*

I went on and on. I knew I was revealing a great deal about myself, and I was certain that Dr. Garbin took either a strong liking to me or a strong dislike. Indifference seemed to me out of the question. I failed to realize that this may have been nothing but a mundane routine for him. He spoke very little, but at one point he told me that he had the impression that unusual “diseases” of the mind fascinated me. He mentioned Gilles de la Tourette syndrome or some other equally obscure psychiatric disease, and I eagerly nodded assent. Actually, I had no idea what he was talking about, but since he seemed to derive pleasure from having caught me out in some minor and amusing defect, I did not want to appear disdainful of his psychological insight. In fact, I believe this meeting planted the seeds of Dr. Garbin’s later dislike for me. I think I just didn’t appeal to him. Fair enough. We all have such feelings, all of the time. What is not fair is to believe that any person is above such feelings. Psychoanalysis is as helpless here as the single admonition “don’t be prejudiced” would be. The most we can hope for is to be made more conscious of our biases so that we don’t necessarily act on them in every instance. To be fair to Dr. Garbin, I think this was the case here, for I was admitted to the program.

Perhaps I was admitted on the strength of the final interview. Dr. Peter Thompson, an English analyst, was older than the other two. His room was rather shabby, certainly in comparison to theirs. He was pale, and in fact looked unwell. He was wrapped in several scarves, as if he had been cold for a long time. He spoke slowly. He asked me to recount any dream I had in the last few months that I considered significant. I told him the following dream: I was in Harvard Yard, listening to a brilliant woman speak to a small group of students that had gathered around her. The woman was animated, and I thought her to be extremely attractive, though in fact in the dream I was aware that others probably did not. She had a prominent, aquiline nose that I found particularly beautiful. I was lost in admiration and thought to myself how much I wished I knew the person, when, to my astonishment, she made reference to me, and then spoke directly to me. I suddenly realized that in fact I was with her. I was flooded with a feeling of great happiness.

Dr. Thompson asked me what the dream made me think about. Of course it made me think about my wife, whom I had only recently married. Terri was from Poland, and had a very striking “Jewish” nose. Many people found her attractive, others did not. I was deeply taken with her extraordinary intellectual abilities. In “real” life I was lamenting my continued attraction to conventionally beautiful women, and I mentioned this to Dr. Thompson. He surprised me by letting down his analytic guard—his objectivity—telling me in a voice filled with genuine sympathy and pleasure that in his opinion this dream was very important, it was telling me something significant, I should listen to it, and think about it, and I would, over the years come to see it as critical to my life. I was astonished by what I took to be almost a prophecy. After all, an analyst like Dr. Thompson was not supposed to function as a fortune-teller. How could he know, from my telling him a simple dream I had the night before, that it would loom large in my life? I was torn between the skepticism I felt for such necromancy and gratitude for the kindliness of the sentiments he was expressing. While I’m not sure that the dream did prove to be critical in my life, what he told me was benevolent, and it was, I am certain, well-meant advice, though the attempt to clothe it in the mysterious omniscience of psychoanalytic language was unnecessary. Moreover, he was telling me something personal, something he believed and felt, and I was grateful to him. The kindly instinct he manifested that day permeated the interview with him, and made me realize that surely here was a quality no analyst could afford to be without. Yet neither Dr. Garbin nor Dr. Bergman showed it. Indeed, I did not see how compassion, kindliness, and sympathy could be artificially conjured up.

I worried for myself. Did I have a good heart? Yes, on balance, I thought I did. But what Dr. Thompson had just shown me was not merely a good heart, it was an open heart, one that was not afraid of emotional generosity. Did I have that as well? On balance, I would say no, I did not. Was this a quality I would gain, as part of my training? I did not see how I could acquire an “open heart” merely by reading, or by studying. Perhaps, though, it would come in my own analysis. Or perhaps it would come in the course of treating patients. Maybe when I was directly exposed to other people’s suffering, and I was in the position of being expected to help them, maybe, just maybe, I would rise to the occasion. But I must admit that my doubts were strong and growing.




Chapter Two

THE WORM OF ANALYSIS

Psychoanalytic training is three-pronged: the personal analysis, considered the most essential aspect of training; the seminars, with which nobody was satisfied (too long, too frequent, too late in the evening); and finally, our own cases (before graduating, every candidate had to analyze at least three patients, a kind of practice analysis under supervision). The personal analysis continued throughout, taking a minimum of four to five years, and frequently in fact as many as ten years. We began taking the seminars immediately after admission, but we would see patients in analysis only when the committee decided we were ready, generally two to three years after beginning our own analysis, and a year or two after we started taking the seminars. We would not be admitted to the so-called scientific meetings, meetings where cases are discussed by the senior analysts, until after we had begun seeing our second case. Generally, in Toronto, the training lasts for six to eight years, at which time we would be “graduated”: we would become members of the International Psychoanalytical Association and could call ourselves psychoanalysts.

* * *

On a summer day in 1971, I waited for Dr. Irvine Schiffer to open the door to his analytic office, located in an apartment building in the northern part of Toronto. I was there for my very first session, but this was the place I would be coming to for the next five years, five days a week, fifty minutes a day.

As part of my
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