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Up on t h e  e igh th  f l o o r  of t h e  marble-r ich,  e l egan t  and somewhat o r n a t e  tower 

where my o f f i c e s  a r e  I  s i t  hour a f t e r  hour i n  my c a p a c i t y  a s  psycho the rap i s t .  J u s t  

a  b r i e f  e l e v a t o r  r i d e  below me, i n  t h e  h igh-ce i l inged  and mosaic-laden lobby of  t h i s  

a r c h i t e c t u r a l  masterpiece of t h e  19201s, a  policeman was sho t  a  few weeks ago a s  he 

t r i e d  t o  apprehend two young thugs who were encountered i n  t h e  middle o f  a  holdup 

attempt. A s  I  work with my p a t i e n t s ,  t h e  q u i e t  of my spacious o f f i c e  i s  f r e q u e n t l y  

pierced by shr ieking whis t l e s  and t h e  sounds of  p o l i c e  c a r s  and ambulance s i r e n s .  I s  

the 'world crazy,  o r  am I ,  labor ing a s  I do t o  save s i n g l e  l i v e s  a s  t h e  ve ry  ground 

beneath me seems t o  be shaking v i o l e n t l y ?  

My c i t y  is  burning, not  only f i g u r a t i v e l y  bu t  a l s o  l i t e r a l l y .  Every n i g h t  more 

abandoned o r  semi-abandoned bui ld ings  o r  s t o r e s  a r e  s e t  a f i r e  by young vandals ,  out  t o  

f ind  another  temporary escape from t h e i r  depress ion,  masquerading a s  boredom. Most 

whites have escaped t o  t h e  suburbs i n  t h e  l a s t  twenty years ,  and D e t r o i t ,  n o t  s o  long 

ago t h e  "arsenal  of d e m ~ c r a c y ' ~ ,  t o r t u r e d  and twis ted ,  i s  t e e t e r i n g  on t h e  edge of  

des t ruc t ion .  S t i l l  t h e  s e a t  of r i c h  and powerful corpora t ions ,  General Motors, Chrys ler  

and Borroughs, s t i l l  a  c i t y  of u n i v e r s i t i e s  and c o l l e g e s ,  churches and museums, p a s t  

and p resen t ,  but ,  does it have a  f u t u r e ?  Do g r e a t  c i t i e s  a l s o  become ghost  towns? 

Many s tup id  i f  well meaning a c t s  have come toge the r  t o  produce t r o u b l e .  Previous ly  

down-trodden blacks with l a r g e  chips  on t h e i r  shoulders  and an unders tandable  h i s t o r y  

of d i s t r u s t  of  a l l  au thor i ty ,  which always was white,  d i d  not  suddenly change simply 

because a u t h o r i t y  now r e s t s  i n  black hands; decent  o r  g u i l t y  whi tes  have u n r e a l i s t i c a l l y  

disregarded challenges t o  law and o rde r ,  a s  i f  t h a t  could make up f o r  p a s t  wrongs; 

mater ia l  he lp  t o  t h e  poor was o f t en  t r e a t e d  a s  i f  it were a  b r i b e :  t h e  g i v e r s  were 

kicked and t h e  g i f t s  abused. Apathy, f a t a l i s m ,  b i t t e r n e s s  and r e l i a n c e  on o t h e r s  have 

become common, s e l f - r e s p o n s i b i i l i t y  and s e l f - i n i t i a t i v e - -  t h e  except ion .  Many of  t h e  

poor, black and white, have come t o  b e l i e v e  t h a t  "society" l i t e r a l l y  owes them a  l i v i n g ,  
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even i f  they remain s u l l e n  and passive.  F r u s t r a t i o n  and fury ,  o f t e n  expressed i n  

v io lent  ou tburs t s  and i n  pass ive-agress ive  stubbornness a r e  t h e  recognizable  f e a t u r e s  

of my c i t y 1  s face.  

A s  whites have l e f t  and i t s  tax-base has  shrunk, t h e  problems of t h e  c i t y  

mul t ip l ied .  I t s  d e t e r i o r a t i n g  core,  l i k e  a pe rn ic ious  cancer,  expanded s t e a d i l y  and 

rapidly .  Mean s t r e e t s ,  crumbling bu i ld ings  and crime-ridden neighborhoods have 

become s o  common i n  "Murder City,  U.S.A." they a r e  ha rd ly  newsworthy any more. Roving 

gangs of young toughs, with names l i k e  Black K i l l e r s ,  Er ro l  Flynns, Sheraton S t r i p s  

and Bishops have v i r t u a l l y  taken over t h e  s t r e e t s  o f  t h e  scrubby east s i d e .  C i t i zens  

cower behind barricaded doors of t h e i r  own homes, l i s t e n i n g  t o  s h o t s  and shouts  t h a t  

punctuate t h e  n ight  a i r .  The c i t y ,  n e i t h e r  Beirut  nor  Be l fas t ,  is  Det ro i t ,  Michigan, 

my home by choice and a p lace  whose agonies a r e  every b i t  a s  r e a l ,  and whose c o n f l i c t s  

equally impossible t o  e rad ica te  a s  those  of Lebanon and Northern I r e l a n d .  

"Gang members have blazed a t ra i l  of t e r r o r .  They accosted  
one youth on t h e  s t r e e t ,  t o l d  him t o  run and then shot  him 
i n  t h e  buttocks f o r  no reason. They boarded buses and r e l i e v e d  
a l l  passengers of t h e i r  va luables .  They branched ou t  on t h e  
Edsel Ford and Lodge Freeways, descending on s t a l l e d  c a r s  l i k e  
army a n t s  t o  rob, beat and rape  t e r r i f i e d  motor i s t s .  They 
devised a game c a l l e d  'Russ ian ' ,  i n  which one punk would knock 
on t h e  door of  a home while h i s  confedera tes  h id  i n  t h e  bushes; 
when t h e  door opened t h e  whole mob would swarm i n ,  smashing 
f u r n i t u r e ,  beat ing t h e  occupants and s t e a l i n g .  In l a t e  June,  
while partygoers a t  t h e  Pontchar t ra in  Hotel watched a f i reworks  
d i sp lay  f o r  t h e  Fourth of J u l y ,  twenty hoodlums swarmed i n ,  
snatched purses  and overturned t a b l e s . "  - - - - - - - 

"The crowning horror occurred a t  a Cobo Hal l  rock concer t  i n  
downtown Detroi t  i n  mid-August, 1976. Some 125 black youths, 

f apparently a c t i n g  i n  unison, bea t  and robbed scores  of  pa t rons  
and gang-raped one woman. For a f u l l  hour, undermanned p o l i c e  - .  

a ,  .- 
outs ide  t h e  h a l l  refused t o  in te rvene ,  on t h e  i n c r e d i b l e  grounds a . .  
t h a t  Cobo Hall  had promised t o  provide i t s  own s e c u r i t y .  When . t ,. 

. . they f i n a l l y  d id  b e s t i r  themselves, they  a r r e s t e d  47 hoodlums." 
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were re leased by the .nex t  morning. 
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, ?  
,;<?*><?. .(. .ee 

i . r 
Legis la ture  once asked openly why I s t a y ,  a ques t ion I'hav-e, asked myself many t imes 
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before and one t h a t  I s t i l l - a s k . f r o m  time t o  timeyeven now. 
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S i t t i n g  i n  a darkened room i n  my home one evening r e c e n t l y , l i s t e n i n g  t o  music, 

I  suddenly r e a l i z e d  with horror  t h a t  I was wondering what I would do i f  a gang of 

thugs smashed trough t h e  many French doors of t h e  home, f o r  I l i t e r a l l y  l i v e  i n  a 

g l a s s  house. Ought I have t o  have a gun f o r  self-protec:tion? I ve ry  much l i k e  my 

o f f i c e  and my home and p r e f e r  not  t o  j o i n  my l l l i b e r a l "  f r i e n d s  who preach r a c i a l  

co-existence while moving t o  t h e  suburbs, but  i s  it r e a l i s t i c  t o  remain here?  

S i t t i n g  here  i n  f e a r ,  I decide t o  address  myself t o  t h e s e  ques t ions  and w r i t e  

t h i s  a r t i c l e .  I s  t h i s  a s o c i a l  cataclysm I am i n  t h e  midst of,and, i f  so,  does 

it make any sense t o  continue p r a c t i c i n g  s e r i o u s  psychotherapy i n  i t s  midst? I s  it 

re levant  o r  insane not  t o  jump ship? What i s  r e a l i t y  and what i s  se l f -de lus ion?  

S i t t i n g  here,  i n  my darkened and peaceful  room, l i s t e n i n g  t o  Beethoven and 

r e a l i z i n g  how vulnerable  I r e a l l y  am and how easy it would be f o r  a determined gang t o  

break in,my horror  assumes) physiologic dimensions which I experience i n  my abdomen. 

Fear i s  no longer a concept,  but a rumbling i n  my middle. The imaginary sounds of 

crushing g l a s s  accompanied by b lood- th i r s ty ,  animal- l ike  c r i e s  have a s p e c i a l ,  personal  

meaning f o r  me. I was too  young t o  have understood t h e  meaning of t h e  waking n igh t -  

mare known a s  t h e  " K r i s t a l l  Nachtv when t h e  Nazis and t h e i r  r i f f - r a f f  exploded i n  pent-  

up ha te  and broke thousands of  d i s p l a y  windows of Jewish-owned bus inesses  i n  Germany. 

I t  could have served a s  a s i g n a l ,  an e a r l y  warning o f  t h e  g r e a t e r  h o r r o r s  t o  fol low, 

but i t s  s ign i f i cance  was not  apprecia ted  by many. Am I deluding myself i n  be l i ev ing  

t h a t  t h e  circumstances and t h e  t imes a r e  d i f f e r e n t ,  and t h a t  it i s  s a f e r  he re  and now? 

What - i s  t h e  face  of  r e a l i t y ?  

Man i s  a wonderfully complex animal, almost miraculously capable of deluding 

himself.  The powers o f  symbolic reason a r e  used t o  c a l c u l a t e  wrongly no l e s s  well  

than r i g h t l y .  The long arm of our c i v i l i z a t i o n  has  reached a l l  t h e  way t o  Mars, 

sampling i t s  s o i l ,  but  we seem l e s s  capable of  reaching wi th in ,  sepa ra t ing  emotions 

from hard f a c t s .  Only i n  t h e  very l a s t  moment, when it i s  t o o  l a t e  t o  change course,  

do we o f t e n  r e a l i z e  t h a t  we a r e  about t o  s t e p  i n t o  a t r a p .  I d e r i v e  a g r e a t  dea l  of  

s a t i s f a c t i o n  from l i v i n g  myself reasonably and consciously,  but  even so,  t h e  fog of 



confusion t h a t  h ides  t h e  sharp o u t l i n e s  of  r e a l i t y  must be burnt  a f r e s h  every morning, 

a  constant  and ever las t ing  e f f o r t .  How do I  recognize a cataclysm when I s e e  one? 

How do I know when t h e  f i r s t  drops begin t o  f a l l  whether t h e  r a i n f a l l  is  t h e  beginning 

of  a  flood? I  am s t i l l  i n  De t ro i t ,  and am s t i l l  p r a c t i c i n g  psychotherapy every day, 

f o r  I bel ieve  t h a t  r a t i o n a l i t y  w i l l  even tua l ly  p r e v a i l  even here ,  t h a t  blacks and 

whites can l i v e  together ,  t h a t  ha t red  and v io lence  from any q u a r t e r  and i n  any c o l o r  

must be curbed and d e a l t  with severe ly  and f i rmly.  What I  do i n  my o f f i c e  ha rd ly  

seems an escape from r e a l i t y  i n t o  an ivory  tower, but  r a t h e r  a  d i r e c t  and re levan t  

contr ibut ion t o  t h e  su rv iva l  of my soc ie ty .  But, again and again  and then again,  am 

I deluding myself? 

I  remember only vaguely t h a t  Friday evening i n  Ber l in ,  Germany. I was four ,  

perhaps, f i v e  years o ld ,  and ran  towards my mother who had come home from shopping, 

with my all-knowing, t eas ing  and naughtly smile.  "Just  come i n  and see ,  Mommy, we 

have a r e a l  s u r p r i s e  f o r  you tonight". I could obviously not  have understood t h e  

many impl ica t ions  of t h e  s u r p r i s e ,  but I  must have sensed t h a t  it was a s i g n i f i c a n t  

and a dramatic one. As our l i t t l e  family s a t  down f o r  t h e  Sabbath meal and t h e  f irst  

course was served, I was eager ly  and expectant ly  looking about f o r  t h e  a n t i c i p a t e d  

reac t ion .  E a r l i e r  t h a t  day I had helped my German nursemaid, who was l i k e  a mother 

t o  me, decora te  t h e  the  individual  chopped l i v e r  p o r t i o n s  t h a t  were t o  be served t h a t  

evening. We had cut  elongated red  and white s t r i p s  from f r e s h  l i t t l e  r ad i shes ,  and 

with them we had made swastikas on top  of each chopped l i v e r  mound. 

I t  was noslonger  sa fe ,  even i n  t h e  conf ines  of  t h e i r  own home, f o r  my p a r e n t s  

t o  openly d i scuss  t h e  unbelievable i n c i d e n t .  Later  on, a f t e r  Gerda l e f t  f o r  t h e  

weekend, I  was c lose ly  questioned. How d i d  it happen? \ f i a t  was s a i d ?  Did I under- 

stand what I  was doing? My f a t h e r ,  a  reasonably success fu l  businessman who had come 

t o  Germany i n  h i s  youth, seemed much t roub led  by t h i s  apparen t ly  innocent a f f a i r .  

My mother, who l i k e  her  own paren t s  was born inGermanycould not  absorb t h e  f u l l  

meaning of t h e  developing, new and s t a r k  r e a l i t y  so f a s t .  A l l  she knew i n  her  bones 

and muscles and skin  rebe l l ed  aga ins t  accepting t h e  f a c t  t h a t  h e r  p a s t  was crumbling 



and soon would be no more. Her c i t y ,  too ,  was burning, h e r  whole homeland, i n  f a c t .  

But t h e  f l i c k e r i n g  flames were s t i l l  small and d i d  no t  f r i g h t e n  y e t .  Perhaps t h e y  

would yet  a l l  be put  ou t ,  ext inguished before  t h e y  devoured. German-born Jews were 

understandably o f t e n  t h e  l a s t  t o  recognize t h e  danger. 

My nursemaid and her  S.S. boyfriend used t o  t a k e  me, blond and c u t e  a s  I  used 

t o  be, t o  Nazi parades which I enjoyed thoroughly,  a s  l i t t l e  boys a r e  a p t  t o .  The 

marching and t h e  bands were impressive. My nursemaid and h e r  S.S. boyfr iend apparen t ly  

loved me, and so I  camehome on my s i x t h  b i r t h d a y  a l l  dressed  up i n  a  brown uniform 

and gree ted  my f a t h e r  with a loud and chee r fu l  "Heil Hit ler" . ,  They had o u t f i t t e d  me 

a s  they d id  without malice and almost innocent ly ,  o r  so  it seemed a t  l e a s t .  But my 

f a t h e r ,  wise t o  t h e  e a r l y  s i g n a l s  of danger, knew i n s t i n c t i v e l y  and immediately t h a t  

t h e  time had come t o  leave.  Generations of  p reca r ious  e x i s t e n c e  had sharpened h i s  

senses.  H i s  bus iness  p laces  were a l r eady  being p icketed  by t h e  Nazis.  

Although not  objec t ing ,  blother was f a r  from e n t h u s i a s t i c  about leaving.  Could 

t h e  German na t ion ,  with such a magnificent  c u l t u r a l  h e r i t a g e  and advanced c i v i l i z a t i o n  

r e a l l y  l o s e  i t s  humanity and a c t u a l l y  t h r e a t e n  t h e  l i v e s  of  innocent  people? She 

bel ieved f o r  awhile, l i k e  so many of h e r  genera t ion ,  t h a t  an appeal  t o  t h e  b e t t e r  i n  

Man, and t h e  bas ic  decency of t h e  German people would s u f f i c e  t o  change what seemed 

an ominous course.  I f  t h e  intended v ic t ims  only  behaved we l l ,  l i v e d  up t o  t h e i r  c i v i c  

r e s p o n s i b i l i t i e s  and made no waves, t h e  Germans would probably reform themselves. 

Five years  l a t e r ,  l i v i n g  i n  another  country,  she  was most a p p r e c i a t i v e  of  my 

f a t h e r ' s  f a r - s igh ted  understanding and courage. By leaving,  and by leaving everyth ing 

he had, she  was a l i v e  and t h e  ch i ld ren  were a l i v e .  The next  yea r ,  h e r  own p a r e n t s  

would be burned i n  a  German i n c i n e r a t o r .  

A s  f a r  a s  I know, no psychotherapy was p r a c t i c e d  i n  t h e  death-camps. People 

o f t en  supported each o the r ,  but they b a s i c a l l y  had t o  f i n d  t h e  s t r e n g t h  wi th in  them- 

se lves ,  o r  p e r i s h .  Mil l ions  per ished anyway. Under extreme s t r e s s  t h e  ego e i t h e r  

breaks o r  unsuspected reserves  and resources  somehow emerge. I n  t h e  ve ry  r e a l  

cataclysm o f  t h e  death-camps, physica l  s u r v i v a l  was helped a s  much by psychological  



s t r eng th  a s  it was by physica l  stamina, a s  long a s  one could s t a y  away from t h e  

devouring death  machine. Under t h e  shower sp igo t s ,  once t h e  d e a t h l y  gas  began t o  

h i s s ,  nothing helped. No psychotherapy then.  The d i f f i c u l t  ques t ion  is,  when? 

I t  i s  no coincidence t h a t  psychotherapy has developed most prominently i n  

t h e  United S t a t e s .  Disturbances i n  t h e  psyche a r e  probably a s  common elsewhere a s  

they a r e  here,  ye t ,  t h e  mere need t o  eke a l i v i n g  out  of a h o s t i l e  environment, 

committing most energies  t o  t h e  t a s k  of s u r v i v a l ,  f o r c e s  a person t o  suppress  and 

t o  r e p r e s s  and precludes t h e  p o s s i b i l i t y  o f  t r e a t i n g  emotional s t r e s s  and d i s t o r t i o n s  

of r e a l i t y  by means of  psychotherapy. A minimum of pe r sona l  comfort and s a f e t y  i s  

required  before  e i t h e r  e x i s t e n t i a l  anomie o r  t h e  f e a r  of  non-being a r e  allowed i n t o  

consciousness. Extreme danger t o  l i f e  i t s e l f  always t a k e s  precedence. Not only  t h e  

psychological needs of an ind iv idua l  t a k e  a back s e a t  then  bu t  one ' s  physiology does 

a l s o ,  a s  evidenced by t h e  f a c t  t h a t  women o f t e n  f a i l e d  t o  menstruate during t h e  e n t i r e  

period of  t h e i r  inca rce ra t ion  i n  concentra t ion  camps, l a s t i n g  s e v e r a l  yea r s .  

Whether I should s t a y  i n  De t ro i t  o r  no t  and whether I should cont inue  t o  p r a c t i c e  

psychotherapy o r  not  depend on my a b i l i t y  t o  know whether we a r e  approaching a s o c i a l  

cataclysm o r  a r e  i n  t h e  midst of one, o r  n o t .  A seemingly simple ques t ions ,  it was 

never easy t o  answer. An a s s y r i a n  t a b l e t  da t ing  back t o  2800 yea r s  B . C .  r eads :  

'(The e a r t h  is  degenerat ing t h e s e  days. 
Bribery and corrupt ion  abound. 
Children no longer mind t h e i r  p a r e n t s ,  
and it i s  evident  t h a t  t h e  end of  
t h e  world i s  f a s t  approachingt'. 

Timing is  a l l .  I f  t h e  end of our  world i s  t r u l y  approaching, even t h e  b e s t  

psychotherapy has n e i t h e r  p lace  nor relevance.  I t  does make an enormous d i f f e r e n c e  

i n  dying whether one i s  r e l a t i v e l y  sane,  conscious and aware, o r  n o t .  But once dead 

it makes abso lu te ly  no d i f f e r e n c e ,  except t o  t h e  su rv ivors ,  whether one had been 

sane o r  n o t .  Properly conducted psychotherapy can l i t e r a l l y  be l ive-saving,  f o r  it 

enhances t h e  a b i l i t y  of  ind iv idua l s  t o  cope with l i f e  i n  terms of  r e a l i t y .  Yet, i n  

extremely s t r e s s f u l  s i t u a t i o n s ,  it can endanger l i f e  by d i v e r t i n g  energy t h a t  might 

be c r u c i a l l y  needed f o r  su rv iva l .  Should I move out  o f  D e t r o i t ,  poss ib ly  saving n o t  



only my own l i f e  but a l s o  t h e  l i v e s  of my p a t i e n t s ,  who repea ted ly  come i n t o  t h e  c i t y  

t o  see  me the re?  Ins tead of looking i n s i d e  ourse lves ,  should we perhaps more u s e f u l l y  

"watch out", l i t e r a l l y  and f i g u r a t i v e l y ?  Should we t a k e  time from sel f -contemplat ion 

t o  t r a i n  ourselves i n  t h e  use of f irearms f o r  s e l f - p r o t e c t i o n ?  A s  I work with my 

p a t i e n t s '  r e a l i t y  d i s t o r t i o n s ,  am I no t ,  perhaps, involved i n  t h e  g r e a t e s t  r e a l i t y  

d i s t o r t i o n  of a l l ?  Ought I give up t h e  p r a c t i c e  of  psychotherapy and become a s o c i a l  

a c t i v i s t  ins tead,  with t h e  hope of  changing s o c i e t y  and i t s  i n s t i t u t i o n s  be fore  it 

is  too l a t e ?  

I be l i eve  h i s  l a s t  name was Got t l i eb ,  and I do not  remember h i s  first name. Like 

myself, he was ba re ly  twenty a s  t h e  S t a t e  of I s r a e l  was about t o  be born i n  1948. A 

very contemplative and thoughtful  engineering s tuden t ,  he spent  hours worrying and 

wondering. H i s  d e l i c a t e ,  almost maiden-like , f e a t u r e s  conveyed an impression of 

apparent f r a g i l i t y ,  but  * he was phys ica l ly  s t rong  and i n s i s t e d  t h a t  he not  be exempted 

from a c t i v e  duty. We had no uniforms .:dr i n s i g n i a ,  bu t  even with such pa rapherna l i a  

he would s t i l l  not  have looked very  much of  a s o l d i e r .  A good cover f o r  t h e  under- 

ground. 

We were members of t h e  "Haganah", and t o g e t h e r  we c a r r i e d  packs of dynamite on 

our backs, under t h e  cover of n ight  and f i r e ,  t o  blow up a two-story bu id l ing  from 

which mortar s h e l l s  and sn ipe r  f i r e  ra ined on our  p o s i t i o n s .  - I t  had t o  be des t royed,  

o r  we would be. The explosives had t o  be placed i n s i d e ,  and we were n a t u r a l l y  ve ry  

scared,  not  only because we were so young. I f  t h e  d i s t r a c t i n g  f i r e  f a i l e d  t o  hold 

t h e i r  a t t e n t i o n ,  o r  i f  somehow, someone on t h e  upper f l o o r  discovered us ,  we would 

never make it back. We were eager t o  get  i n  and g e t  out  a s  soon a s  p o s s i b l e ,  once 

t h e  delayed fuses  were l i t .  

I never saw him again a f t e r  t h a t .  Was h i s  f irst  name David? In t h e  confusion,  

f e a r ,  darkness and loud explosions a l l  around and above us ,  he apparen t ly  had 

forgot ten ,  a f t e r  emerging from t h e  doorway, t h a t  he had t o  t u r n  backwards t o  r e t u r n  

t o  our l i n e s .  Ins tead,  he ran,  probably i n  panic ,  s t r a i g h t  forward, i n t o  Arab J a f f a .  

H i s  decapi ta ted  head was shown t h e  next morning t o  boost  t h e  morale of wounded Arab 

f i g h t e r s .  Those I s r a e i l i s  were not i n v i n c i b l e  a f t e r  a l l ,  and they need not  be fea red  

so much. 
- 7- 



Many t imes s ince  have I thought with h o r r o r  o f  t h o s e  moments and o f  t h e  shee r  

luck t h a t  was mine i n  not  g e t t i n g  confused a l s o .  L i f e  r e a l l y  hangs on a ve ry  t h i n  

thread every day, it was only  more d ramat ica l ly  evident  i n  t h e  s t a r k  r e a l i t y  o f  J a f f a  

t h a t  t e r r i b l e  n igh t .  Many t imes s i n c e  have I  wondered whether psychotherapy might 

have saved t h e  l i f e  of G o t t l i e b  and o t h e r s  whq l i k e  him, broke under s t r e s s .  Should 

he have been allowed t o  go on t h a t  mission? But those  few months i n  P a l e s t i n e  of  

1948, j u s t  before  t h e  establishment of  t h e  S t a t e  of I s r a e l ,  were cataclysmic,  indeed, 

and such considera t ions  about psychotherapy were t o t a l l y  ou t  of  t h e  ques t ion .  Only 

h inds ight  permi ts  t h e  luxury of  such specu la t ions .  There were few men, p r a c t i c a l l y  

no arms and seven armies poised a t  t h e  borders ,  wai t ing  t o  invade t h e  moment t h e  

B r i t i s h  mandate expired.  Heavily armed groups of l o c a l  Arabs had a l ready  begun 

ambushing and burning, th rea ten ing  t o  d r i v e  u s  a l l  i n t o  t h e  s e a .  Survival  was l i t e r a l l y  

t h e  i s sue ,  neuros is  o r  no t .  Psychotherapy might have helped Got t l i eb ,  but  t h e r e  was 

no time f o r  it.  He and we had t o  s t a y  a l i v e  f i r s t .  I t  was q u i t e  i r r e l e v a n t  a t  

t h a t  moment t o  be concerned with G o t t l i e b ' s  psyche. H i s  body was needed t o  s t o p  t h e  

invaders.  There was no one e l s e .  

But, i n  more normal and l e s s  cataclysmic days, hopes f o r  a  b e t t e r  s o c i e t y  and a 

more l i v a b l e  world r e s t  on changing t h e  n a t u r e  of Man, a  t e d i o u s  t a s k  of changing h i s  

unconscious needs a t  l e a s t  a s  much a s  h i s  conscious wants. Under cap i t a l i sm o r  

communism, i n  democratic a s  well  a s  i n  t o t a l i t a r i a n  regimes, Man i s  noble a t  t imes,  

p e t t y  and greedy a t  o the r s .  Not only i n  De t ro i t  but  i n  London and i n  f a r  away lands  

also,have t h e  hor ro r s  of "Clockwork Orange", so  shocking and unbel ievable  when f i r s t  

seen, a l r eady  been turned i n t o  a grim r e a l i t y .  Even b a s i c  changes i n  t h e  d i s t r i b u t i o n  

of  wealth and i n  the  s t r u c t u r e  of s o c i e t y ' s  i n s t i t u t i o n s  have f a i l e d  t o  usher  i n  t h e  

age of reason.  The oppressed of yes te ryea r  become t h e  r a p i s t s  and gangsters  of  today, 

no doubt t o  be replaced by new idea l i s t s - fo r -a -day  t h a t  i n  t h e i r  own t u r n  w i l l  prove 

t o  be b ru tes  and thugs. Only t h e  slogans w i l l  be d i f f e r e n t ,  t h e  deeds -- b a s i c a l l y  

the  same. I f  r e a l  hope i s  t o  be found anywhere it i s  on ly  i n  changing t h e  n a t u r e  

of Man, which i s  t h e  e s s e n t i a l  t a s k  of  good psychotherapy. 



Long range, in tens ive  psychotherapy i s  unava i l ab le  i n  t h e  Sovie t  Union f o r  

good reason:  I t  f r e e s  Man t o  follow h i s  own s t a r ,  and it is ,  t h e r e f o r e ,  a d i r e c t  

t h r e a t  t o  homogenous regimentat ion.  Psychotherapy endangers mindless conformity, 

even t o  ideas  and p o l i c i e s  t h a t  a r e  o f f i c i a l l y  proclaimed a s  "progressivew. I t  

cannot accept  d i c t a t o r s h i p ,  even of  a "p ro le ta r i a t " .  I t  i s  unacceptable by t h e  

Sovie ts  because they recognize it a s  being powerful enough t o  change Man, and, t h e r e -  

fo re ,  t h e  system. 

Such change i n  Man does not  come e a s i l y  'or  quickly .  Even i n d i v i d u a l s  on ly  

change with much e f f o r t  over a long time, and t h e  t a s k  of  changing a .sys tem t h a t  

way seems hopeless.  And y e t ,  t h e  impatience of  reformers  and s o c i a l  a c t i v i s t s  i s  on ly  

understandable a s  a sense less  defense aga ins t  impotence. The Rabbis of Talmudic days,  

perhaps because they had t o ,  were wiser .  Jewish h i s t o r y  being what it is ,  t h e y  knew 

t h a t  pa t i ence  o f t e n  was t h e  only  weapon a v a i l a b l e  t o  overcome ca lamity .  "He who saves  

one l i f e  i s  a s  i f  he saved t h e  whole world, and he who des t roys  one l i f e  i s  a s  if he  

destroyed t h e  whole world." Rabbi Tarfon, ch iva l rous  no l e s s  than s c h o l a r l y ,  wise ly  

noted: " I t  i s  not t h y  duty  t o  complete t h e  work, but  n e i t h e r  a r t  thou f r e e  t o  d e s i s t  

from i t  ." 
I d i d  not  consciously remember t h e  swast ikas  on t h e  chopped l i v e r  a s  I developed 

my Crisis Mobilization Therapy, C.M.T., but  could t h e  l e s son  of  t h a t  i n c i d e n t  ever  

have l e f t  me? Shocking a s  it was t o  a l l  bu t  t h e  l i t t l e  boy t h a t  was me, it brought 

th ings  t o  a head by sharpening t h e  focus on t h e  nebulous o u t l i n e s  o f  t h e  changing 

German r e a l i t y .  I t  produced a c r i s i s  i n  our fami ly  t h a t  r e s u l t e d  i n  my being a l i v e  

today. I t  was an opportunity.  I t  forced t h e  eventual  change. Not only  my mother 

but my f a t h e r  a l s o  were comfortable and s e t t l e d  i n  Ber l in ,  and being human t h e y  

would have remained i n  t h e i r  comfort u n t i l  it was t o o  l a t e ,  l i k e  so many o t h e r s ,  

had t h i s  and s imi la r  c r i s e s  not  forced them t o  wake up and s e e  t h i n g s  a s  they  r e a l l y  

were. Physica l ly  and psychologica l ly ,  o b j e c t s  p r e f e r  t o  remain a t  r e s t .  They 

normally r e s i s t  change, which i s  produced only when s u f f i c i e n t  work i s  done o r  p r e s s u r e  

appl ied  t o  overcome t h e  r e s i s t a n c e .  The a p p l i c a t i o n  of  such pressure,always wi th  



consent,  i s  c e n t r a l  i n  t h e  technique of Crisis Nobi l iza t ion  Therapy, al though what I 
d i s t ingu i shes  it even more i s  i t s  separa te  view of Man.* - I 

A c r i s i s  a s  seen i n  Crisis Mobil izat ion Therapy i s  - n o t  l i k e  t h e  one experienced 

by my f a t h e r .  I t  occurs i n  t h e  s a f e t y  of t h e  t h e r a p e u t i c  s e t t i n g  and involves  

s t rong a f f e c t s  but  no r e a l  danger. I t  i s ,  never the less ,  o f t e n  perceived by t h e  

p a t i e n t  a s  cataclysmic i n  na tu re ,  f o r  it t h r e a t e n s  t h e  emotional s t a t u s  quo. When 

I faced with extreme f e a r  Man o f t e n  cowers and h ides  and does not  da re  check whether 

I it i s  r e l a t e d  t o  an ex te rna l  r e a l i t y  o r  only  t o  h i s  i n t e r a l  one. 0 n l y . a f t e r .  such 
l 

a  f e a r  of non-being begins t o  l o s e  i t s  choking g r i p  is t h e  courage 'found t o  t a r r y  
l 

and look; i s  t h e  s i t u a t i o n  r e a l l y  cataclysmic? 
-. -- - - - - - - - - - - - - - A - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - -- 

For my l o s t  b ro the r s  on t h e  s t r e e t s  o f  De t ro i t ,  burning, mugging, des t roying I 
I and defacing,  psychotherapy i s  a  meaningless and i r r e l e v a n t  commodity. But, i f  ever  I 

they  a r e  t o  r e t u r n  from t h e  s t r e e t ,  t h e  psychotherapis t  w i l l  have t o  he lp  them over- 

come t h e i r  rage .  Asher Ginsburg, a  ba ld ing Russian i n t e l l e c t u a l  l a t e  i n  t h e  l a s t  

century,  wr i t ing  under t h e  assumed and unassuming name of Achad-Ha'am, "One of t h e  

Poeple", t e l l s  of a  v i s i t  he had made t o  t h e  Wailing Wall i n  Jerusalem. The space 

i n  f r o n t  of  t h e  Wall cons is ted  then of a  narrow, dus ty  and cramped a l l e y  f i l l e d  with 

o ld  and f r a g i l e  looking Jews, moving rhythmically i n  prayer ,  t h e i r  voices  monotonous 

and t h e i r  eyes dead. They seemed l i f e l e s s  and lacking i n  v igor ,  f a t a l i s t i c a l l y  wai t ing  

f o r  t h e  Messiah. - He s h a l l  r e s t o r e  Zion. Achad-Ma'am t u r n s  from them i n  d i s g u s t :  

"If  a  country s h a l l  be destroyed,  i t s  sons and daughters  may a r i s e ,  and with hard 

t o i l  and g r e a t  e f f o r t  they  may r e b u i l d  it. But, when a  people i s  destroyed,  who s h a l l  

a r i s e  t o  r e s t o r e  i t ? "  

Achad-Ha'am could no t  have known, t h r e e  q u a r t e r s  of  a  century  ago, of t h e  

ex i s t ence  of t h e  Psychotherapist .  Although tedious  and time-consuming, a s  growth 

always n e c e s s a r i l y  is ,  psychotherapy f i n a l l y  o f f e r s  an answer. Here i s  a  way t o  

*For a  f u l l e r  d iscuss ion and an exposi t ion  of b a s i c  assumptions s e e  my chapter ,  
Behavior Change - I n s i g n i f i c a n t  and S i g n i f i c a n t ,  Apparent and Real i n  WHAT MAKES 

BEHAVIOR CHANGE POSSIBLE?, e d i t e d  by Arthur Burton, Ph.D.., Brunner/Mazel, Publ ishers ,  
New York, 1976. 



r e s t o r e  a  people. I t  i s  s t i l l  only a  path ,  not  a highway, and movement along it is 

of ten  slow. Although c rea ted  i n  t h e  image of God, Man i s  not  God and, t h e r e f o r e ,  

unable t o  c r e a t e  a  new world i n  seven days. 

S i t t i n g  up t h e r e  i n  my of f i ce ,  working p a t i e n t l y  with people i n  pa in  and i n  

need, day a f t e r  day, I am probably manning an important p o s i t i o n  i n  t h e  f r o n t  l i n e s  

of t h e  b a t t l e  f o r  a  b e t t e r  f u t u r e .  The shooting downstairs ,  t h e  need t o  lock c a r  

, doors a s  I d r ive  home, windows rol led-up,  and t h e  danger t o  l i f e  and limb may p l a c e  

me i n  f r o n t - l i n e  condi t ions  more than I c a r e  t o  be.  But, I am s tay ing  a s  long a s  

I  can, c a r e f u l l y  l i s t e n i n g  t o  t h e  rumble t h a t  might i n d i c a t e  t h e  coming of  t h e  f lood .  

~ I am n o t . t a k i n g  t o  t h e  h i l l s  ye t  because a  d e c i s i v e  b a t t l e  i s  being fought he re ,  no t  

I 
I on t h e  c r ime- f i l l ed  s t r e e t s ,  but  e igh t  f l o o r s  above them. 

~ True revolut ions  do not  seem t o  t ake  p lace  on ba r r i cades  any more. Perhaps 

1 they never d id .  They occur, ins tead ,  i n  those  consu l t ing  rooms i n  which good 

I psychotherapy i s  being p r a c t i c e d  and Man's f e a r s  a r e  p a t i e n t l y  being d i s so lved .  

Here he f i n a l l y  achieves t r u e  freedom t o  be. Here he may f i n d  t h e  s t r e n g t h  wi th in  

himself t o  face  r e a l i t y ,  cataclysmic o r  no t .  


