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The editor of Voices, The Journal of the American
Acadcmg of Psychoﬁwcrapis’cs, invited me to write an article on
the sul?jcct Telling and Retelling the Tale: Stories in Psgcho-
thcrapy.' Among other things the invitation said:

Ccrtainly storyte“in%’has been around as |ong as

P‘c have come together. We are a 5pccics that
relies on our ability to tell stories to express who we
are, where we come from, what our ho and fears
are, and what ails us. The stories we tell about our-
selves become who we are. Never mind if this or that
story is rca"y true or rea"g ha Pcned, what seems

to be important is what we believe ourselves to be

through the stories we tell.

' For this issue we invite youto reflect on the nature
of the story that Patichts report about themselves.

Who are the most important characters? How do

these characters influence the teller of the tale?

His/hcr self-esteem? How is hc/slwc rcPrcscntcd in

the story? What are the personal meanings of the

symbols c/shc uses? nwe assume a universality
or do we need to ask? What story do you tell 3oursc|{:
about yourself and your work? What are the mgths
we andlj our paticnts use to cxp[ain ourselves to
ourselves and to others?

T‘hroug{ﬂ te“ing and rctc"ing the story, we can
cnlargc it, leave it, changc the way we think. we Put
new meaning on familiar events.

The following is what | Preparcd in response, and it
was Published in tﬁe Spring 1997 issue. The mission of
VOICES is to cxplorc the art and science of Psgchothcrapg
while lcaving the therapist as a person in full view, which is
unusual. Thus, this aLso is a story about mgsch, and 1 offer it
as awayto introduce, or to r_eintroduce, myself- to you.
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This land is not our inhcritancc, onlg aloan -
from those who lived before us
To crjo?oas a Prccious trust -

r those who come after us.
Translation of a mountain-trail sign
in the Austrian alps.
(An imProvcd version of *Don‘t Litter*)

J oe’s tale was chi”ing in its horror. He
remembers suclclcnly wakin uptoa Picrcing shriek
full of Pain and terror, and then hcaring other loud
human noises of shouting, cr ing and 3cuing.
Runninginto his Parcntsﬁ.)cd’aroom he discovered a
sight that he will never Forgct, the likes of which
causes even opera-house audiences to shudder
and to freeze in their seats, barel brcathing. Here
was his sister, empty-e ed with a{itchcn-knif:c in
hand, wearing a long white nightgown streaked
with red bloo , and%héir clying mother ‘Hin face
up, on the ncarby bed. Ladg Macbeth in t%c flesht

Iwas a oungthcra'Pist tl'\cn-and knew that
such things di haPPcn, but this encounter with
insanitg and violence was too close. The imme-
diacy of the rcPortin and the graphic details were
shocking. 1was terrified and had trouble maintain-
ing my crapcutic demeanor which used to be
somewhat cool and detached. The horrible inci-




e

dent had happcnccl not long before Joe had told it
to me, and his memories were fresh. Not onIH was
he sobbingand choldng up again and againas he
was tc“ing the story but his eyes were a%so wide
with fear, as if he was still actuall sccingtl'ic
ghostly sights of that terrible night.

| afso knew that | was scared. Was | safe with
a Paticnt who comes from a family where such
brutal violence can haPPcn? Ang bcyond all this,
what do 1 do to hclP this suﬂ:cn'ng human bcing in
acute agony? Since 1 had no goocl answer | just sat
there and harc“y said anythin . But | cnt|9 urgcc]
Joe to kccp his eyes open an rcmimf:d him to
breathe more dccpl in order to maintain contact
with reality, even as'?:c was reliving the horror. This
ap arcntlz was the right thing to%o, for he slo'wly
calmed down. It was the bcg'nning of a |ong and
complcx rclationsl’mip, |astingti|| now.

Obviously, his sister was Paranoid and
Ej chotica”y confused. McrciFu”y, without ever

ly coming out of her Psgchosis, she ended up in

a Facilitg for the cﬁmina|l9 insane. Who was the
victim and who the victimizer?

Duri:ﬁ the many years we spent to ether,
Joe repeatedly tried to purge himself of these
imagcs from the Past that etched themselves so

ee ly into his memory. Fora |ongtimc, thcy

robbed him of slccp aimost eve night. Again and
again he brought up the story o the events of that

night, but the various versions were not one and




the same. Each was at least a little bit different
from all the others. Remember the movie
“Rashomon”? Asrccmcnt existed onlg about the
bare basic facts. The central characters of this
love-murder drama each had a tota”y different tale
totell. The hidden motives, the trigger Points, the

_emotional hurricanes at the center of every person
— these made all others a pear to wear one face
in one version and a comPE:tcly different one in the
next.

Here too it was hard to know who mother
rca"y was. Sometimes she ap eared to mcrcly
have been overprotective ancﬁntrusivc without
end, at other times she was Paranoid and con-
fused, ﬂying into unProvokccl tirades of rage. No
one within reach was safe. Not only the kids but
father too was said to have cowered during such
Fits, hiding from the menacing danger if he was not
luclcy cnough to have run out of t‘vgc house before
the cruption. The Eg)rowing children sometimes
aPPcarcd to have had barel cnough room to
exercise any Prcmccrcncc at all, almost rcquiringa
license to take a breath, but on other occasions-
thcg aPParcnt| were left to their own devices,
unattended anﬁ sumchring from gross ncglcct. But
mother was also remembered aﬁ;)vin y dotin
and P]ayful, as if she herself were still 3 little cﬁild.
lndccd, | asked mysclf rcpeatcdlg, who was the

victim and who the victimizer?




Onle years later did it become clear how
much Joe encfitted from the many hours sPcnt
on tc"ing and rctc”ing his stor?. It was all very

useful. Inthe process he slow] y found a safe
haven with me. Here was one person and one
lace where he did not have to hide. It was not
|mPortant, in fact, to establish who the victim was
and who the victimizer. Each of the two main
characters was both, and everyone else in that
household was also cripplcd b always having to
exist with the imminent Possibi ity of violence.

Joe’s many versions of the story were all
true and all untrue, since cach reflected only a
Fragmcnt of rcality, a momentin time. But they
were all hclPFul in dcscnsitizing him to that which at
first was almost too much to bear within the
bounds of sanity. Time alone does not heal all
wounds, even tl'wough it does dull the sharPncss of
Pain. Scar tissue is rclativcly poor in sensory
receptors, which is a blessing. The rawness of
wounds is reduced by it, an Fccling less Pain hclPs
us survive before we are healed.

It soon became obvious that Joe’s fear,
rage, Pain and enormous shame, as well as his
dccp sense of resignation and hopelessness —
these existed lon fcforc that niEEwt. Thcy were
not the result of this event, horrible as the cxpcri-
encewas. It Prccipitatcd his emotional illness but
was not its cause. From the start, Joe was never
safe in his mother’s arms. These arms were them-




selves filled with the disiuictudc of chronic disap-

Pointmcnt and tense with rage that was not always
containable. Mother’s muscles must also have
trembled much of the time, an overflow of the
oceans of fear that remained from her own carly
be 'nnings. Subjcctivcly these arms were not a
solid Placc to feel safe in, and at times thcg were
also not safe objcctivcly. Physiologica"y sPcaking,
Joe was most Probabl never “at Pcacc”. But
since all this hap cncc? long before he cmcrgcd
out of his normal autism, before any conscious-
ness, rudimcntary memory or a sense of time
existed — he obviously_ knew nothing of any of
this. Only his bocly remembered.

Whatever we tell others is only that which we
consciously know. It’s important for me to always
remember {,‘:’fwat this also holds true for whatever my
Paticnts tell me. And quitc natura”g, we all fill the
cmpty spaces in our memory with various ’capcs—
tries of embroidered fantasies. Even the story-
teller cannot a|wa35 differentiate one from the
other. Obviously, no amount of qucstioning is
ever cnough to éficit details of a story that cannot
be remembered because it haPPcnc before
memory existed.

Joe may well have had occasional glim ses
of his ‘Fcar, shame and rage before that ni t, but
unwelcome as such fcclings always are hc, ike
everyone clsc, tended to ignorc and to overlook
them when he could. Normal suFFcring and Pain




lack dramatic si%ﬂificancc, and thus they do not
t

stand out From e grayness oF time an daily
cxpcricncc. ltis casily understandable whg Joe
focused on the events of that ni;g,ht, and not on

the lesser horrors that Prcccdc it.

50 how can we know that which is un-
knowable by one’s own experience? Direct obser-
vation of infants, like Mahler’s Pionccrin work ¢, is
of only limited value. But we can shed |i§1t on
everyone’s distant, uncharted and dim past and
see its broad outlines because we now understand
what everyone’s earliest bcginnings must have
been. On Y the most powertul reactions ofa
newborn are observa |e, and they have to be
intchrctcd bg observers (like M;Llcr) who surcly
cannot always be tota"y reliable or objective.
Their conclusions, therefore, are alsonot always
correct. Every observation of anything is influ-
enced to some degree by the observer’s blind
sPots and angle o%:/icwing.

But what we do know for sure is that at
birth we sudclcnly lose the benign, assuring and
embracin g presence of our motEZr’s bocly, anditis
no more. Somehow we survive or don’t survive in a
tota"y new environment. “After many months of
|iving ina rclativcly constant and Finé?g rcgu|atcd
sctting, we abruptlimcind ourselves under radica"y
new conditions, without any time for transition.
Our Physiology must suddgnly acljust to a gaseous




environment, totally different from the |iquid onein
which we existed before.” We adjust or we Pcrish.
The only thing that sustains us afj such a Pcrilous
time is mothers presence as we cxpcricncc it
h sicaﬂg. This is whg our earliest cxPcricnccs
with the mothcring person have such a Pro{:ound
‘and central impact onour Physio]og’c character.
How can I know so much about the arms of
Joe’s mother? By»sccin so clearly the results of
her holding. Though we have not n there to
seeit happcn, we know for sure why the trees on
the windward side of anisland are 3| bent over so
badlg. They must havcbccn sui:y'c,ctcd rcPcatcclly
to Powchu winds from the sea as thcg grew up.
The same with Poop[c. “We are what we were {Ecc
to become. By observing the present we can
reconstruct the past with a hi%lﬂ dcgrcc of accu-
racy, [and] we can test the validity of our recon-
structions dircctly b;j [chcckingt e Paticnt’s
Physical reactions.” Fina“y we are able to objec~
ti)cg and measure our assumptions in the samé way
thcy doin chcmistrg: by carcFu"g titrating our
interventions till we notice a Phgsical change.
Nothing is lost in the universe. Ncitécr Joe
nor his sister could have had conscious memories
of their bcgjnnings, but the body always remem-
bers. The terror that Joe e cricncec]’.} in that
bedroom was somcthingtl’_lat he must have experi-
enced many times before, though not consciously.
The roots of Physio(ogic reaction Pattcms sProut




in the first few hours and days of life. Joe and |
tried to cancel their Powcrﬁﬁ ip duringthc
tedious process known as woi?ng—throu%lh. Its
aim was to rcshapc his reactions so that t ey
would not continue to determine, or at least to
color, all his future life cxPcricnccs.

Slowly 1 was bccomingthc best mother Joe
had ever hag because our on g0iNg rclationsl’)ip
was based on candor, sensitivity, truth and mutual
rcspcct. Qur tight non—acting—out contract en-
sured my sa)cctg even in the midst of his most
vicious outbursts of rage. In fact, it was only
because of this contract that such necessar:
outbursts came into the open. Our rclationsﬁi
was the lap in which his body s!ow!y bcgan to settle
down and feel a little safer. My “arms” were
steadier than the ones he hacﬁ)ccn used to long

ago.
lndccd, Joe had been what he was free to

become, as alwags. His Ph sical reactions to m
interventions served me wc!ﬁ as the reliable guide |
needed to lead him out of his internal darkness. 1
l«:Pt noting the color and muscle-tone c")angcs in
his face, the tearing or non-tearing of his eyes, the
clccpcning or non ccpcning of his brca’ching and
his ability or inabilitg to maintain eye contact.
Above a , | alwags noted how well he was able to
concentrate, how clear his thinkingwas and
whether he was able to kccp his mind from wander-
ing. Itwasa very |ongtrip.




ln avery real sense we humans are all born
Prcmaturé!y, even if we are born {:g”-tcrm. Our
maturing cortex becomes functional only a year or
two after we are alrcady able to brcathc, ingest
and excrete, see, hear, smell, crawl and scream.
During this year we are comPlctcly under the
control of our subcortical brain centers. This
“visceral brain” is our master before we know that
we exist and before we can make choices, think or
remember. This cxplains why it is so difficult to
rca"g change in or out of Psyclwothcrap : the
- powers that have been in chargc of our Eoclily
reactions from the very bcginn‘ing do not listen to
the cortex, that smart 9oungs’ccr who has just
arrived on the scene and immccliatcly wants to tell
them what to do. Thinking is no match for Fcclings
before thcy are calibrated b good ps cho-
thcrapy, though we common‘?y rationaf’ijzc to the
contrarg.

So, very carly in life each of us has had
thousands of cxPcricnccs that we could not un-
clcrstand, since we had no unclcrstanding yct. And
babies often intcrprct such cxpcricnccs wronglg,
as if ’chcg were li{:c—cndangcring. How could we
have known that it was not so? A sharP ain from
hungcr, a loud and sudden noise or a bnght |i§-|t
shininginto our eyes — each can be experienced
as an assault. Besides, with the best of intentions
no mother can anticiPatc any and all of her
newborn’s nccds, or SUPPIH them at cxactly the




right moment and exactly in a way that would
immcdiatcly satisfy the r?ttlc organism. Frustration,
hurt, anger and above all fear are everyone’s
earliest cxpcricncc. In a sense we have all been
abused as children, thoug': most of the time there
has been no abuser.

This is why 1 did not care to know every one
of the many details of Beth’s story about having
been sexua |3 abused when she was three. She
came to see me at age 55 and was tota"y preoccu-~
Piccl with her tale og woe. She had been to many
thcrapists and had left several husbands, always
because she felt thcm as abusing her in one way or
another. Tired and almost burned out, she came
to see me against her better 'udgcmcnt. This was
to be one last attcmpt to hch her remain involved
in a relationship with a man wio insisted that th
both do somctEin to make a g0 ofit. Bitter,
dccply distrustfu , suspicious, and very angry
under a transParcntly Plcasing clcmcanor, Beth
almost refused to return for her second aPPoint~
ment since | did not seem interested cnough inthe
details of her a"egcd sexual abuse. This, she said,
was the central theme of the work with the last two
thcraPists. what was wrong with me, she wanted to
know.

And why did 1 not ask for the details? Be-
cause | knew Fyom the way she was and From what |

have since learned about Pcoplc that, like every-
one else, she must indeed have been “abused?,
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whether sex was involved or not. She needed to
roar with rage for all her Pcrccivccl injustices and to
foam at the mouth till she was Ph siéjlo 'ca"g able
to let g0 of her searing shame 01(3 owerlessness.
She needed to crya million tears of hurt for not
bcing seen and heard and welcomed enough, all
the reactions that she did not have enou of
when she was small. And, she obviouslg ad a
desperate need for someone to cntlg make room
for Ecr tenderness and |oving. The real abuse in
her Past was the shortage in good mo’chcring and
Fatlwcring, half a ccnturygbc{:orc.

B rcPcatcc“g Focusing on the story of her
sexual aEb‘usc she was merel ruminating in old hate,
rather than freeing herself E'om it. After all, those
who raised her di(f whatever they were capablc of
doing, even if it was grossly ina cquatc. Their own
behavior was also overdetermined by whatever had.
shapcd them. Beth was 55 years old. itwas hi
time to let £0, if that were Possiblc, so she might
dedicate her energy and her efforts to buildinga
better future for Ec'tgrsclf, rather than remaining
stuck in 5ctt|ing the accounts of the Past. I knew
the real stor_g of her abusc, the one she did not
know. This is what 1 had to hclp her with, if she
were to rca"y changc. '

Anc] hereis that.story: Beth too must
have “wished?, long before she knew what wishin 4
was, to regain the sense of sccurity that was hers

)




before she suddenly was thrust into the cold
world. She wished for this all her life and was
angry at everyone for not sm:fplging it. But such
hopcs and ycamings for pe ect caring from the
outside are an imPossiblc dream. Thcy must have
been rcpcatcc”y dashcd, gvingrise to rcpcatcd
cPisodcs of dccp clisappointmcnt and pa nic. At
such times she must have felt as if she were )ca"ing
into an endless emptiness, Frcczing cold, all alone.
Was Beth’s mother too young when she

ve birth to her? Was she herself cmotiona"y a
ﬁi‘d, unready for motherhood? An alcoholic, on
c]rugs? Did s?;c have too many children, too little
suPPort, too few resources? Was she or, a
dcath-camp survivor Pcrhaps? Was the baby born
ina Prison or at a time of war? The details |'1arc”9
matter. In one way or another the mothcring
person was unable to be with the baby, often
cnough and long cnough ina way that would calm
and settle it Physiologica”y. Mother must have
held Beth too tightly or too loosely, for too long
or not long cnougl'\. Pcrhaps she Ec,:cl her too much
or too |itt|c, she may have been ovcrprotcctivc ornot
Protcc’civc cnougn. Somcthing must have gone wrong
and no one may ever know exactly what it was.
Whether hisbon’ca”y true or not, t‘zc story of sexual
abuse csscntia"y served as a distraction from even
worse and more Pain{:ul e iences. »

Whatever it was that haipcn to hcr, for

Beth the result was one and the same: An un-
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steadiness in the midst of her bcing an ever-
Prcscnt sense of dread and a dccp conviction that
nobody can be trusted, nobody is dcpcndablc.
Beth lived with a dccP sense oF’:Lavin been
cheated and always cxpcctcd to be cicatcd. Her
iealousy and her gittcrncss, the tight liPs and the
short fuse for anger — all were reasonable and
cxPcctcd outcomes from a life such as hers. She
too was cxactly what she was free to become. All
that mattered now was that she changc. She could
not have come up with an cxplanation such as mine
and had another story. But | knew her real
trouble. It was obvious, "1did not have to ask.

Ex eriences such as these are my daily
bread. 1live with a hcavg sense of rcsPonsibilitH.
Again and again | notice that with the new under-
standing of the hidden forces that shapc individu-
als and societies as outlined in Thinlcing in the
Shadow of Fcc[ings’ I'm easily able to make
contact with the dcspcratc an oncly child within
the adult. Often| can almost visualize how the
child looked before it became the adult 1 see. This
alwags fills me with comPassion. How can it be
otherwise? Havin gvenu Freud’s strange no-
tions about infantile scxuaﬁtg and the Oeﬁipus

comP|cx as causes of anxiety ’, 'm now stuck in a
real I-thou involvement ala Buber * with those who
come to seek my' hclp.




But 'm almost 70 years old and rcasonably
well og:, 7o) why don't I quit? What’s wrongwith me?
Strangeryet, | still look forward to conducting
seven 28- OU?OUP Psychothcrapy marathons
every year and 20 group sessions cvcrly week.
True, | have many good and dcpcndab e associ-
ates who hclp me carmy this hcavy burden, but
even so, why dor’t 1 have cnough sense to know
that P’ve carried it long cnoush?

Here’s my story and it starts with another
story:

A young, |c&—lcanin5 non-Zionist Reform
rabbi in a small midwestern city Pickcd himself up
one day in the 60’ and went to Israel for a sab-
batical: Returmning to his congregation, he som-
bcrly cxpiaincd his tota"y uncxpcctcd decision to
rcsifw and to settle in the young state. He was
much too “5ophisticatcd” to be grabbcd by any
ideas of Jewish nationalism. His cxplanation was
simplcr: There, in Israel, he had joined with others
in cstablishinga new village in the Negev. “We came
to the desert and starte by clearing the many
stones that covered the barren fiel S, thus {:rccing
soil in which to Plant our trees. With very little water
we started to bring life to a va"c9 of death.” For
the first time in his%i{:c, he said, “Thad a sense that I
could be truly creative, a Partncr with God.” This
was a chance he could not pass up. This, he said,
was good cnough a reason to start life afresh. 1t
was admirable and sort of crazy, many thought,
but to him it was an obvious choice.
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I am not so fortunate, nor am | grandiosc
cnougl'l to think of myself as God’s Partncr. But
ever since | was a chiE’] | saw mysch as one of God’s
many assistants. Even as a bog I used to think of
God’s terrible loneliness. He is one, without a

: Eccr. How all alone He must be in the universe that
e created. Worse gct, he must be in constant Pain
atits, and our, many impcrfcctions.

To me God was alwags sensible, never
caPricious. That’s why I never understood the
strange biblical story of the flood in which God
allegedly was so an at the Peoplc on earth that
he ccigcd to drow%ra‘n_cm allin hcavy torrents of
rain. Only Noah and his retinue were saved.

How coul?] he do it? How could a father dcstroy
his own children so mcrcilcsslg? True, thcy fell way
short of their otcntial, but even s0, he was the
one who created them in his image, with.an abiiity
to choose. 1 was sove relieved to discover later
in Noah’s story that God had made a solemn pro-
mise to never rcPcat sucha sc;cminﬁilf, impulsive
act. Even now, as a grown man, | still smile withjoy
and some satisfaction when | see a beautiful rain=
bow in the 5|<3, the sign of God’s pact andan

cvcrlasting reminder of his Promisc.
Without any clisrcspcct, I sad lg realized

. longa o that m God was thus also stuck with the
eternal and unc anging laws of nature, the one
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that He caused to be. He may be able to d‘cstrog
cvcrything that is, but even he cannotjust decide
one day to stop the sun from rising or changc its
course. My God is not involved in micro-managing
the universe or in an suPcma’cura' hocus pocus.
And having ven us?wumans the freedom to
choose £goo from bad and right from wrong, he
can only observe how Poorly we're often doing.
Whether he dwells in the heavens above orin
cvcryone’s hcart, he too is Powcr'css to affect
these choices.

We humans would have been simPlc automa-
tons, brainless and repro mmed bcmgs, with-
out the freedom to be imPu sive, irrcsponsiblc and
even evil. If we could do no wron doing ri%ﬁt
would also not have any moral va%cncc orvalue.

As a child 1 did not know that even St. Augustinc
had strugglcd 7,1600 years ago, with this issue, as
many, many other thinkers have done ever since.
The little boy that was me always had Plcnt‘LLoF
comPassion%or his suFFcring God. Thisisw Yy it
was alwags obvious to me that | had a personal
obligation to helf) Him rcpair and chcPct his and
our world. This is what Tikkun Ogm means in
Hebrew. We humans are His onl hoPc.

This is how it happened that the diFfcul
task of Tikkun Olam fell upon my fragile shoulders

A mg |

|onga 0, and it will remain mine ti ast breath.

Who else but we Humans, each of us, can take on

the hard and ongoing_job of Pcncccting and rt:Pair-




ing the world? We are the ones who have made it
imPchcct from the bcg'nning of time, and we are
the ones who must fix it. 1 was 10 years old when |
Plantcd my first tree, and I've Plantcd, and caused
tobe Plantcd, many trees ever since. lwant to
leave the world a better lacc, or at least as good

a Placc, as|found it. ’mnot stingy, but 1 flinch,
and sometimes sPcak up, every time a Paticnt
discards a tissue that was bargy used. It was made
from a tree!

I did not knowin y become a Phgsician
because of such dccp y imbedded carly convic-
tions, but | have alwa s,rcga‘rdcd medicine as bcing
more thanjust a goog way to earn a living. Tome it
rcquircs more than just technical skill and scientific
undcrstanding. Ari almost sacred rcsponsibilit , it
demands intcgrity of character and a dccp anj,
true apprcciation of life and the worth of every
E_crson, attributes that are often lost now in the

cnz?, of HMO corncr-cutting. [':vcrgf great Physi—
ciant roughout history was not merely a healer to

Paticnts, but also their counselor and confidant,

concerned with brin ing solace to the soul.
Moses Maimonﬁcs, who lived in the 12th

ccntun:t has been such a model for me. His daily

prayer bears rcpctition even today:




Almis-nty God, you have created
the human bo y with inﬁ?'litc wisdom. In
your eternal Providcncc you have chosen
me to watch over the life and health of your
creatures.

Preserve the strcngtl'm of my body
and soul that thcy may be ever rcady to
help rich and poor, good and bad, enem

prichandp y
as well as friend. Inthe sufferer let me see
only the human bcing.

I':nlié'\tcn my mind that it may recog-
nize what Prcscnts itself and that it ma
comprcl’wcnd what is absent or hidden. Let
it not fail to see what is visible but do not
Pcrmi’c it to arrogate to itself the power to
see what cannot be seen.

50 in a sense | have no choice but to
continue cloing what I've a|ways done, the best I'm
caPablc of. 1can limit the number of hours 1 devote
to my work, but not the degree of my caring or my
comPassion. We humans, ke God, are also stuck
with our limitations, abilities and obligations.

| derive true '09 not only from music and
other leisure activif!cs but also from m ability to
lessen the Pain and suﬁ:cring of people who come
to me for help. On occasion | resent bcing stuck.
But all in a", ﬁavin acccptcd the Pcr{:cction of the
world as a Pcrsoni obligation, it has added a




spccial dimension of meaning to the ordinariness
of my life. bcyond the helter-skelter of my prac-
tice, | count mlg life as a psgcl'\othcrapist as one of
my greatest b essings. _

Is all this true? Pcrhaps. At least this is my
story. And like everyone else’s, my story hc'Ps

sustain me.

Reuven Bar-Levav, M.D.
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