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Perhaps I know best why it is man alone who laughs; he 
alone suffers so deeply that he had to invent laughter. 

Friedrich Nietzsche

What if everything in the world were a 
misunderstanding, what if laughter were really tears? 

Søren Kierkegaard

I really should have been a philosopher. After all, my mother was. 
She was a leading adherent of the little known school of ‘kitchen 
philosophy’, a kind of post-post-socratic, pre-pre-modern, 
mid-mid-existential, neo-neo-domestic anti-sceptical scepticism.

Sitting at the table with a Salem menthol cigarette burning 
in her hand and something else burning in the oven, she was in 
her element, and available for discourse on the nature of the 
universe. Her particular philosophical specialism: the 
metaphysics of impatient hungry teenagers rummaging around 

if we wait long enough – or stick our tongue out.
I say this because just the other day I had a client bring me 

their very real and sad story of early parental disinterest, and 
within moments of comprehending the lonely pathos of his 
early life, we were both hooting with uncontrollable laughter. 

Now, I felt briefly guilty I confess – laughing at this man’s 
unfortunate upbringing seemed most un-professional in some 
ways. I think the BACP electronic tag clamped around my 
ankle even tickled a bit at one point. But we made it through 
this hilarity unscathed, not least because our humour was 
shared – he invited me into his own tragicomic perspective. 
And I came to understand that allowing ontological humour to 
surge up ontically was really A Good Thing After All.

Of course, there are still some wrinkles to be worked out.  
Is a well-wrought pun pour-soi or pour-moi? And how to giggle 
ethically: with the other, at the other, or in the face of the 
other? And does the hermeneutic circle of hilarity mean we 
always already have foreknowledge of the punch-line? Is there 

such a thing as a ‘private joke’ or is all 
humour logically public? 

Furthermore, is a sense of humour ever really 
authentic, or does it always rely on Das Man? 
What is the relation between the perception of 
humour (the noema) and the object of humour 
(noesis)? Phenomenologically, does the 
embodiment of humour mean that our big toe 
has a purpose after all?

It’s still early days, but already I can feel a 
very large and expensive book in the works.  
I can’t decide whether to go down the road of 
something more serious like ‘Belly-dancing 

and Nothingness’, or ‘Phenomenology of Purse-snatching’; or 
should I opt for a more light-hearted ‘The Myth of Syphillis’, 
or ‘Beer and Trembling’? And what about a fictional treatment 
of the ontology of humour? I’m drawn to the Russian black 
humour of ‘Grime and Punishment’ as well as the Gallic hell of 
‘No Toilet’. So many choices!

For the moment, you probably need a rest from foolishness. 
And so allow me to direct you to other rich forms of moodiness 
in the following pages, where you will find at the very least a 
rewarding assortment of hatred, worry, trust, anger, anxiety, 
fear, and guilt. Among other things, we have three articles 
referring to Heidegger’s Black Notebooks, a summary of 
current Russian existential therapy, a meditation on meditation, 
critiques of professional development guidelines and ethical 
codes, and even a mouse. I’m not being funny when I say it’s a 
roller-coaster for the soul. Enjoy the ride.

and disturbing the peace for something to eat.
Anyway, I say this because I have now 

followed in her footsteps, and I’m announcing 
that I have made an important advance in 
existential thought. I have found, discovered 
and hereby assert that a sense of humour is 
ontological. Indeed, it is clear that Dasein is 
the being for whom being funny matters. 

Now I know you may point out that 
Heidegger always already wrote that ‘Death is 
the end of the ridiculosity of all ridiculosities’, 
and Camus told us that ‘there is but one 
philosophical problem, and that is slapstick,’ 
and Sartre distinguished bad puns from good puns, and 
Kierkegaard explained that ‘A joke can only be understood 
backwards, but it must be enjoyed forwards’. Yeah, yeah, yeah 
– I get all that.

But were they funny? No. I think they missed out on a key 
ingredient of human existence: actual laughter. 

Ok, maybe Martin cracked a wry smile once or twice when 
his lederhosen pinched, and Jean-Paul occasionally had one too 
many apricot cocktails with Simone. But that Søren sure was 
an anxious crybaby, wasn’t he? And as for Friedrich – well, 
despite suffering deeply for it, let’s just say his own will to 
humour wasn’t exactly superhuman.

So back to my amazing breakthrough. If humour is 
ontological, and Dasein has come to us for a 50-minute 
exploration of their laughing-with-or-without-others-in-the-
world, it’s clear that we have a vital role in revealing the 
funny-bone in the clearing. In fact, I think I’ve also nearly 
proved that it’s impossible not to. I believe silliness is a part of 
our authentic being, and will always emerge phenomenologically 
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When my mother died a friend sent me the 
words ‘the soul selects her own society 
then shuts the door’. They are the first two 
lines from a poem by Emily Dickinson:

The Soul selects her own  
Society —
Then — shuts the Door —
To her divine Majority —
Present no more —

Unmoved — she notes the 
Chariots — pausing —
At her low Gate —
Unmoved — an Emperor  
be kneeling
Upon her Mat —

I’ve known her — from an 
ample nation —
Choose One —
Then — close the Valves of  
her attention —
Like Stone —

Much has been written about Emily’s 
dashes. They point at once to finality and 
infinity, they are suggestive, ambiguous, 
uncertain; full of promise and mystery, 
they hover on a boundary that now connects, 
now separates. I find them heart-breaking 
and ruthless. Like her poetry.

My mother taught me about madness 
and resilience. We called her Erinya – Fury, 
and even Erinyaki – Little Fury, a term of 
endearment, which Greek is abundant in. 
She was formidable, uncontrollable, given 
to terrible utterances. Her wrath knew no 
bounds; nor did her kindness.

The Erinyes were older than the 
Olympian Gods, they lived underground 
and meted out vengeance and retribution 
for unspeakable crimes committed by 
humans, hounding their victims incessantly. 
In Aeschylus’ Oresteia, the goddess Athena 
transforms the Erinyes into goddesses of 
Justice;  they become known as the 

Eumenides – the kindly ones. My mother 
appeared often as an Erinya to her children, 
especially to me; her friends regarded her 
as an Eumenida, committed to justice.

I was always struck by the words the 
Russian film director, Andrei Tarkovsky, used 
about his mother, in his discussions with the 
Soviet film bureaucrats of Goskino (the State 
Committee for Cinematography – imagine!), 
while trying to get an early version of the 
script that was to become Mirror past the Soviet 
censor: ‘I cannot come to terms with the fact 
that my mother will die, I cannot agree with 
this. I will protest and show that my mother 
is immortal.’ I found those words strange and 
even absurd, especially in the context in which 
they were spoken. But now, in the aftermath 
of my mother’s death, I think I understand the 
spirit in which they were meant.

The year 2016, apart from being the year 
of Brexit and Trump, was the year in which 
the Arts suffered multiple losses. This 
continued into the earliest days of 2017, with 
the death of John Berger. I will miss his 
passionate curiosity, his childlike wonder, his 
political commitment, his directness, but most 
of all the abundant affection he had for human 
beings, which permeates all of his work. In 
one of his last books, Confabulations, Berger 
writes: ‘I propose a conspiracy of orphans. 
We exchange winks. We reject hierarchies. 
We take the shit of the world for granted and 
we exchange stories about how we nevertheless 
get by. We are impertinent. More than half the 
stars of the universe are orphan-stars belonging 
to no constellation. And they give off more 
light than all the constellation stars.’

It was the word orphan, which I identified 
with, that in part made those words 
meaningful to me. But I see now that 
something between and behind Berger’s 
words reaches out towards Dickinson’s 
dashes. His winks and her dashes, their spirit, 
their movement, their invitation, seem to 
me to be an integral part of the work and 
expression of existential therapy and of the 
many different ways we engage with the 

other. And further, of the ways we find 
ourselves, and take up action, in this world.

Elsewhere in Confabulations Berger 
writes: ‘We are not points on a line; rather, 
we are the centres of circles. The circles 
surround us with testaments addressed to us 
by our predecessors since the Stone Age, and 
by texts which are not addressed to us but 
which can be witnessed by us… Then, 
sustained by what we have inherited from the 
past and what we witness, we will have the 
courage to resist and continue resisting in as 
yet unimaginable circumstances. We will 
learn how to wait in solidarity. Just as we will 
continue indefinitely to praise, to swear and 
to curse in every language we know.’

We are certainly not points on a line. 
And whilst I personally am not comfortable 
with the idea of being the centre of a circle, 
I do feel surrounded and sculpted by 
everything that has gone before, embedded 
in it and sustained by it. And I intend to 
continue praising, swearing and cursing in 
every language I know, especially during 
these dangerous times.

But here is Emily Dickinson’s counterpoint 
to Berger’s centre of the circle; in a letter to 
her editor she asserts, ‘My Business is 
Circumference’. A fitting companion to her 
dashes this – terse, evocative, nuanced; the 
capital letters upright, bold, dedicated. Once 
again the meaning is elusive, mysterious and 
stops us in our tracks. If my Business is 
Circumference am I always on the edge? Am 
I guarding boundaries, expanding them, 
reconnoitering, containing, delineating? Or is 
this Kierkegaard’s repetition, Nietzsche’s 
eternal return, the edge of the whirling 
dervish’s skirt? All of these things and none 
– and should it matter?

I return to the final words of Emily’s 
poem and to my mother, who closed the 
Valves of her attention and is now nowhere 
to be found.

Natasha Synesiou
chair@existentialanalysis.org.uk
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THERAPIST ART – CALL FOR CONTRIBUTORS
Art in the widest sense has long been a key part of the therapeutic process. This is the case not only for people 
who engage with it as a part of their therapy, such as clients, art therapists, narrative therapists and the like; but 
also for more traditional therapists who deal with words only but still respect the window into the interior, and 
the different perspectives on the human condition, that art can provide. 

For example, we can consider the novels of the existential canon such as Sartre’s Nausea and Camus’ The 
Outsider; or the painting, poetry, and ceramic work of the psychoanalytic tradition. Similarly, the journaling of 
CBT and CAT have their place here, as well as the wide variety of art by therapists depicted in therapeutic 
journals – the Empty Seat photographic series in the Hermeneutic Circular for example, and the annual poetry 
competitions in The Psychologist.

While these disparate artistic endeavours are a vital part of the rich culture of therapy worldwide, there is 
little written on how this art expresses either the person or the work of the therapist who created it. The art is 
there without explanation as it were. This is admirable as it allows interpretation by the viewer, however, it also 
shows a clear lacuna in the literature for interested parties who are seeking the meaning intended by the therapist/
artist.

A planned book I am editing, A View from the Other Side: therapists’ art and their internal world, therefore 
seeks to represent such therapist art – within the pragmatic bounds afforded by the publication format – accompanied 
by an explanation. This allows a fuller exploration of the therapist interior world, and the practicalities of what 
they do in the consulting room, rather than simply the art or explanation alone; and so will inform students and 
professionals in terms of their own development and work.

It is envisaged that each contributor will provide one piece of art – this may be an image (a high-quality scan 
or photo) or in written format (not exceeding 500 words). The art will be an exploration of what it means to be 
a therapist and of your work with clients. Of course, this need not be literal – it may be figurative; it may be 
something which you feel is constitutive of you as a person which then feeds in to your client work. The art will 
take a full page of the book and will be accompanied in the following pages by 2000 words of text explaining 
the meaning of the art – in the context of you as a professional and your client work. 

If you would like to submit a proposal, please email a brief outline of your contribution (including a copy of 
any image) to me. The deadline for contributions is 31 May, and publication by PCCS is planned for the end of 
the year. 

I know I am always interested to find out who we ‘really’ are and what we do as people as well as how we 
do it. This is our opportunity to move beyond a dry recounting of the quotidian demands of our job roles and to 
show a little more of our rich inner lives – to show who we are if you will, rather than simply what we do.

Dr Christina Richards
contact@christinarichards.co.uk

CONSTRUCTIVISM
I have become quite interested in constructivism, and would like to be in touch 
with anyone else who has such an interest.

It seems to me that the level of consciousness at which existentialism is located 
is pretty well the same as that of constructionism – what Ken Wilber calls the 
Centaur level.  It is the level at which we start to think dialectically: both existentialism 
and constructionism are a bit variable about this; sometimes we find it and sometimes 
not so much.

I would love to meet – letter, Skype, email or whatever – anyone who thinks 
this is interesting and worth discussing.

Dr John Rowan
johnrowan@aol.com

H E R M E N E U T I C  C I R C U L A R  A P R I L  2 0 1 7

LETTERS



6

During the course of last year the Ethics 
Committee of the UKCP sent the draft of a 
proposed Code of Ethics for members to 
consider, which all registered members of the 
SEA should have received. A covering letter 
requested feedback, to which I replied. 

A couple  of  members  of  the  SEA 
Committee suggested that this should be 
published in the Newslet ter,  perhaps  

to  generate  discussion as  several  of  the points  raised  
significant issues. 

Of course, there is always the wish to add, delete or amend, 
but that would not be what I wrote. While appreciating that what 
follows may not be as clear as could be hoped for those SEA 
members who don’t have access to the original draft, I nevertheless 
hope that something of the concerns I raised remain pertinent.

A Response to the Proposed Code of Ethics
As someone who – a very long time ago – was a member of the 
UKCP Ethics Committee, I approached your document with some 
sympathy, knowing the amount of work entailed, and how thankless 
the task. Alas, having read through it several times I found myself 
increasingly worried by its general tone and its potential for 
instilling confusion rather than clarity. Indeed, I have to say that 
at many points it is a somewhat reactionary and moralistic document 
which does not really engage with the problem of ethics (which 
is a philosophical discipline of questioning rather than prescription), 
and again and again prefers to adopt a series of demands that do 
not address the grounds of their own veracity. 

So, where to begin?
In many respects the document starts in mid air, adopting what 

is primarily a quasi-religious tone with constant reference to 
‘visions’, ‘ideals’ and ‘valued goals’, the ultimate nature of which 
remain unclear and unformulated. Indeed we are asked to work 

‘holistically towards a good overall end’ while also being required 
to ‘observe the spirit and the letter of the Code.’ I will return to 
these apparent confusions below. But let’s start with the concept 
of the virtuous.

While I must admit that I would be loathe to describe myself 
as a ‘virtuous practitioner’, feeling this to be more than a little 
precious, even verging on the pretentious, I have greater problems 
with your reliance on Aristotle, for whom the institution of slavery 
was both ‘expedient and right’, as was the ‘inferiority’ of women. 

Yes, of course, in the ancient world innumerable cultures held 
such views (many still do) and here Aristotle was just reprising 
the unconsidered assumptions of his time. However, the Ethics 

Committee appears to be doing exactly the same when attempting 
to establish specific criteria by drawing on current attitudes without 
a nod towards any of the substantial critiques of such endeavours, 
or the recognition that current attitudes are always on the move 
and might not provide the best foundation for formal demands. 
Should we not all learn from this and focus more clearly on the 
implications of Aristotle’s thought if it is now to be a central 
criterion for ethical behaviour? 

Aristotle’s thought appears to underpin much of yours insofar 
as you consistently urge the psychotherapist to ensure that ‘a good 
end is sought’ (page 6) to ‘act in the best interests of the client at 
all times’ (page 9) to hold ‘a vision of good psychotherapy’ (page 
12, repeated on page 13), ‘keeping the clients best interests to the 
fore’ (page 15), to ‘promote the best interests of clients and the 
general public’ (page 17) and so on, without questioning what 
such ‘best interests’ might be; much less how to act if there might 
be, as there often is, an enormous gulf between the specific (the 
client’s situation) and collective opinions – the anonymous ‘public’ 
who are, of course, everyone and no one in particular, holding 
views that are forever in flux.

So what’s the central problem here? Aristotle did not question 
the raft of assumptions that underpinned his claims, and as this 
is the very raft that you are urging practitioners to climb aboard 
it is pertinent to inquire why you have chosen to ignore Nietzsche’s 
pithy demolition of that vessel. When Nietzsche drew attention 
to the central problem of Aristotle’s claims for truth, virtue, etc., 
(that they were all based on claims for what should count as being 
true, virtuous, etc, and thus were based on quasi-moralistic 
statements which were not in themselves demonstrably either true 
or virtuous) he set in motion what has become known as 
deconstruction. This approach, as with the work of Wittgenstein, 
has had an enormous impact on our understanding of the human 
subject and agency, specifically with regard to the role of language 
and its capacity to confuse and bedevil those who use it – or are 
used by it – especially when they attempt to limit its potential, 
such as in the creation of codes of behaviour.

To expand: statements are not, of themselves pure and pristine; 
far from being self-evident there is always a background assumption 
from which they stand out, as demonstrated by Nietzsche with 
regard to Aristotle, and further amplified by both existential and 
Continental philosophy, and the work of Wittgenstein. Unless 
such observations are recognised and addressed, all sorts of 
confusions occur. For instance:

• At several points the code demands that the therapist attends 
to ‘the spirit’ of the code, and not just ‘the letter’. So, presumably, 
the ‘sprit’ cannot be formally described (if it could, it would be 
‘the letter’) thus it remains open to each therapist to determine 
what the ‘spirit’ might be. All well and good, but is this what you 
had in mind? This echoes the point raised earlier with regard to 
‘virtue’, where all may interpret the word in their own way, as 
did Aristotle. 

• At various points the code demands, such as on page 17, that 
the therapist should promote ‘the best interests of clients and the 
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general public’. Overlooking the fact that there could be 
considerable divergence between these two goals, how on earth 
is a therapist expected to know what the ultimate ‘best interest’ 
of a client might be? It’s certainly no good relying only on the 
client, for very often the uncertainty as to what they want for 
themselves is a significant factor in their attending therapy in the 
first place. Alternatively, there can be a clearly stated aim, which 
then turns out to be relatively unimportant. I suspect that you may 
be familiar with both possibilities. This begs the questions as to 
why this quandary was not formally addressed and how the therapist 
is supposed to know, before meeting clients, what their best 
interests might be. And it is before, for the Code specifically states 
that this is the over-riding attitude that should be held, as opposed 
to, for example, an open-ended exploration of the client’s life 
situation which seeks to unravel their quandaries in whatever 
direction they may take. Here Gadamer’s idea of a ‘creative 
conversation’ may be useful for the therapist: a discourse that 
seeks to open up an issue, that almost has a life of its own in 
which neither party is attempting to limit its direction. While 
specific goals may be useful in some situations, imposing goals 

as a general rule sets up precisely the sort of problems that follow, 
where the matter of ‘best interests’ collide.

• What if the therapist genuinely believes that it is in the client’s 
best interest to confront, and hopefully come to terms with a 
distressing experience? The client, on the other hand, expresses 
a clear wish to forget it, but continues to experience symptoms 
that began at the time of the event and show no sign of abating. 
As the therapist is expected to be ‘honest and candid’, 
‘communicating truthfully and accurately’ and be ‘open and frank’ 
(page 17) but at the same time must not ‘impose themselves, their 
thoughts and feelings on clients’ (page 15) then what is to follow? 

• There are many different styles of psychotherapy, and it is 
inevitable that each imposes the style of its practice on the client 
– indeed that is inevitable, and often what a client actively seeks 
– ‘what do you think is the root of my problem, etc.?’ Here, for 
example, the psycho-analyst will tend to impose silence when it 
comes to such questions or offer responses based on theories of 
transference. Is refusing to answer personal questions not an 
imposition of therapeutic style, often experienced as remote and 
uncaring? When a response is given, is not the offer of an 
interpretation an imposing of the analyst’s theoretical understanding? 
On the other hand the CBT therapist may make very specific 
suggestions as to how certain situations might best be understood 
and addressed, based on the therapist’s perception of what the 
client has said. And of course, innumerable variations exist between 
these extremes, each trailing similar issues that devolve to the 
therapist’s style. 

• Here one could also consider those therapists, often working 
for drug and alcohol agencies, whose impositions are often very 
strict: absolute sobriety, the session terminated if the client smells 
of drink, compulsory urine tests, etc. While there may be valid 

reasons for these rules – and the client is of course free to reject 
them and go elsewhere – the very nature of setting such strictures 
demonstrates that the setting of supposed ethical boundaries allows 
the therapist to determine what ‘is in the client’s best interest’ as 
matter of policy, again before meeting the client in question and 
addressing their specific needs. Also consider the therapist who 
might urge the client to break off an ‘unhealthy relationship’ and 
even threaten to terminate therapy if the client does not concur. 
I’m sure you know of similar examples which, presumably, are 
also done in the name of the client’s best interest. Is this substantially 
different from the alcohol agency’s demand for sobriety? How 
would you assess such examples within the framework supplied? 
This is not an academic question. If complaints are made, the 
adjudicating panel will have to address them using the UKCP’s 
Code of Ethics as a baseline. I would not envy them their task if 
the Draft is not substantially re-drawn to accommodate some of 
the points raised above.

Should therapy have a goal?
 Although the document does not formally address this vital 
question, which has been debated since the time of Freud, it 
nevertheless consistently implies a positive answer to all the 
statements referencing best interest, outcomes, etc. whilst 
simultaneously failing to offer a single criterion as to what these 
goals ultimately might be. Indeed, rather than face this central 
question the authors dodge it completely with the suggestion that, 
in effect, this has nothing to do with a therapist’s personal belief 
regarding the purpose of psychotherapy, but insists that s/he must 
‘Utilise evidence based treatments’ (page 16). But what is 
‘evidence’, and what if the therapist feels the research to be 
flawed? For much certainly is, hence the constant re-analysis of 
earlier findings and their often contradictory conclusions, generally 
based on a priori assumptions that reflect the vested interests of 
its proponents. 

Parenthetically one could also suggest that if all practice is to 
be based on pre-existing criteria then this allows for no potential 
departures, as any new approach or discovery would by definition 
have no a priori supporting evidence. I doubt that you have this 
in mind, but this could be seen as implicit in the Draft Code.

Research
With regard to research we arrive at something that urgently 
needs the UKCP’s attention, if ethical behaviour is to be seriously 
addressed. While I will not go over the 11 points you raise in 
the Ethics and Research section on page 22, I have to note that 
none of them address a continuing research practice that has 
been going on for years within the NHS and which, for many, 
is blatantly unethical. 

It is common practice that patients arriving for their session 
at many NHS hospitals are asked to complete tick boxes at the 
beginning of each session indicating how they are feeling – with 
some hospitals also requiring these boxes to be ticked again at 
the end of each session. Thus a substantial amount of the client’s 
time has been taken up by the needs of the researcher without 
regard to the needs of the client. This is an appalling intrusion 
on the client’s time, and an equally unconscionable imposition 
of the therapist’s needs. Moreover, vulnerable clients may well 
feel they are being bullied into giving ‘positive’ answers; their 
sessions may be the only stable event in their life, what if they 
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were to say what they really felt? Even ignoring the many 
transference theories that inform much of therapy, has no thought 
been put into the implications of this practice, and how such 
actions might be experienced?

As someone who has supervised therapists for the best part of 
eighteen years I have not worked with any therapist in private 

practice who requires form-filling from their clients. Moreover, 
many training agencies expressly forbid their students from carrying 
out research with their current clients on both theoretical and 
ethical grounds. It is time that the UKCP addresses this issue.

As you can imagine, I could say more, but I shall stop. You 
wanted feedback and here it is, written in accord with requirement 
to be ‘honest and candid’. 

PS: While I was for many years Chair of the Society for 
Existential Analysis, these views are my own, and should not be 
seen as representing the views of the SEA.
Contact Mike at mikeharding@ndirect.co.uk

my client’s anxieties by preparing him, I am assuming a mouse 
whose importance takes on mammoth proportions. I am also 
presuming ‘to know’ my client. No, if I warn the client, it will 
only be an attempt to sooth my own anxiety.

I decide there is only one way to ‘be’. Phenomenological. 
Maybe the client will be angry with me. Maybe the client will 
hide his true response to protect me. Maybe the client will feel 
repulsed and end the session, maybe he will never return. Maybe 
he has a pet mouse at home. Infinite possibilities. I must stay with 
the experience when the mouse appears, in the way it appears, 
and notice the client’s response, in the way he responds; ‘to the 
mouse itself’, ‘to the client himself’. Once I decide to approach 
the unknown phenomenologically, I am freed up to ‘be with’ my 
client. There is liberation in the acceptance that I choose not to 
try to determine the outcome, that I choose not to imbue the 
situation with a texture or hue that is of my own construction.

The client arrives and for a few moments I suspect a small 
movement near his chair. I suspect he sees a flicker by mine. 

But the mouse never does appear.
After the client leaves the room and when I assume he has 

safely left the building,  
I thank the mouse aloud for 
not appearing. But silently 
and deeply, I thank his first 
appearance for returning 
m e  ‘ t o  t h e  t h i n g s 
themselves’, hoping the 
experience will remain with 
me as a reminder, when the 
intr icacies of  my own 
anxieties are thrown up  
b y  t h e  f a c t i c i t y  o f  
my existence.
Contact Emma at  
emmajackson@me.com

It is my second session with my second private 
client.

I arrive at the therapy room an hour and 
a half early. To be prepared, to read my book, 
to rearrange the furniture, to check the level 
of tissues in the box, to replace the practice 
clock with my own; to dispel my anxiety! To 
get everything ‘right’, have everything under 
control. How existential! 

Tissues? Check. Clock? Check. Furniture rearranged? Twice 
and check. All good. Read book.

And then…out of the corner of my eye, a tail! And a little body: 
a mouse. I stamp my feet and it scurries away. What am I to do? 
What will the client think? How can I concentrate and ‘be-with’ 
my client when the mouse is ‘with-me’?

The mouse has appeared from behind the client’s thus far, 
empty chair. That is okay I tell myself. I can keep an eye out for 
it during the session and swiftly re-cross my legs, to shoo it away.

But reason dissolves when anxiety takes over. Moments later, 
out it pops from behind my chair! Or is it a second mouse?

I spend the next 40 
m i n u t e s  t a p p i n g  a n d 
clapping and coughing… 
all in a plight to keep the 
mouse at bay. It works. 

But am I to tell  the 
client? Am I to warn him 
from the outset that there 
is a rogue mouse that might 
make an appearance? Am 
I to normalise it and say 
‘We are in built up London 
after all’? Am I to ‘reassure’ 
h im tha t  the  p rac t i ce 
manager has confirmed to 
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There is a Buddhist sutra I am particularly fond 
of, known as the Sallatha Sutta, or The Arrow. 
It reminds me of Lindsay Hall’s poem, ‘Sea of 
Hooks’, which tells the story of a young boy 
who has learned to navigate and swim in a sea 
full of hooks. He moves freely, alongside others 
who are being pulled in all directions by the 
hooks that penetrate and attach to their skin, 
and is watched from the shore by those too 

afraid to even enter that precarious sea. 
Not hooks but arrows, the Sallatha Sutta describes our universal 

susceptibility to being hit by the first arrow’s blow of painful 
inevitabilities, such as death and physical pain. How to live with these 
unarguable human conditions is challenge enough, yet we add a second 
arrow – an additional barrage of suffering – through our judgments, 
lamentations, aversions, solidifications, proliferations and fantasies. 

Ultimately, these additions have no impact on the unarguable human 
conditions life affords us, yet they add to our sense of dis-ease. Often, 
we will experience hundreds of second arrows in a single day. 

A month of solitude
For some time now, I have been aware of a quiet but persistent 
urgency to attend more fully to the torrent of these second arrows, 
perhaps to learn to navigate them more skillfully, like the young 
boy in the hook-ridden sea. The seat I take upon the meditation 
cushion is both the safest and most disruptive place I have come 
to know, so I took my seat for one month of solitude, silence, and 
the constant ritual of humiliation that meditation practice is, a 
personal pilgrimage of navigation amidst the second arrows. 

I tell those I love that my intention is to be no-one for a while, 
but know that to be problematic. I have worked hard at creating 
identities, knotted within the binds that accompany them – in 
particular my most expensive self-creation of becoming and being 
a psychotherapist. I continue to struggle with the practice of dis-
identification, or, getting the fuck out of the way. 

Having had sufficient distance now from the Great Delusion 
that is psychotherapy training, my identity as a therapist has 
become tempered by ambivalence; it is a profession I continue to 
hold allegiance with and appreciation for, yet also troubles me 
deeply. Freed from patriarchal curricula, I have turned towards 
marginalised voices, the systemic social and political failures 
which ensconce the profession, becoming weighted by a sad 
realisation that psychotherapy may very well collude with and 
perpetuate the social conditions that generate so much unhappiness, 
perhaps more than they alleviate. 

In response, I made the decision to withdraw for a period of 
time, to create opportunity for both self-reflection and self-teaching, 
immersing myself in alternative discourses that I have come to 
believe are essential to being a psychotherapist, but ironically the 
time I was giving to my work prevented meaningful engagement 

with. Solitary month is the start of a year-long solivagant commitment 
and I arrive at retreat both exhausted and heart broken, having spent 
the previous weeks packing up my home and leaving my clients. 

I was not physically alone, but alone with around forty others, all 
committed to a month of silent practice together. The only requirement 
was to meet with a guiding teacher for a short ten minute interview 
once each week; an opportunity to explore arising experiences, but 
mostly to care for me and check I was not descending into solitary 
madness. Other than that, I could choose whether to follow the offered 
schedule of communal sitting, or to create my own. 

Having been a practitioner of formal Zen praxis for around 
five years now, I have come to appreciate the freedom encountered 
within form and chose to continue with my preference for repetition 
and ritual, opting for the discipline and support found within a 
rigorous daily meditation schedule. 

The darker side of solitude
Kierkegaard said that to dwell in silence is to lessen suffering, 
yet I find this too romantic; my experience is that it is also to 
open oneself towards suffering. I find more resonance within 
Seneca’s dialogue in the Tranquility of Mind when he warns us 
of the darker side of solitude where inactivity and isolation can 
amplify how one has lived in the ‘wrong’ way through habitual 
and busy behaviours; as I adapted to this silent lifestyle, I could 
experience the truth of his words amidst the falling second arrows. 

To date, I am not a meditator who experiences satori-like 
explosions of enlightenment or blissful, rhythmic waves of universal 
peace. I am a meditator whose time spent on the cushion cultivates 
a humiliating intimacy with the extent of my self-concern. From 
the refuge of my seat, I move between fetishistic, fantastical 
thinking and moments of presence. 

I begin this retreat with an incomplete re-mortgage attempt 
and an unrented, empty flat left in the hands of people I do not 
know, confused – or bemused – as to why I cannot be contacted 
for a whole month. I ruminate for days upon tasks I have to 
complete before I leave the UK one week after emerging from 
silence. I worry, panic, cry and self-berate over the timing of my 
decision to go incognito, each breath a resistance to abandoning 
these narratives of how I think life should be.

When I grasp for my life to be other than it is, I immediately 
collude with self-centredness. I identify, I amplify, I proliferate, 
I exaggerate, I want this. It is a narrow vantage point. I don’t need 
to ‘self’ as much as I do in order to exist. Isn’t individual therapy 
in itself a self-ing process – a potential anthropocentric collusion, 
a solidification of exceptionalism? 

Existential philosophy is entrenched within dichotomies of 
self; true selves and false selves, authentic selves and inauthentic 
selves, reflected selves and unreflected selves. Perhaps these 
dichotomies are themselves second arrows, mystifying theoretical 
(self-) fragmentations. 
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Many clients come to therapy seeking a more robust sense of 
self; more self-understanding, self-confidence, self-growth, self-
reflection, self-identity. After weeks, months or even years of 
therapeutic unlearning, they leave re-formed, in possession of a 
new, more ‘authentic’ self-narrative. 

I am confused. I realize that each and every one of my clients 
transcended their own self-concern when I told them I was leaving, 
generous in their understanding and curiousity towards my choice. 

Amidst this perplexity, one night, I wake to the violent sobs of 
my own immanence. I had been dreaming of a 15-year-old client 
with whom I’d spent hours, wondering together about galaxies, black 
holes, Captain America and what she’d put in her fridge if she had 
her own place, imprinted with the image of an autumnal leaf she had 
painted on a canvas that she had stretched over a handmade frame 
and given me as a gift to symbolize my new beginning. 

As I continued to sit for hours each day amidst my boredom, 
frustration and rumination, new questions took form. Can I see 
something for itself, not for myself? Can I live the world I 
experience? Can I contact it directly prior to the second arrows 
of identification and grasping? The breath is the simplest expression 
of our true nature and returning to it over and over is the only 
way I know how to come back to whole experience. I wrote the 
words ‘new resolve’ in my diary. 

My second interview was with a recently dis-robed Theravada 
monk who had originally trained in Korean Zen and I presumed 
a common ground between us. Also a trained social worker and 
psychotherapist, he was a meditation teacher I was willing to talk 
to. He did not prepare his talks, refused for them to be recorded 
and was critical of the ‘dharma police’. In the first week, he told 
us that a better choice might have been to give our spare room to 
a Syrian refugee than coming on retreat for a month. 

Nervous and aching for his approval, ‘I’m aware of a wish to 
impress you’, I say as I settle into my seat. He smiles at me, ‘you 
want contact’. 

Fuck, yes. I am missing, in TA-speak, strokes. I miss the strokes 
of validation and affirmation that the silence refuses me. I want 
to stand out for him amidst the others, to be memorable. I want him 
to be affected by the curves of my body that are concealed under 
my loose meditation clothes and miss being brought into pleasurable 
existence when they are touched and in contact with another’s warm 
flesh. I hope he will hug me but know that he won’t. 

We talk about the intimacy of talking together. I explain this 
is easier for me than meditating alone; how presence and attention 
when called upon by the eyes of another comes effortlessly to 
me, in contrast to when my eyes rest upon myself. I leave 
rejuvenated. Stroked. I make the emphatic decision that from now 
on I will only attend interviews with him. Later that same day, I 
enter the toilet he has just vacated. An un-flushed turd lies at the 
bottom of its bowl.

Life doesn’t have to look like anything
As the days followed one after the other, the window above my 
bed became a vantage point for many passing moods. In melancholic 

moments, I would gaze out at the heavy November sky, connecting 
to its foreboding, synchronistic with its unshifting grey gloom. I 
would lie bone-ache deep in sadness at the extent of my self-
obsessed mind and the persistent effort it will take to release the 
clenched fist which fights so hard to hold onto the habits and 
contingencies which have served me so far. 

Other times I would notice the thinner parts of the clouds that 
revealed the resident crows circling the tree-tops, now deep into 
their autumnal abscission. I would gaze through the window panes, 
flooded with urgency and resoluteness, to let go anyway – despite 
not knowing how – reminding myself that my life doesn’t have 
to look like anything. 

Each day I would take solitary walks in the gentle Devon 
landscape, each day inspired by nature’s tenacity as it fights back 
after decades of man-made destruction – its strength visible through 
the single shoot that finds its expression up and beyond the 
pavement. Or the moss that makes a concrete wall its home, 
transforming it from cold, functional greyness to a carpet of 
luminous greens, soft and bouncy to touch. Is it any wonder that 
the likes of Henry David Thoreau went to the woods because he 
wished ‘to live deliberately, to front only the essential fact of life, 
and see if I could not learn what it had to teach’?

One evening, following the final sitting of the day, I found 
myself alone in the dimly-lit meditation hall. I looked out at the 
rows of vacated meditation cushions and chairs, each space, after 
two weeks or so of practice now, carefully and idiosyncratically 
crafted to host hours of meditation each day; blankets taking on 
the contours of the bodies they kept warm. Some spaces – like 
my own – were kept precise, neat and tidy with cushions plumped 
up and re-arranged after each sit. Others were more askew, spilling 
out over the mats onto the carpeted floor. 

I gazed at the seats, struck by how many combined hours of 
sitting and intention these meditation cushions had hosted so far 
during the retreat and how much others’ effort and perseverance 
was accompanying my own. Reminded of the three attributes of 
Zen practice; Great Faith, Great Doubt and Great Determination, 
I silently acknowledged the extent to which the great faith and 
great determination of others simply showing up next to me day 
after day inspired me to sit with my own great doubt. Here I am, 
within a community of others I do not know, have not exchanged 
a single word with, gratefully accepting of their presence and 
practice. Everything I need is here. 

Woken by screams
In the final week of retreat, one morning we were woken before 
dawn by the sound of painful, visceral screams. I joined the other 
women on my floor as we stumbled out of our rooms, half-dressed 
and half-asleep, orientating ourselves towards their source. 

They came from the room of a woman who was seated on her 
meditation cushion, fully dressed – it seemed likely she had been 
sitting throughout the night – and was now screaming with every 
cell and fibre of her being, over and over, her upper body violently 
contorting from the support of her cross-legged lotus, her screams 
broken only by moments of child-like whimpering. Without 
speaking, a mandala of semi-naked women formed around her as 
we took our seats to be with this courageous woman who was 
now giving voice to her silent suffering. 

From my meditation, I recognised that I had never known a pain 
like this; my heart broke in response to what had happened in her 
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life in order for her to come to know it. The assistance one woman 
went to seek returned in the quiet presence of a staff member, a 
bodhisattva of right speech whose few words never sought to 
suppress or silence this distressed woman, but to accompany her. 

I filled with gratitude for this non-reactive sanctuary. Had we 
been somewhere else, she may well have been considered a 
disturbance or risk, sedated and removed, pathologised and even 
institutionalised. Will I see in my lifetime, a new ‘mental health’ 
paradigm where spiritual crisis is no longer considered a threat 
and pathologised as madness?

After some time, her screams became softer and less frequent 
and our mandala broke away, moving towards our first cups of 
tea and coffee, for it was impossible to return to sleep now. Touched 
by the gentle, momentary breaking of our silent vow as we, for a 
few moments, checked on each other. 

Had witnessing the vivid expression of another’s pain evinced 
a disturbance within one of us? Had it poked at our own pathologies, 
which we had all been mutely nursing the past three or so weeks? 
And then we returned to our wordlessness, but more watchful 
now. A longer eye contact, a caring smile, a silent kiss on the 
cheek whilst waiting for another cup of tea to brew: it is 
extraordinary how so few words and so little activity are required 
when genuine care is present.

Not knowing is most intimate
The environment and conditions of a retreat centre exist to support 
and strengthen wholehearted practice. I begin to experience 
moments when I am still, strong and bottomless, and with this, 
deeply afraid, each time pulling away, rather than allowing myself 
to dwell within this unfamiliarity. 

I take this experience to a teacher. She seems encouraged. ‘The 
question is, can you sit with what you don’t know?’ My eyes fill 
with tears as I recall Dizang’s well-known Zen aphorism, ‘not 
knowing is most intimate’ – something I have often shared with 
clients – and realise that I still have no idea what this means. 

Time alters when goals are relinquished, when there is nowhere 
but here. Yet, inevitably, a new time arrived, a time to re-enter a 
world inhabited by language. Initially refusing – a futile grasping 
at prolonging this precious muteness for just a few hours more 
– my first words were a broken outpouring of grief at the loss of 
this silent space. Yet, I also understood that places without words 
are, at least for me, to be visited but not lived in, as I move forward 
with this year of privileged enquiry, the difficulties and ambivalence 
I experience not preventing practice but becoming practice itself. 
Rebecca attended Solitary Month at Gaia House Retreat Centre 
in Devon http://gaiahouse.co.uk/. 
Contact Rebecca at www.rebeccagreenslade.org. 

As usual at the end of the Regents University Advanced Diploma in Existential Psychotherapy (ADEP), students were invited to briefly 
say what they do as existential therapists. The statements are not to be read as final and definitive, but as an expression of something 
that was meaningful at the time.

A willingness to be alongside an other as we wonder together about their unique and embodied experience of being-in-the-world, 
bewitched as we may be by language.
Ben Rosewood

An attempt to suspend my own judgements and assumptions in order to attend to an other in a state of open wonder; together we 
illuminate what was previously concealed. 
Judi Bauernfreund

It is sitting with another to create a space where we broaden the world through questions and become acutely immersed in the mystery 
of each other.
Sanaz Mehdipour

An invitation to meet in order to face the world anew.    
Imogen Koufou 

Away from the noise of the everyday world, I join you in dialogue to explore life’s mysteries with a view to change.
Jonathan Hall
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In September 2016 other therapists and I were 
required to account for our last three years of 
Continuing Professional Development (CPD) 
for the UK Council for Psychotherapy (UKCP). 
This was a daunting and annoying task. 

A dodgy therapist could tick all the right 
boxes and carry on regardless. I don’t for one 
moment believe that my clients are safer 
because I have followed the guidelines but 

doing so seems to act as proof that I am an ‘upright professional 
continuing developing therapist’ who is worthy of being a UKCP 
accredited existential therapist.

I have become conditioned to follow the UKCP guidelines 
quite well. I made sure I went to conferences and the occasional 
seminar, I’d count my therapy and supervision hours, slot in the 
odd course or workshop I presented always with a beady eye on 
the hours I needed to tick. Every now and then I would be grateful 
to a speaker who either challenged my views or who inspired me 
to stretch my thinking a bit further and a bit bolder.

It was a relief to get it sorted every year, but did I really develop 
professionally because of these activities or outside these activities?

And what’s more, what are those professional qualities that I 
am upholding? When did I step over that line from amateur to 
professional and from unprofessional to professional?

To be or not to be professional
I’m up against a problem with the term ‘professionals’ in the 
context of psychotherapy. 

When I was a trainee, part of me used to naively believe that 
acting like a proper psychotherapist hopefully happened just in 
time for my graduation because the therapeutic rules would have 
become second nature and more impressively, I would be able to 
self reflect and listen to my client at the same time – I would 
establish a clear (preferably written) contract with new clients. 
My frames, boundaries, time keeping and note taking would be 
solid and safe. I would refrain from being with my clients in a 
way that I would be with friends. 

Above all I would become more ‘poker faced’ and professional 
looking and sounding. Sharing a cup of coffee or tea with a client 
was a bit ‘off’ as was indulging in ‘chit-chat’ about the weather 
and answering personal questions without asking my client why 
they had asked the question. Sharing fish and chips would clearly 
be ‘cause for concern’. I would have regular supervision and I 
would actually be able to recite the code of ethics!

The bigger part of me was not comfortable with these somewhat 
restrictive rules/guidelines because they clashed with the very reason 
I call myself an existential therapist and that is to remain flexible, 
open and able to go with the flow… the client’s flow. I might even 
fall into the ‘unprofessional therapist’ category because I don’t hand 
out written contracts, nor do I tell new clients that I charge for missed 
sessions. I prefer to suggest that we let each other know as soon as 
we can if we are going to miss a session. I would rather cultivate an 

attitude of mutual trust and flexibility for both of us. On the whole 
this system works well for my clients and me I think.

Professional is not a term that comes to my mind, but I guess 
it tells me that the person I am consulting is qualified, experienced 
and confident and gets paid (probably well) to do the job. This 
person behaves in a way that fits his or her job title. 

The all-important placebo effect is sometimes attached to the 
term professional; the message seems to be that a professional is 
also highly experienced and ‘good’ at what they do. My experience 
has been that many ‘professionals’ wear masks so that emotions 
and expressions that show confusion or vulnerability are kept 
firmly under wrap. In other words, professionals operate within 
clear boundaries and rules of behaviour; to do otherwise would 
be unprofessional.

I remember the first paying client I had… in spite of having 
seen many clients in my placement I was on edge in a different 
way, hoping that I would be able to give my client his or her 
money’s worth and come across as acceptably professional now 
that I was a qualified therapist; a professional is educated, trained 
and qualified. 

 In order to get my head around what being a ‘professional 
therapist’ meant to me I had a look at some of my other professions. 

My way of being shifted ever so slightly with each job in order 
to adjust to the context/situation and the expectations of the person 
or people I was working for. In other words, my function as a 
therapist is different from my function as a mediator, wardrobe 
mistress, catering manager or receptionist. 

And yet I am getting paid to be myself, but how I am being 
myself changes naturally with every relationship, role or function. 
But even my function is not set in stone because that too is flexible, 
and changes depending on whom I am with and who I am in 
response. In a nutshell, my profession is a therapist and I try to 
approach what I do in a responsible and respectful way. Of course 

my behaviour and way of being ‘a therapist’ could be seen by 
some of my clients as unprofessional. 

I was discussing this with a supervisee (as one does) who 
swopped therapist for client creating a ‘professional client’. 
Suddenly the term became disrespectful and negative… that is 
an interesting thought to mull over. 

Development outside the guideline box 
One of the UKCP requirements was to write a 500-word reflective 
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account about my CPD over the last three years. This account 
needed to include my approach to diversity and equality.

Difference in others and diversity is what I am up against in 
my every day life, however, in my role as therapist, supervisor 
and mediator I get a unique ‘up close and personal’ chance to get 
alongside these many ways of being and behaving that are so very 
different from my own. 

 Some of the meanings given to diversity were: assortment, 
mixture, range, difference, dissimilarity and unlikeness. My 

favourite was unlikeness i.e. unlike me-ness. The opposite of 
diversity was listed as uniformity.

 My grumpy rebellious mood helped me to step right out of 
that UKCP requirement box and straight into my everyday zone 
and ask myself what my real self development happening or 
moments had been over the years. What has happened to me that 
has in some ways affected how I am with others and myself in 
my life and therefore also with my clients in a big way?

Self-development through loss 
Of course the life and death of my son Duncan three years ago 
has had and will always have an enormous affect on me and most 
certainly on my attitude as a therapist. I won’t go into that here 
because I already have in my piece: ‘Backwards’ Is Also a Direction 
And ‘Standing Still’ is Somewhere in the Hermeneutic Circular 
(October 2015).

 The second loss that has been a real eye opener for me in my 
life and as a therapist has been my loss of hearing. 

My weekly lip reading class has highlighted how unique we 
all are in how we listen, communicate and respond to being deaf. 
Some of us reach out in our attempt to listen and communicate 
while others pull back and want to hide. One of the exercises is 
to listen to a story told by our tutor with no voice, so all we have 
to go on is how she expresses herself and via ‘reading’ her lips. 

It is almost impossible to lip read when I try too hard . . . this 
is very similar to when I am with a client and I start to worry that 
I won’t understand, I become tense, uncomfortable and self 
conscious. I then tend to get more and more worried about what 
I am struggling with so my listening is interrupted. If I relax and 
take the pressure off myself and patiently allow myself to be 
clueless at times I am amazed how I am able to follow and ‘listen’ 
visually and emotionally. I have noticed how this extra-uninterrupted 
space can give us both time to settle into each other. 

 It is not surprising that my on-going development and my 
understanding of others and myself is through emotionally 
expressive dance; dance and movement that expresses complex 
thoughts, moods, yearnings and emotions that we often don’t or 
can’t express in words alone. For me as an existential therapist 
this reminds me over and over that we all share so much that can 
be and is expressed physically and emotionally, sometimes even 
more graphically and clearly without words. 

Diversity v uniformity
It is ironical that the guidelines promote uniformity while closing 

down diversity, at least that is how I have experienced the guidelines 
over the years. Of course I gain from negative as well as positive 
experiences at conferences and my various other CPD friendly 
activities, but it was only when I allowed myself a ‘guideline-less’ 
500 words on my very personal experiences in my life that I saw 
how much these have changed my outlook and views inside and 
outside the therapy room.

I played my part in box ticking and skimming along the surface 
while not really honouring my own diversity and at the same time 
I am grateful for the requirement to write my 500 words.

 Once again this highlights my belief that my client relationships 
are as real as all my other relationships. Every single relationship 
comes with different boundaries, limitations and possibilities; 
these also shift and change within each relationship.

There is for me no freestanding professional development ‘out 
there’ that fits us all for our work as therapists and acts as proof 
that we are professionals. My on-going life experiences (including 
going to conferences) with my positive and negative responses 
shape me and change me; some restrict me while others expand 
my views a little. 

My work as a therapist is not separate from my life. That is 
one of the problems I have with the term professional as it is used 

in Continuing Professional Development and why the term has 
no place in my thinking. The slightly smug term professional gets 
in my way . . . it makes me sit up straight and ‘button up’. I would 
much rather be asked to reflect on what has happened over the 
year that resulted in some kind of change of attitude that has now 
become part of who I am. 
Contact Diana at didavmitchell@gmail.com

WANTED: MORE  
EMPTY SEATS

We’re running out of photos of your clients’ empty 
seats! Who knew such a thing could run out? With all 
the wild variety of practising therapists among our 
readers, the potential for more chairs, cushions, 
benches, hassocks, sofas, pews, recliners, settees, 
armchairs, chaises longues, thrones and bar stools 
seems barely tapped as yet. So if you haven’t yet sent 
in your own empty seat photo for its debut in the only 
existential therapy newsletter in the world to feature 
exclusive candid photos of seats with absolutely no one 
in them, please do. 

Email your photos to the editor. Make empty seats 
great again! 
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For over 70 years humanitarian thought in 
the USSR was separated by the ‘Iron Curtain’ 
from humanitarian thought in the rest of the 
world. The works of colleagues from other 
countries were not translated unless they were 
considered to be Marxist, while scientific 
periodicals were kept in special storage at a 
number of leading libraries and access to 
them was restricted. 

These were the conditions in which humanitarian thought 
developed here, largely grounded in its own cultural tradition. 
This applies to existential praxis as well. 

The development of existential praxis on the territory of the 
former USSR is connected with two figures: the physician, 
psychiatrist and psychotherapist Alexandr Efimovich Alexeychik, 
who lives in Vilnius, in Lithuania, and the physician and psychiatrist 
Andrei Vladimirovich Gnezdilov, who lives in Saint Petersburg.

Alexeychik’s Intensive Therapeutic Life
The approach to existential praxis connected with Alexeychik emerged 
in the late 1960s. Most significantly, his worldview was affected by 
two central figures: by Antanas Smalstis and by his father. 

The former is a prominent Lithuanian psychiatrist, student and 
follower of Eugen Bleuler. Smalstis taught to pay attention to the 
slightest nuances and manifestations of a patient, and to the whole 
context of the patient’s life. For instance, if a mentally ill person 
calls you a bad therapist, you should pay attention to how long that 
patient has been treated, whether there were improvements, i.e. he 
should pay attention to the whole reality of life of the patient.

The father of Alexeychik started his path as a young Belorussian 
peasant and became a professor of medicine, a surgeon, having 
also survived three concentration camps during WWII. His father 
came in his life to the similar conclusions as Victor Frankl did at 
the same time. He told him that the memory of his 1 1/2-year-old 
son, and the conviction that he had no right to die, helped him to 
survive in the German camps. He taught his son that the spiritual 
dimension of our existenсe is defining in the issues of health and 
illness, life and death.

Starting in the mid-1970s, Alexeychik has led an annual 
conference (‘All-Union’ until 1992, and ‘International’ thereafter) 
which provided the context for the growth of an original school 
of existential therapy. His approach is called Intensive Therapeutic 
Life (ITL) and is rooted in Russian existentialism. Its key figures 
include Fyodor Dostoevsky, and such existentially oriented thinkers 
and philosophers as Nikolai Berdyaev, Vasily Rozanov, Sergei 
Levytsky, Semyon Frank, Ivan Illyin, Lev Shestov and the 
Metropolitan Anthony of Sourozh.

The pivot of the approach created by Alexeychik is the 
Metropolitan Anthony of Sourozh’s proposition that if a person 

falls very ill, it is impossible to recover in the same life. It is only 
possible to recover in another life, by turning the steering wheel 
of your life, because the roots of illness go deep into the ground 
– into the way one leads his life. 

Illness in this context is understood as disturbance to the holism 
of human life as a result of: 

l Focusing on its individual aspects; 
l Disappearance of entire layers from it; 
l Alienation: the estrangement from one’s own life. 

The key to this approach of therapy is the image of a right 
(healthy) way of life and God as a source of this image.

As a consequence, Alexeychik’s school of existential therapy 
had a semi-underground existence in the atheist USSR and the 
opportunity to undertake a PhD was blocked for him.

For generations people in the USSR learned not to express 
their thoughts and hid them somewhere: individuals’ thoughts 
very often did not correspond to their words, and their words did 
not correspond to their actions. This way of life influenced 
existential therapy at Alexeychik’s school. A great importance is 
given here to the correlation between words and actions of the 
client, and demonstrating to him/her the discovered inconsistencies. 

The treatment proceeds as follows: the therapist, working with 
the client, seeks to create a new perspective for him, so that the 
client sees what different kind of a person he could be. The client 
is enabled to experience himself in the therapeutic group differently 
– as a better, stronger, more coherent individual than usually 
happens in his/her everyday life. And such transfiguration in group 
therapy begins to influence his ‘real’ life outside the group. 

Here is an example from therapeutic practice of one of 
Alexeychik’s followers: a middle-aged woman came to group 
therapy. In the course of the group she revealed that her stepfather 
regularly raped her from the age of 11 to 17 and then she ran away 
from home. She complained to her mother but her mother was in 
denial and refused to listen to her. Her biological father was 
alcoholic and it was meaningless to appeal to him. 
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By the time the group was 
held, according to her, her 
stepfather had divorced from 
her mother and was safe and 
sound and lived a cheerful life. 

At first the therapist asked 
her a question: 

- Do you seek protection?
- Yes, I do.
- Do you want somebody 

to protect you?
- Yes, I do.
Then the therapist started 

w o r k i n g  w i t h  t h e  m a l e 
participants in the group and 
eventually asked them who was ready to protect this woman. At 
the beginning the men in the group found it hard to realize that 
it would be necessary to be truly ready to do something real and 
not to simply do role-playing in the duration of the group. 

Finally one man stood up. He had announced earlier his issue 
that he did not know how to be a proper father. A very difficult 
work was going on in his soul. It was evident that in standing up 
he was overcoming himself. 

He came to the woman and asked her to give him the address 
of her former rapist stepfather. He took the address, got dressed 
and went to the door. At that moment the woman stopped him. It 
appeared to be enough for her that at least one man in her life 
wanted to protect her. 

When the man returned to his seat, they both looked like 
different people. Speaking about him, after the end of the therapeutic 
group, he felt, that it helped him to see what he was able to do. 
And he began becoming a father. He found his daughter, who 
lived in another country, thousands of kilometres away, and has 
revived the relationship with her.

This approach is further characterized by:

l The move to the ‘You’, towards compassion, helping 
one another, payment or redemption for one another, to 
being or living for the ‘You’ (for another individual), 
emergence of the ‘We’, ‘Us’ – in the mutual encounter of 
beings for the sake of the ‘You’. Towards the creation of 
a therapeutic community; 
l Encouragement to see one’s life not in time, but in 
eternity and in the light of this vision, to reduce the fuss 

and increase the value of one’s words and actions. 

Sometimes, throughout the course of life, illnesses disappear 
and wounds heal. In Russia, people say: ‘Time heals’. Spiritual 
wounds sometimes take decades to heal. In the ITL therapeutic 
group, the therapist sets him/herself the task of speeding this 
process so that wounds heal in days, hours or minutes. 

For that purpose, many opportunities are offered to people so 
that they do not discuss their lives but live, manifest themselves. 
The therapist helps to make evident the contradictions in a person’s 
life, helps the person to face both familiar difficulties in his or 
her life, and those which he or she would have to face if they do 
not make any changes in his or her life. Often what happens is 
that the individual finds him/herself in a parable about their life. 
In Alexeychik’s ITL, jokes and ironic stories are often used which 
allow the clients to see the paradox of their life situation, to get 
charged with self-irony and move away from their life positions. 

Yesselson’s narrative tuning fork
The accenting of Alexeychik’s approach in the direction of using 

texts with descriptions of life (or some episodes of it) of the people 
who hold great authority in the client’s eyes (mainly the lives of 
the Saints), has led to the emergence of a new variation of this 
kind of therapeutic approach called the ‘narrative tuning fork’. It 
was developed by Alexeychik’s follower Semjon Yesselson, 
founder and head of the Board of the International Institute of 
Existential Consultancy (Russia-Ukraine). 

Yesselson proceeds from the fact that the absence of an internal 
spiritual and ethical foundation is representative of Soviet and 
post-Soviet people. For almost 70 years, religious believers were 
persecuted in the Soviet Union; and as for the believers in the 
new faith – Communism – they were virtually destroyed by the 
beginning of the 1950s during Stalin’s repression. Soviet people 
of the second half of the 20th century based their life decisions 
on the new ethics of family and social traditions emerging right 
before their eyes. 

The collapse of the Soviet Union destroyed those foundations 
as well. As a result, many life difficulties for which post-Soviet 
people seek existential consultants and therapists, relate to the 
uncertainty characteristic of the ethical dimension of their existence. 
The introduction of solution models of various difficult life conflicts 
from the Lives of Saints, or from the Holy Scripture to their 
therapy, allows the clients to correlate with them like with the 
tuning fork, and find the basis for solving their own difficulties. 

Some examples of themes introduced include: ‘The price of 
freedom in our lives and in the life of the prophet Moses’, 
‘Friendship and power in our lives and in the life of St. Gregory 
the Illuminator of Armenia’, ‘Love and death in our lives and in 
life of St. Xenia of St. Petersburg’, ‘Patience in our lives and in 
life of St. Maximus the Greek’, etc. 

Gnezdilov’s miraculous dimension  
of our being
The second approach to existential practice is linked with Andrei 
Vladimirovich Gnezdilov and dates back to the 1970s. Gnezdilov 
is a Doctor of Medicine, Professor, and former Head of the 
Gerontopsychiatry Department of the Bekhterev Institute, holds 
an Honorary PhD from Essex University (Great Britain), and is 
the chair of the Association of Oncopsychologists of Russia, which 
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was created largely thanks to Gnezdilov’s efforts. He became its 
honorary chairman. He founded the first hospice in the Soviet 
Union, and is the author of numerous therapeutic fairy tales. 

His therapeutic approach is rooted in the ‘Silver Age’ of Russian 
culture, in the works of representatives of Russian humanitarian 
culture at the beginning of the 20th century, primarily in the 
practice of Maximilian Voloshin. (The ‘Silver Age’ is the name 
given to the incredible age of development in all areas of Russian 
culture in the early 20th century before the Revolution of 1917.) 

Voloshin is a poet, a painter, a mystic, a pacifist and a humanist. 
At the beginning of WWI he invented and held ‘consoling mysteries’ 

in his house in Koktebel, Crimea. He invited to participate in 
those mysteries the people of culture – poets, painters, etc. With 
the help of decorations and costumes, he created a magical 
atmosphere and stimulated a kind of a fairy-tale happening, in 
which people started to be like children. 

At the same time in his poems Voloshin predicted the catastrophe 
of the forthcoming Revolution. But he did not see what could be 
done to prevent it. In his mysteries Voloshin tried to teach the 
participants to be like children and not to fear the inescapable. 
During the Civil War (1918-1921), which unfolded on the territory 
of the former Russian Empire after WWI, the poet tried to temper 
the animosity, rescuing the persecuted in his home in Crimea: 
first the Communist fighters from their enemies, and then, when 
Communists became governors on Crimea – vice versa, their 
enemies from the Communists, saving many lives on both sides.

Gnezdilov reminds one of Leonardo da Vinci. He is a genius 
inventor and is interested 
i n  e v e r y t h i n g .  H e  i s 
brilliantly educated not 
only in psychiatry, he is 
also a pediatrician of a very 
high level, and has a deep 
understanding of art, music, 
literature, and architecture, 
as well as of the history of 
different religions and 
mythology. 

He is also interested in 
medical cultures of different 
nations. He has found rare 
manuscripts and tried to 
repeat ancient experiments 

– connected with the influence of music on people. He also tried 
to repeat alchemical experiments. 

Regardless of his age, he is in a constant search. He organizes 
so-called ‘open Fridays’ – every Friday in the second half of the day, 
everyone can come to him and he talks with people absolutely for 
free, showing all he can. Hopefully, some of the participants will 
become Gnezdilov’s descendants and take up the baton from his hands. 

The pivot of Gnezdilov’s therapy is the notion of the ‘miraculous 
dimension of our being’ and the ability to solve problems by 
appealing to this dimension. 

A significant number of Gnezdilov’s patients are critically ill 
and terminally ill patients. The realities of their environment 
irrefutably prove to them that death is inevitable. Adult 
consciousness, logic and experience bring no hope. 

In Gnezdilov’s practice, an existential time shift occurs and 
the time of childhood, the memories of childhood come to the 
foreground. People become like children, with a child’s creative 
fantasy, openness to the world, and trust in life. The possibility 
of believing in miracles emerges and the problems that appear 
unresolvable for adults begin to be resolved. 

Therapeutic tales, puppets, existential theatre, bell therapy (therapy 
by using church bells, ancient church musical slabs called ‘Semantrons’ 
and Tibetan singing bowls), creating the unique antiquary space, that 
includes the clothing of all times and nations, antique furniture and 
other antiquities, help the therapist create a space for the encounter 
of the client with the miraculous dimension of his being. 

Here is an extract from the story of a psychologist, the participant 
of a Gnezdilov seminar: ‘The illnesses of our loved ones’:

At the door we were greeted by a polite gentleman, who 
was dressed in 19th-century clothing (wearing a 
cylinder and a frock-coat). He bowed and kindly invited 
us to the magic castle. He elegantly met every woman, 
kissing her hand and showing the way to the living 
room… He helped us to take off our coats and offered to 
look into the mirror with frozen icicles in it, noting that 
it is a mirror of the Snow Queen, warning us not to look 
there for too long, so that the cold would not creep into 
our souls. Then we saw a huge number of objects, the 
purpose of which was a mystery to us. Someone from 
our group accidentally hit some enormous metal disc, 
and it began to spin slowly and an old melody started 
playing. There were lots of shelves in the room, and all 
the shelves were full of dolls and puppets from all ages 
and nations. The old butler (Gnezdilov) took my hand 
gently, led towards the shelves and offered to choose a 
doll which I thought was looking at me, and which had 
already chosen me. He offered not to hurry, as the doll 
could be shy and could hide from me. Something 
incredible was happening. I felt as if I had managed to 
get through to Platform 9¾ on Kings Cross Station and 
found myself in the magic castle!

Gnezdilov considers the last stage of life as its culmination. 
Fear of death disappears and capabilities to endure the inevitable 
suffering appear. Often, when the fear of death disappears, patients 
are able to determine what for them is the most important task to 
accomplish. The spectre of death vanishes, time stops and they 
are able to accomplish their purpose in life. 
Contact Anastasiia at lobozin91@mail.ru
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‘What the teacher is, is more 
important than what he teaches’
Karl Menninger

On 10 November last year, Anthony 
Stadlen was invited to give an introductory 
talk at Regent’s University in light of the 
revelations in Heidegger’s recently published 
Black Notebooks. 

In his preamble Anthony reminded us that 
Heidegger saw ‘his teacher Husserl, a convert to Christianity, as 
ultimately precluded from true insight by the inescapable fact that 
he is, still a Jew’, and juxtaposed this with the following questions: 
‘Is Heidegger, then, an anti-Semite? If so, in what sense? What’s 
this all about?’

 So what is it all about?

The Black Notebooks
Early 2014 saw the publication of the first four volumes of 
Heidegger’s Schwarze Hefte, The Black Notebooks, a diarised 
collection of Heidegger’s private musings that he wrote during 
the period 1931-41. Their first foray into public viewing served 
to re-ignite the fracas surrounding Heidegger’s association with 
National Socialism and prompted new debate over the significance 
of Heidegger’s Nazi affiliation and purported anti-Semitism.

So what’s new in these notebooks that adds to the controversy 
provoked thirty years ago by the works of Derrida, Farias, Ott, 
Faye and Wolin, amongst others? 

According to the German editor of the notebooks, founder and 
director of the Heidegger Institute, Peter Trawny, these pages are 
where ‘Heidegger unleashes his wrath’ always knowing that these 
‘berserk eruptions’ would gain a public viewing. Trawny, in the 
two books he wrote following his editorship, unequivocally 
declares Heidegger an anti-Semite and states ‘whoever will 

philosophise with Heidegger must be clear about the anti-Semitic 
implications of certain specific traits of his thought.’

Trawny is unrelenting in his stance; quoting Heidegger’s 
reference to ‘World-Jewry… as a world-historical ‘task’ the 
deracination of all beings from being’ he posits that this statement 
(and others similar in sentiment) ‘cannot be understood otherwise 
than as anti-Semitic.’ Furthermore, he continues, they have a 
philosophical relevance for Heidegger, that even virulent Heidegger 
apologists cannot dismiss; and in fact a refusal to engage with 
these new writings would be more damaging to Heidegger’s 

thought than a willingness to 
engage anew with the question 
of his Nazi membership.

The resurrection of this 
decades-old debate coincided 
with my time on the ADEP 
course at Regent’s University 
and a term immersed in Being 
and Time. Whilst we delved 
deeper  in to  Heidegger ’s 
philosophy, our neglect of the 
title’s author became apparent. 
My growing unease led me to 
ques t ion  where  was  the 
existential therapy community’s 
presence in this conversation? 

Whereas the publications of both the Schwarze Hefte and 
Trawny’s books had caused an immediate and intense furore within 
the scholarly world of European philosophy academe, where many 
philosophically literate writers’ condemnations have gone so far 
as to vindicate Emmanuel Faye’s long held opinion that Heidegger 
ought to be ‘banished’ from the field of philosophy, the therapy 
world has remained conspicuous by their absence in this controversy, 
leaving a loud empty silence.

The response
Heidegger asserts, ‘Keeping silent is another essential possibility 
of discourse’ and I was left wondering what does this silence 
communicate? Is it reminiscent of George Steiner’s description 
of Heidegger’s own ‘complete silence on Hitlerism and the 
Holocaust after 1945 which is very nearly intolerable.’ 

What is that silence revealing in its concealment? Oughtn’t 
we, existential therapists, ask ourselves what we now make of the 
thinker upon whose thoughts much of our practice and training 
is predicated? Is this new information a renewed opportunity to 
review the manner in which Heidegger is presented within the 
institutions that prepare us to meet our clients? And what are the 
implications for our reading and application of his thought? 

Since first encountering Heideggerian thought, I have felt the 
competing reactions of awe and disgust; torn between a magnetic 
draw towards his description of what it means to ‘be’ – his 
terminology, often shorthand for what is keenly felt yet nigh on 
impossible to describe – and repulsion by his Nazi affiliation, his 
refusal to neither explain nor apologise, and now more recently 
by his anti-Semitic ranting in the Black Notebooks. 

Caught in this anxiety-inducing state, I did attempt for a time 
to silently comply with the view of Simon Foulds who found the 
relevance of Heidegger’s Nazi association ‘on a par with the 
matter of how often or little he trimmed his moustache’. However 
not for long could I ignore the pull of my familial history. As 
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someone named after one of many relatives murdered at the hands 
of those with whom Heidegger shared party membership, my 
conscience called. It summoned me to pursue these questions 
amongst those purveyors of Heideggerian thought who privilege 
his philosophy as the underpinning of all we know and practice.

Initial responses were variations of ‘we can separate the 
philosophy from the man’ which I felt to be mildly ridiculous 
when what we ask of ourselves and our clients is to sit with paradox 
and contradiction. Apparently that same notion did not apply to 
Heidegger, yet it is he who tells us that ‘the name of the thinker 

stands as the title for the matter of his thinking.’ 
With perseverance and under the care and guidance of our 

course leader, the matter gained momentum and moved from 
one-to-one discussions to group deliberations comprising students 
and staff. These segued from attack vs defence of Heidegger to 
a forum where an openness to new possibility was cultivated.

Hans Cohn reminds us that ‘a phenomenological approach 
proposes to understand subjects intersubjectively…A person is 
not good or bad, creative or destructive as such, once and for all…
but within a particular context.’ 

Well here the context is Heidegger’s relevance for therapy, so 
how do we view Heidegger within that setting? If we are willing 
to explore the paradox that is Heidegger and apply Cohn’s assertion, 
we have the luxury, albeit challenging, of not needing to come 
down as either wholly rejecting or embracing of Heidegger, but 
to wonder if this is a game-changer in the vein of those philosophy 
academics who suggest it dishonours their vocation.

A discussion with  
Anthony Stadlen
I t  was  in  th is  quest ioning spi r i t  that  our 
conversations culminated in an invitation extended 
to Anthony Stadlen to facilitate further exploration 
of this matter. The evening was open to all and 
attended by past and present students and faculty 
members. Anthony, far from dismissing the 
question and relevance of Heidegger’s Nazi past, 
welcomed the opportunity to both share his opinion 
and chair a discussion.

In setting out his own position, Anthony Stadlen 
vehemently disagreed with what he saw as Trawny’s 
oversimplification of Heidegger’s anti-Semitism. 
In his customary, meticulous style, Anthony had 
marked in colour-coded fashion the twenty-six 
anti-Semitic references in the Black Notebooks and 

compared their number to the attacks on Christianity, Bolshevism 
and Americanism and of course modernity. Through this quantitative 
measuring of comparatively scant mention of Jews, Anthony 
declared Heidegger’s anti-Semitism less significant than proposed 
by the Schwarze Hefte’s’ editor. 

Anthony was at pains to point out that anti-Semitism is not 
one thing; he differentiated between types of anti-Semitism and 
highlighted the importance of understanding the cultural and 
contextual phenomena that impact those differences, not least 
Heidegger’s own religious background. Heidegger’s anti-Semitism, 
he stressed, was not the pseudo-scientific, racial, biological anti-
Semitism espoused by the Nazis which was ‘sophisticated, thought-
through, complicated and declared the Jews a race, incompatible 
with the Aryan ideal’. 

In a similar manner Jesús Adrián Escudero goes to great 
lengths to point out that Heidegger’s anti-Semitism is closer to 
an anti-Judaism which has a cultural, spiritual and religious 
basis rather than a biological one. Though of course they cannot 
be entirely separated, especially when the context is the Nazis 
and the Holocaust. 

This was highlighted by the discomfort expressed by various 
audience members who could not shake off the connotations of 
Heidegger’s Nazi membership. His may not have been the evil 
work of the instigators and perpetrators of mass murder but 
nonetheless his unapologetic association with them continues to 
raise difficulties for those who engage with his philosophy. 

In the Black Notebooks Heidegger repeatedly refers to 
‘Weltjudentum’ (World Jewry), stating ‘The question about the 
role of Judaism is not racist but rather a metaphysical question 
about a type of humanity’ whom he viewed as representations of 
the ‘calculative’ thinking and ‘empty rationality’ that he despised 
and saw as part of the threat of modernity with its fast paced 
technological and scientific advances. 

So what of his abhorrent comparison in The Question Concerning 
Technology where he posits, ‘Agriculture is now a motorised food 
industry – in essence the same as the manufacturing of corpses 
in gas chambers and extermination camps.’ Ironically he is arguing 
against the very type of mechanisation that allowed the extermination 
of millions, yet the insensitivity displayed makes the interpretation 
by Wolin and Faye, that this is evidence of Heidegger’s anti-
Semitism, understandable.

That Heidegger held objectionable views about Jews can be 
traced back to at least the 1920s as evidenced in his letters to his 

wife expressing concern of the ‘jewification of our 
cultures and our universities.’ Furthermore in 1945 
Jaspers highlighted Heidegger’s questionable stance 
and Anthony informed us that Boss had told a client 
that Heidegger was a Nazi and remained one his 
entire life. In addition to this, his 1935 lecture 
remarks ‘of the inner truth and greatness of National 
Socialism’ are often quoted as absolute evidence 
of his loyalty to Nazism. 

All give weight to the position held by most 
Heidegger commentators who now accept that he 
was a proponent of anti-Judaism if not anti-Semitic. 

Perhaps the more pertinent issue is, do we 
continue to debate the veracity of whether he was 
anti-Judaism and/or anti-Semitic, thereby running 
the risk of detracting from the perhaps more 
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important questions of whether that stance infiltrated his 
philosophy? Whether his critique of modernity was so bound up 
in his anti-Judaism that it taints his ontology? And if so how that 
impacts our relationship with the man that has enthralled us with 
his description of what it means ‘to be’.

Ramifications for us as therapists
What we make of this and how we allow it to enter our training 
courses and practice is yet to be seen, but if we are to privilege 

Heideggerian philosophy, ought we to at least wonder if Heidegger’s 
doing betrayed his Being? 

I do know that I cannot, nor do I wish to, subvert the impact 
that my encounter with Heidegger has had upon me. What I do 
wish for, is to open up a wider discussion, a dialogue in the spirit 
suggested by David Bohm in which no party seeks to convince 
the other of their position but is open and willing to listen, allowing 
a new understanding to emerge. If we are the attentive listeners 
we purport to be, suspending our assumptions and opinions whilst 
retaining a healthy dose of skepticism, then surely we ought to 
be the model community for a conversation of that kind. 

If we judge Heidegger by his membership of the Nazi party, 
what do we expect of our own association, the SEA? Are we 
ethically bound to continue this discourse aloud? If not will the 
silence speak for us, as Paul Celan suggests it spoke for Heidegger 
who chose to ‘not conceal the guilt that clings to him.’
Contact Judi at judib40@me.com

SPEAK FREELY 
NOW THE JUDGE 

IS DEAD 
B Y  R O B E R T  T A Y L O R 

I am silent now, but
My eyes are my messenger,
And you read them so well.

When the silence hurts, you speak softly
And gently search for my answer.

Your mother’s face all framed and new.

I have no pain now, only
The ache of your tears,

Your lingering fears, the pointless guilt.
There is no more advice, so speak freely.
You are safe, the judge you hated is dead.
I have sent him away with my baggage.

I have nothing more for you now, only
The stillness which drains and calms.

So drift a while with me,
Take my half used breath,

Let it warm and sustain you.

I have no need for it now.

Contact Robert at roberttaylor020@btinternet.com
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One day in school a boy in my class stood 
up and said ‘we should buy an incinerator 
and burn all Catholics’. It was an all-boys 
Protestant school in North Belfast. 

The pupil  was repeating the words  
of a politician who is believed to have  
said ‘taxpayers’ money would be better 
spent  on  an  inc inera tor  and burning  
the lot of them. Their priests should be 

thrown in and burnt as well.’
I spontaneously took a stand, part stupidity, part selfishness. 

My girlfriend went to the convent school up the road, and I was 
already risking a hiding for that forbidden courtship. 

At the end of the school day I was greeted at the gates, by a 
mini baying mob, waiting to cross-question my allegiance and 
defence of the other side. ‘What’s this we hear you like Taigs?’  

That was in 1984, a special year for me, as I was first introduced 
to the work of George Orwell. It was also the year that Martin 
Niemöller, a controversial Protestant Pastor who eventually opposed 
the Nazis, died. His words live on immortally in a poem, and seem 
more poignant that ever:  

First they came for the Socialists, and I did not  
speak out – 
Because I was not a Socialist. 
Then they came for the Trade Unionists, and I did  
not speak out – 
Because I was not a Trade Unionist. 
Then they came for the Jews, and I did not speak out – 
Because I was not a Jew. 
Then they came for me – and there was no one left to 
speak for me. 
 

The aetiology of hate
It is just over 70 years since Sartre published Anti-Semite and 
Jew (Réflexions sur la question juive), to highlight the aetiology 
of hate. Today the rise in anti-Semitism has been clearly 
documented, as have the growing divisions between people of 
other religions, non-religions, and men, women and children 
deemed as: refugees, migrants, immigrants. An unsavoury tone 
of ‘less than human’ seems to be arising in the milieu once again, 
and as Anthony Julius would phrase it, ‘with a lack of imagination 
to grasp where this Jew hatred could lead’. 

Given this shift in language, a concern for rising divisions of 
opinion, and in a desire to follow my own thinking in these matters, 
I decided to visit Krakow and Auschwitz-Birkenau. For me the 
Nazi Holocaust represents the ultimate fate of man, for when he 
chooses to fully dehumanise and objectify the Other to the absolute 
extreme, genocide is the inevitable ultimate outcome. 

Tragically there have been many genocides since, and 
comparative studies, once resisted, are emerging as an important 
field for deeper human understanding and prevention. For me 
what makes the Holocaust unique is not only the sheer number 

of lives affected, and still affected, but rather the systematic use 
of technology and bureaucracy, in an attempt to eradicate a whole 
people, one of the most ancient and cultured civilisations in 
Europe. Other people were also deemed less than human including: 
gays, Jehovah’s Witnesses, Freemasons, political dissenters and 
Gypsies.

As the philosopher Martin Heidegger said, the essence of 
technology is never about the technological. It is maybe precarious 
to try and paraphrase him. But if we regard technology as neutral, 
he said, we will be delivered over to it in the worse possible way. 

Hannah Arendt and one-time lover of Heidegger considered 
the ‘banality of evil’ when reporting on Eichmann’s trial in 
Jerusalem. She cited his inability to think as reason for his capacity 
to methodically organise the mass deportation of people to their 
deaths with such indifference. 

The proposition that indifference is the opposite of love was 
propagated by Heinz Kohut, in his idea of the neutrality of empathy, 
and made poetic and memorable by Elie Wiesel. However, the 
uncovering and analysis of taped conversations of Eichmann’s 
Nazi love-in in Argentina necessitates further scrutiny of her 
controversial but perhaps insightful hypotheses. 

When I studied Heidegger’s tome Being and Time at a London 
University as part of a psychotherapy course, the fact that he had 
been a member of the Nazi party was not discussed until I raised 

it during the last session. I somehow thought the conspiracy of 
silence was less blatant than that. My struggle with the brilliance 
of some of Heidegger’s thought juxtapositioned against his political 
decisions, and the challenge Arendt poses to our concept of evil, 
added to my lifelong desire to pay homage to the victims of the 
Holocaust and to find out more. 

Visiting Auschwitz-Birkenau
I was extremely fortunate to make the visit with my own learned 
guide and academic, Tomasz, thus avoiding the crowds but making 
the experience deeply personal. I was not sure what I would 
experience whilst at the site of the Krakow ghetto and camps but 
I learnt some things that I had not fully appreciated before: there 
is profit in genocide. 

When I saw the piles of spectacles, clothes, personal items, 
and human hair, I had always assumed it was a methodical way 
of sorting unwanted items. In my naivety, I had not realised that 
the Nazis wilfully recycled all the items that had been stolen from 
the prisoners, either for profit or to win favour with common 
Germans who had lost possessions in the Blitz. My sense of 
widespread complicity exploded. 

Opportunists like Oscar Schindler, and the businesses, 
industrialists and manufacturers, were motivated to move to be 
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near the cheap labour and resources that the concentration camps 
provided. From electronics to pharmaceuticals, data accounting 
to ovens and uniforms, there is money in war and never more so 
when there is an abundant supply of forced expendable labour. 

Tomasz described the proliferation of camps as franchises with 
their distinguishable brand bellowing from every entrance ‘Arbeit 
Macht Frei’: Work Sets you Free. Disturbing parallels can be 
made with the ethics of modern corporations, using the cheap and 
enslaved labour of Asia to manufacture products and clothes that 
many of us are complicit in being only too happy to consume. 

The plaque at the memorial at Auschwitz-Birkenau (used to 
collectively refer to Auschwitz I and Auschwitz II-Birkenau) reads 
‘for ever let this place be a cry of despair and a warning to 
humanity’. Auschwitz has become an international symbol for 
the Holocaust, in part because of the Nazis’ fundamental mistake 
in combining the concentration camp (Auschwitz II) with the 

extermination camp (Birkenau). Unlike the other camps that were 
virtually forensically erased, at Auschwitz they inadvertently 
created thousands of unique witnesses. 

One such witness, Marceline Loridan-Ivens, believes that the 
lessons of World War II are not being forgotten, because these 
lessons were never learned. It is unimaginable to consider what 
it must be like for her to hear ‘death to Jews’ in 2016, on a Parisian 
street, after physically surviving the camps whilst friends and 
loved ones died. To have to place police to guard synagogues is 
surely the most sinister of symbols, a failure of society, and a 
living nightmare for a survivor. 

The language of hate
Genocide always happens fast, once the decision is made, but 
there appears to be a traceable descent into the final act. It starts 
with seeing a scapegoat for all of one’s problems: a Jew, a Muslim, 
an immigrant. Once identified, a wealth of untruths and derogatory 
language can begin, both subtly and then more explicitly to emerge. 
The language moves more away from the human and more towards 
an objectification of group that is then denigrated. 

This language is openly justified by linking and confusing 
issues: Israel’s human rights violations or even its right to exist, 
Islamist extremism and threat of violence, an overcrowding in 
provincial towns and loss of jobs, a resistance to integrate, too 
much integrating. A them-and-us dynamic gets entrenched, fuelled 
by anxiety and fear. 

Intellectualism and ideas get squeezed out, books get burnt, 
blogs shut down, the moderate compassionate voice gets drowned 
out by extreme rhetoric. Language gets censored and people get 
frustrated, the cycle continues to the realm of violence. Fascism, 
as Deleuze and Guattari point out, differs in its growth from 
totalitarianism; it is a rhizome that spreads through families and 
communities. When Hitler began to rise to power, the cancer of 

fascism had already riddled the masses. 
‘They will never forgive us for the evil that they did to us,’ a 

character in the film Welcome in Vienna cried. Can we ever forgive 
each other? I learnt from Belfast that hatred gives people an 
identity when one is otherwise lacking. A void filled with a purpose, 
a violent volcano just waiting to erupt when the chance to defile 
or destroy the Other arises. Nationalism as reconstructed Narcissism.

The fascist within
There is a push within some areas of psychotherapy to be more 
politically involved. I think that whilst collusion with oppression, 
tyranny and injustice must be avoided at all costs we must always, 
as the Red Army Faction (Baader-Meinhof Group) eventually 
conceded, address the potential fascist that also lies within us all. 

As Orwell warned, the erosion of language and freedom of 
speech eventually prevents one from being able to criticise and 
stand up to a regime or ideology and is a core aspect of 
totalitarianism. He believed that we would be paralysed by fear. 

It was a paradigm-shifting experience to visit the prison area 
in Auschwitz, Block 11, where internees were imprisoned, tortured 
and executed in ways that made layers and levels of hell within 
hell. But it resulted in a camp that was run by petty rules justified 
by law and punished by unimaginable suffering. The Nazis and 
their helpers were so effective in instilling fear that after they 
vacated the camp, not one of the 7,000 survivors was known to 
have crossed the camp boundary until the arrival of the liberating 
allies many days later. 

In another lifetime, a friend of mine had the Palestinian flag 
placed on his coffin. At the time I did not fully understand the 
significance (nor did the majority of mourners who thought he 
was an eejit) as he was a Prod from Belfast, but I knew he cared 
deeply about the plight of the people. Having painfully endured 
the verbal interference and idiotic comments, by ill-informed 
distant spectators of the Troubles in Ireland for many years, I find 
it best not to comment on a conflict that I do not fully understand. 

Once at a London Buddhist Centre a senior member of an Order 
harangued me for not taking sides against Israel. ‘You must,’ he 
said, ‘take a side.’ Whilst acknowledging some of the unsavoury 
politics and undeniable injustices, I implored upon him the 
complexity of any conflict and as a starting point the need to 
acknowledge all suffering; there were also innocent casualties on 
both sides. He knew the absolute truth and that was the end of it; 
as with all extremists, faith is a conversation stopper. 

This micro-encounter reflects something of the dumbed-
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downness of much of Western politics and debate. The truthers 
and the sinners, two-party politics, the right and the wrong, the 
left and the right. Lately the left is sounding more and more like 
the traditional right with its violent intolerance of any view but 
its own. Anti-Semitism is morphing; can one tell the difference 
now between anti-Zionism and anti-Semitism? Does anyone care?  

Whilst consciously avoiding the complex politics of the Middle 
East, I must argue passionately and stringently that the Holocaust 
must not be used to justify any war or inhuman act upon another. 
Israelis are clearly visible at Auschwitz, draped in the Israeli flags, 
young men with guides who can be overheard sternly mixing in 
the ideas of nationalism and linking it with the Holocaust. Blind 
nationalism and racial superiority was part of the foundation of 
the causes of the Holocaust; surely to use it to the same aim is to 
disrespect all of those who died and suffered, not only Jews. 

The previous president of Iran, Ahmadinejad, waged an 8-year 
campaign supporting Holocaust denial. One can see his logic. 

Erode the significance of the Holocaust to erode the need for 
Israel to exist. But Zionism was around long before the Holocaust 
and is not a universal belief that makes one Jewish. Indeed, he 
can be seen online courting and hugging a group of Orthodox 
anti-Zionist Jews. The comments attached to the video show at 
times the purity and depth of online hatred and anti-Semitism to 
the extreme.  

Hassan Rouhani, the current President of Iran, put to bed 8 
years of political Holocaust denial by his predecessor when he 
stated ‘I can tell you that any crime that happens in history against 
humanity, including the crime the Nazis created towards the Jews 
as well as non-Jews, is reprehensible and condemnable.’ 

The emerging translations and publication of Heidegger’s Black 
Notebooks have posed a deeper challenge for ‘followers’. So, it 
came with much relief that my old University recently held an 
evening to discuss Heidegger’s membership of the Nazi party and 
the implications for his philosophy.

So many trusted philosophers and therapists believe that 
Heidegger’s concepts and thinking are too precious to jettison. 
Indeed, they posit that his thinking contains the very antidote to 
the fascist state. However, there remains an onus on the Heideggerian 

to acknowledge the past and to ensure that no aspect of his applied 
philosophy retains any shadow of Europe’s dark past – a tall order 
if one wishes to follow him the whole way down the rabbit hole, 
and given that the publication of further unquantifiable revelations 
is imminent.  

The lessons learnt from the Nazi Holocaust must be for all of 
humanity. Germany agrees and is debating to make the visiting 
of camps compulsory for school children, such is their belief that 
this dark shadow of history needs to be retold. As my guide Tomasz 
at Auschwitz reminded me, as long as there are survivors then 
the Holocaust is not yet true history. 

My greatest fear is what will happen when there are no survivors 
or witnesses to one of man’s greatest crimes against mankind. When 
a battle for history and its retelling and reselling really commences. 
As Orwell warned, he who controls the past controls the future. 

There are also already signs in Germany of ‘guilt fatigue’, and a 
steady rise of extreme right-wing politics widespread across Europe. 
Perhaps this is part of the reason why remembrance is mandatory.  

We can learn from anti-Semitism to understand racism, religious 
intolerance and xenophobia more broadly. If we sit back and do 
nothing about anti-Semitism, as seems to be the case across much 
of Europe, we risk a decent into Hell. As Niemöller warns, the 
haters of Israel, Momentum, Tories, or Muslims have as much to 
lose as the Jew, for if we do not speak up against hatred and 
dehumanisation, there will be no one left to speak up for you!?
Contact Michael at michael@logic23.com
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As I am moving towards the end of my 
professional life as a psychotherapist and 
supervisor, I become increasingly more aware 
of what was instrumental to make me arrive at 
where I am now and become the person I am.

Certain traits of character and qualities in 
me, which were there from the very beginning, 
become clearer and help me understand even 
contradictory aspects of the journey of my 

life which so far eluded me.
Looking through papers recently I came across an essay, which 

I wrote in an English Language School I attended in the early 1970s 
just after I came to London from Vienna, via New York. It was in 
my handwriting of that time with the teacher’s correction marks in 
red and his comments as: ‘Very good, well written and interesting.’ 

However, the good mark was not the reason I kept this paper 
but the emotional involvement I had while writing it and how 
important it was to find the right words for the strong feelings I 
talked about. The surprise I felt when I re-read the essay and 
suddenly remembered and recognised the feelings was like a shock.

It made me remember when as a small child I found my 
grandfather sitting at the table reading in a thick-looking book, 
his face streaming with tears. Without knowing it then, it now 
would seem to have been the initial recognition of the connection 
between my emotional response to words, writing and books.

What also is remarkable to me is that my grandfather having 
been born at the end of the 19th century should have made such 
a strong impression on me when I was a child and have exerted 
such a strong influence on my life, now in the 21st century. And 
that this influence will inevitably be passed on to my clients and 
supervisees who are at the beginning of their career as 
psychotherapists and may still be working nearly 200 years after 
my grandfather’s birth.

In remembering my grandfather’s presence in my life as 
described in this short essay below, I recognized in my 

but I do remember that there wasn’t a single day spent without 
her until we left school. Today I am sure I wouldn’t recognize her 
if I met her in the street.

There are  many people l ike this  f r iend,  one thinks  
terribly important at the time, unforgettable even, but only a 
very few stand the chance of being remembered at all. Only one 
seems unforgettable.

In my case it is my grandfather.
Since my memory of him consists mostly of images and events 

too unimportant and trivial to talk about I might find it difficult 
to define what made him the most unforgettable person in my 
life. At the same time this seems exactly what he was all about. 

psychotherapeutic work the deep feeling of trust, which seems to 
be the central characteristic of therapeutic practice. The way he 
was looking at me, without judging, full of observation and care.

The essay:
THE MOST UNFORGETTABLE PERSON I HAVE MET
One of the strangest phenomena I always find is the selectivity 
of one’s memory.

It almost resembles a computer but with a completely arbitrary 
choice for what it retains and rejects.

Some events in my life, people I met, things, moods, all highly 
memorable I thought at the time, simply disappeared or faded 
to such an extent that I only know that they happened to be in 
my life at some point, but nothing about them whatsoever. 
Especially people.

From early childhood on I used to form very close friendships 
and still remember the little girl in elementary school. She was 
paler and prettier than all the other girls and the teacher’s favourite. 
I no longer know how I succeeded in becoming friends with her, 

The quality of his life made him stand out, how he lived it and 
not so much with what and whom and where he lived it. There 
was calmness about him, a dignity and self-respect, which I 
haven’t found in anyone else. Next to him, seen through my 
mind’s eye, most men I have met, better educated more cultured, 
highly civilized, fashionable and witty, simply just made fools 
of themselves.

He had almost no education, was brought up by his grandparents 
(because his mother died when she was very young) and was 
trained as a baker. As a young man he left his native country and 
came to Vienna where he married my grandmother. Shortly after 
their marriage the First World War broke out and my grandmother 
was left with two small children and the almost insurmountable 
task of finding food to bring them up. When he returned from the 
war they decided to rent a small piece of land, so they could grow 
their own food and never suffer from hunger again.

To me when I was a child this piece of land seemed of enormous 
size, though in fact it was just a medium sized garden. It was 
overgrown with fruit-trees and vines; there were flowers and 
vegetable-beds, beehives, pigsties, chicken, geese and rabbits. 
There was always a dog and no cats, because my grandfather 
disliked them.

It might sound rather sentimental but for me this garden became 
the image of childhood itself. A paradise, which my grandfather 
created and in which he towered like a child imagines godfather 
from reading fairy-tales. Even after I was fully grown and stooped 
by age he was walking with a stick, he always appeared physically 
very tall. His movements were slow, like having weight from his 
being aware of them. This was especially noticeable in the 
movements of his hands accompanying his speech. Everything 
he told me about his life and the people he met, landscapes he 
described to me remained astonishingly vivid in my imagination. 
Whomever I took along to meet my grandfather loved to come 
again. But what I think I most of all loved and admired about him 
was, that he never seemed to worry about anyone or me. Like his 
trees and plants and animals he just let everyone be, what one 
was. But his letting one be what one was, was not indifferent. It 
was full of observation and care.

Shortly before he died I once asked him if he was afraid of death. 
‘No,’ he said, ‘why should I be, after the summer the winter comes.’
Contact Barbara at bkarban@gmail.com
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There is a not all-that-well known song  
by Bob Dylan titled ‘Dignity’. One of its 
lines has kept nagging at me for the past  
few months: 

‘The soul of a nation is under  
the knife’. 

It seems to me that the line encapsulates 
all too well that sense of gloom and despair 

I have been unable to shake off since ‘Brexit’ in June of last 
year and the election of Donald Trump five months later. 

I’ve been surprised by my inability to ‘bracket’ such feelings 
from other everyday moments in my life, something which, in 
the past, when confronted with other socio-political events that 
have shaken and disturbed me, I have been able to do with relative 
ease. It seems that there is, for me at least, something qualitatively 
different to these recent events. They seem to capture a sense of 
what I can only call ‘meanness’ that has been unleashed. 

The two events are by no means isolated occurrences of this 
‘meanness’. One could just as easily point to similar manifestations 
taking shape in the run-up to National Elections in Holland, France, 
and Germany. And, in various similar ways, throughout what used 
to be called ‘The Western World’.

Of course, it is not only ‘The West’ that is in turmoil. The Saudi 
Arabian-led intervention in Yemen, the Israeli Government’s 
recently announced plans to both legitimise various illegal 
settlements as well as to extend the building of almost 600 new 
ones in occupied East Jerusalem, the daily carnage and slaughter 
in Syria, Iraq, Libya, Somalia, South Sudan and so many other 
countries in the world serve to make that all too evident.

And yet… There is something particular about the ‘meanness’ 

unleashed by both Brexit and Trump that seems distinct to me in 
that such events (and others similar to them in ‘The West’) are 
being presented as expressions of ‘populism’ – the voice of ordinary 
people asserting itself over and above that of ‘the experts’. It 
sounds good, doesn’t it? It certainly sounded good to Heidegger 
when the voice of the ordinary and true German People, the Volk, 
was channelled through the Nazis. 

Is something similar taking shape today? Perhaps not so 

obviously in any strict political sense (though some of you may 
disagree). But at a deeper level? At the level of a nation’s ‘soul’? 
Yes, I believe it might be.

The pettiness of Trump
As I write this, the morning news is reporting on Donald Trump’s 
first ‘2020 re-election campaign’ in Florida. Just four weeks into 
his first term as President, the ‘meanness’ he unleashes on an 
almost daily basis is explained away as his intent to speak directly 
to ‘the real people’, the patriotic Americans, who’ve had enough 
of Washington and East Coast/West Coast intellectuals, and the 
‘fake news’ reported by the press and any news organisation that 
dares to criticise or question Trump or anyone on his team. Trump’s 
regular Twitter attacks on their ‘broken’ ways has made them easy 
targets for his most violent and vile communications. It has become 
painfully obvious that Trump has grabbed hold of one of the 
classic Civil Rights Era songs of protest, renamed it ‘Tweetin’ In 
The Wind’, and made it his own anthem:

How many tweets must a man post out 
Before you call him a twat?

Unfortunately for Trump, the author of the original song, the 
aforementioned Mr Dylan, had nailed down ‘The Donald’ in a 
single, perfect, line years ago when he sang of ‘the pettiness 
which plays so rough’ in It’s Alright, Ma (I’m Only Bleeding). 
And isn’t that what gets tweeted out to the nation (and to the 
world) day after day: nothing but pure unadulterated pettiness 
that huffs and puffs to scare one and all but which, if you were 
to look more closely, is itself so scared because in some small, 
dark corner of its consciousness it knows ‘that even the President 
of the United States sometimes must have to stand naked’ (from 
the same song).

What on earth gave rise to Trump and that pettiness-fuelled 
‘meanness’ he personifies and which is so alluring to so many? 
Not long ago, I read a fascinating account set out in a book entitled: 
Strangers in their Own Land: Anger and Mourning on the American 
Right. Its author, Arlie Russell Hochschild, a distinguished 
sociologist from the University of Berkeley, spent five years living 
in southwestern Louisiana in order to research the appeal of the 
‘Tea Party Movement’ among some of the poorest and 
disenfranchised citizens of the United States.

Hochschild’s research is both fascinating and deeply troubling. 
Summarising one of its many conclusions, Nathaniel Rich, in a 
review in the New York Review of Books (10 November 2016), 
says Hochschild found that:

The more conservative you are, the worse off you are 
likely to be and the sooner you are likely to die. This 
holds even on the county level... an analysis of EPA 
data shows a correlation between political views and 
exposure to pollution. Yet the very people most 
damaged by conservative policies are most likely  
to vote for them.
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At the heart of Hochschild’s book lies what she calls the ‘deep 
story.’ The deep story is captured in the image of a long line of 
people marching across the landscape that is The American Dream. 
In his review, Rich continues:

The Tea Partiers – white, older, Christian, 
predominantly male, many lacking college degrees –
are somewhere in the middle of the line. They trudge 
wearily, but with resolve, up a hill. Ahead, beyond the 
ridge, lies wealth, success, dignity. Far behind them 
the line is composed of people of color, women, 
immigrants, refugees. As pensions are reduced and 
layoffs absorbed, the line slows, then stalls.

An even greater indignity follows: people begin 
cutting them in line. Many are those who had long 
stood behind them—blacks, women, immigrants, even 
Syrian refugees, all now aided by the federal 
government.

lacking college degrees living in various counties in England 
(and it is England, mainly, as opposed to the UK as a whole) 
rather than from Louisiana, and if we substituted the brown 
pelican for any EU citizen of any colour or creed, would not 
an all too similar narrative emerge to explain the ‘meanness’ 
that is Brexit and its aftermath?

And this ‘meanness’ I keep going on about that makes me fear 
for the soul of this nation, this Dis-United Kingdom we choose 
to live in, how does it express itself? 

Oh… Many are its ways: through the staggering rise of acts 
of violence and words of hatred directed at immigrants, foreigners, 
asylum seekers,  Moslems, Jews… Through the current 
Conservative Government decision to scrap Britain’s pledge to 
take in 3,000 unaccompanied child refugees... Through populist 
media taunts of ‘Enemies of the People’ to High Court Judges 
who dare to seek to uphold Constitutional Laws… Through that 
same Conservative Government’s willingness – not to say 
eagerness – to make use of European citizens living in the UK 

Even the Louisiana 
State Bird, the brown 
pelican, jumps ahead of 
them as a result of the 
environmental 
protections it has been 
granted. As a result, the 
Te a  P a r t i e r s  t h a t 
Hochschild interviewed 
feel themselves to have 
been cast aside as not 
only less than other 
humans, but less than 
even brown pelicans. 
Result? Rage. And envy. 
P e r f e c t  f o d d e r  f o r 
someone like Trump 
who comes along and 
offers up a voice to 
express such. Again, in 
the words of Rich:

Who’s to blame for lost jobs and opportunities? 
African-Americans boosted by affirmative action, 
immigrant laborers, Mexicans, Indians, Chinese.

Whether by calculation or intuition, Trump has 
emphasized the core elements of Hochschild’s deep 
story more tenaciously than any previous Republican 

as ‘bargaining chips’ 
for future negotiations 
with the EU… You get 
the picture.

Everything is 
existential
What you might also 
have gotten of late is the 
frequency of use of the 
word  ‘ex is ten t ia l ’–  
usually followed by 
‘threat’ – by politicians 
and pundits of every 
variety and opinion. 
Suddenly, everything’s 
‘existential’. 

Should we in the 
SEA be celebrating this 
shift in the wind? Are 
our views and concerns 
finally being taken up 

for wider discussion? Sadly, no. 
Next time you hear some Minister go on about all things 

existential, note what broader argument accompanies the claims 
being made. I suspect that you will find that what infuses these 
claims to existential threats and crises is a stance of dividedness, 
a position advocating ‘US versus THEM’. 

So… The existential threat to the NHS is those ‘thems’ who 
are ‘health tourists’ taking up our beds and paying nothing. The 
existential threat to Brits seeking employment at a decent rate of 
pay is all those low-pay demanding invaders coming into the 
country because of uncontrolled immigration. The existential 
threat to the UK is those who continue to refuse to accept that 
‘Brexit means Brexit’.

This  twisted version of ‘existential’ ,  this  elevation  
of a foundational divide between ‘us’ and ‘them’, be it by 
nationality, worldview, gender, sexual orientation, political 
affiliation or whatever, demands a response by those of us who 
claim a very different understanding of what is being called 
‘existential’. For us, as I understand it, at the heart of the existential 

presidential nominee. In doing so he has overcome a 
bitter contradiction at the heart of the Tea Party. 
Though they hold the notion of victimhood in the 
deepest contempt, Hochschild writes, they have been 
forced to brave ‘the worst of an industrial system, the 
fruits of which liberals enjoyed from a distance in 
their highly regulated and cleaner blue states.’ The 
Tea Partiers live in a single giant ‘sacrifice zone’.

Closer to home
Is this beginning to sound a bit familiar? A little closer to 
home? If we were to change ‘Tea Party’ for UKIP, if we were 
to speak of white, older, predominantly male voters, many 
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enterprise lies the recognition that self/other, I/not-I are relationally 
inseparable. 

Admittedly, this is no easy message to convey, and certainly 
not least in such mean times. Western thought is dominated by 
either/or divides; even the counter-language of both/and retains 
the suggestion of separateness. As existential thinkers and 

practitioners, we continue to grapple with this dilemma, seek to 
find increasingly straightforward ways of giving expression to 
this fundamental insight. If there has ever been a time for us to 
press forward with our attempts, to seek to clarify the implications 
of this stance, that time is surely now. Yes, but... Who are ‘we’? 
Who’s going to listen to us? Well...

This is us
Recently, while recuperating from an operation on my foot, I 
started to watch an American television series called This Is 
Us. It is, in my view at least, equal parts surprising, syrupy, 
hard-hitting, infuriating, manipulative and charming. It is also 
among the most-watched and admired series currently on North 
American TV. 

I refuse to divulge much of what it is about as that is a large 
part of its appeal and I do not want to take that away from any of 
you who might choose to watch it. What I am willing to disclose, 
because of its relevance to our view of ‘existential’, is a monologue 
spoken by one of its characters, Kevin. Kevin is an actor and  
in the monologue in question, he is telling his nieces how he 
prepares for a new role:

Now… when I get a script, the first thing I do is  
just sort of paint the way it makes me feel. I painted 
this after I read that play for the first time… So, um… 
Yeah, I painted this because I felt like the play was 
about life, you know? And life is full of color. And we 
each get to come along and we add our own color to 
the painting. You know?… And it’s really crazy,  
if you think about it, isn’t it, that, a hundred years 
ago, some guy that I never met came to this country 
with a suitcase. He has a son, who has a son, who 
has me. So, at first, when I was painting, I was 
thinking, you know, maybe up here, that was that 
guy’s part of the painting and then, you know,   
down here, that’s my part of the painting. And then  
I started to think, well, what if we’re all in the 
painting, everywhere? And – and what if we’re in the 
painting before we’re born? What if we’re in it after 
we die? And these colors that we keep adding, what  
if they just keep getting added on top of one another, 
until eventually we’re not even different colors 

anymore? We’re just one thing. One painting… It  
all just sort of fits somehow… I think maybe that’s  
the point of the whole thing… There’s no you or me 
or them. It’s just us. And this sloppy wild, colorful, 
magical thing that has no beginning, has no end.  
This ‘right here’. I think it’s us. 

(from Episode 5 of Season 1 ‘The Game Plan’)

I was taken aback when I first heard Kevin’s speech. Here, 
right at the centre of Trump’s America, at the very heart of the 
‘meanness’, comes our view of ‘existential’ being heard, maybe 
even being taken in, considered, possibly embraced, by millions 
of viewers. If ‘Kevin’ can give this stance an accessible expression, 
then isn’t it our responsibility to try to as well? 

Still… How do we go about attempting to do so? And especially 
in the face of all this meanness? Well... To paraphrase Raymond 
Chandler’s famous dictum: Down these meaner streets existentialists 
must go who are not themselves mean, who are neither tarnished 
nor afraid. Or, to put it another way: 

Life is sad 
Life Is a bust 
All ya can do is do what you must 
You do what you must do and ya do it well 

(Bob Dylan, ‘Buckets Of Rain’).

Doing what you must
I have no idea what ‘doing what you must’ might be for you. For 
a friend of mine, it is to do something, some little passing thing, 
that seeks to be of some sort of benefit to another every single 
day. 

Me? Well, for me, so far, it’s been doing something I’d have 
never imagined myself ever doing. I’ve joined a political party. 
I go to local party meetings. I engage in discussions. I even, on 
occasion, have something to say about such things as what 
‘listening’ might be and how rare it is for people to experience 
both listening and being heard. 

I find myself, at different times, both energised and disheartened. 
At my lowest points, I find myself dismayed that not only is it 
the case that the party I have joined does not take a much stronger 
and undivided stand on Brexit, even worse, it is that the likes of 
self-serving political weasels like Tony Blair and Nick Clegg are 
expressing views on Brexit that are much more in tune with my 
own. How does that feel? Weird. Uneasy. And, oddly, right.

Englishman stranded in the blackheart wind 
Combing his hair back, his future looks thin 
Bites the bullet and he looks within 
For dignity.

(Bob Dylan, ‘Dignity’)

The ‘meanness’ eats away at everyone’s sense of dignity. It 
shames and makes us all ashamed. It makes us all ‘less than’ we 
can be. And the ‘meanness’ will continue so long as we insist and 
believe that it is ‘them’, not ‘us’, who encourage its presence. 
‘It’s just us,’ Kevin reminds us.

The soul of a nation is under the knife. And what can we do? 
Whatever it is that we must do. And let us also try our best to do 
it well. 
Contact Ernesto at ernesto@plexworld.com
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Farage. There is another category of people who eagerly espouse 
their hatred of the foreign with refinement, panache and even 
grand theorizing. Nietzsche coined a term for them: cultured 
philistines. Who are they? I have chosen a famous example, one 
that will, I hope, help illustrate my point. 

Cultured Philistines
Heidegger kept a philosophical journal from the 1930s until his 
death in 1976, a bundle of black notebooks. He outlined the 
publishing plan for his posthumous works, stating that the notebooks 
should not be released until long after his death. 

The first six were published in Germany in 2014 as Schwarze 
Hefte (Black Notebooks) and are being translated in several 
languages as we speak. I have read them in the Italian version, 
Quaderni II-IV. The English translation, Ponderings, II-IV, was 
published in June last year by Indiana University Press. When 
they first came out in Germany three years ago, Günter Figal, 
chair of the Martin Heidegger Society since 2003, promptly 
resigned, saying:

As chairman of a society, which is named after a 
person, one is in certain way a representative of that 
person. After reading the Schwarze Hefte, especially 
the anti-Semitic passages, I do not wish to be such a 
representative any longer. These statements have not 
only shocked me, but have turned me around to such 
an extent that it has become difficult to be a co-
representative of this 

(Critical Theory, 2015, Internet file).

About time, some might say. Ponderings II-IV covers the period 
between 1931 and 1938 and make for a very sobering read. After 
the elections in July 1931, when the Nazi party became the most 
prominent in the Reichstag, Heidegger was overjoyed like a 
teenager in love; he jotted down a lyrical ditty: ‘A marvellously 
awakening communal will is penetrating the great darkness of the 

Coarse Philistines
I’ve lived in this Sceptred Isle nearly half of 
my life, long enough to begin to muddle up 
its indigenous peculiarities as universalities. 
This is puzzling, as I’ve always doubted so-
called universal values as a liturgy of beliefs 
forced by the usurpers on the vanquished. 

But it could well be that the innate 
parochialism that seems quintessential to 

British life (despite London and a few other spots) is now Britain’s 
best export, especially since the likes of UKIP scratched their 
discontent-of-civilization veneer, trading their bigoted souls to 
customers big and small: Le Pen, Trump, Orban, Beppe Grillo 
and even far-right Scottish Calvinist Jim Dowson. 

Who needs military supremacy when you can exert standoffish 
cultural hegemony? But what is at the heart of parochialism and 
why is it thriving? One word may help explore it, perhaps even 
understand it: endogamy. 

Endogamy refers to the practice of marrying within a particular 
ethnic, class, or social group, discarding others because deemed 
unsuitable. Nothing wrong with that, you might say: why on earth 
complain if a group elects to choose a mate within its cousinhood? 

The problem arises if you copulate with outsiders or flirt with 
ideas foreign to those of the other parishioners. Then your reward 

will be – depending on the context – stoning, a cold shoulder or 
bad reviews. There was and there still is precious little forgiveness 
for those who sympathize with foreigners and unbelievers and 
for worshippers of the incorrect god. 

Historically, of all the institutions that took up endogamy, 
monarchy is the most consistent – closely followed by the 
aristocracy and later emulated by the elites the world over. It 
makes sense, when you think of it. You may choose not to marry 
within your tribe but you may justifiably hang out with those who 
share your worldview, as in the case of Barack Obama, allaying 
his post-election blues with that celebrated champion of the 
underdog Sir Richard Branson. 

Say what you will, it is in Britain that the institution of the 
monarchy enjoys grand popular support. Little England may be 
shrinking as we speak after June 2016 but her puny message to 
the world – hang out with your own – is now all the rage. Perhaps 
as a result, everyone is busy building beautiful walls to keep out 
chaos, contamination and bestial cross-breeding. 

Foucault would have had a field day with such ingenious 
developments of the ancient genealogical prejudices he mapped 
out so well. Yet it is a grave mistake, I believe, to assume that 
these sentiments are the sole province of coarse philistines á la 
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world’ (p. 80), adding the more triumphant: ‘The Führer has 
awakened a new actuality, giving our thinking the correct course 
and impetus’ (p. 81). 

Heidegger’s apologists are fond of claiming that his lifelong 
loyalty to Nazism was an aberrant episode in his l ife,  
wholly inconsistent with his profound and meaningful philosophy. 
Pity that he did not recant his affiliation for his entire life and 
that he more or less consistently thought that historical Dasein 
could have been restored and effectively defended by Germany’s 
‘new dawn’. 

So far, so predictable. Saying that Heidegger was a Nazi is 
hardly controversial; with the exception of a few existential 
therapists who have built their professional identity around his 
writings, no one takes exception to that claim anymore. 

True, Heidegger became disillusioned with Nazism in 1938 
around the Nazi Party’s ‘scientific racism’. He did not dislike it 
because it was racist, but because it was ‘scientific’—because in 
his view it advocated a reductive, ultra-modernist version of 
science. True, his initial enthusiasm for Nazism waned somewhat; 
but what the publication of the notebooks makes unambiguously 
clear is that Heidegger’s anti-Semitism was thorough and consistent 
throughout his life. 

On the Banality of Heidegger
One of the major philosophers of our time, Jean-Luc Nancy, 
recently published a book, The Banality of Heidegger, which 
presents a rigorous examination of anti-Semitism in Heidegger 
and in western thought. That a thinker of Heidegger’s sophistication 
could be so uncritical and wholeheartedly endorse racial prejudice; 
that he could write venomous words on the conspiracy of ‘world 
Jewry’ dominating the world, is for Nancy part of that same 

‘banality of evil’ so lucidly denounced by Hannah Arendt – albeit 
a far more refined and intellectualized version than Eichmann’s. 
In tracing Heidegger’s dishonourable descent, Nancy asks us to 
consider the very roots of hatred and self-hatred that plague the 
history of the West and of Christianity in particular. 

Several apologists managed to draw a convenient distinction: 
they say that Heidegger was a first-rate thinker but his political 
views were naive and misguided, and the same has been said of 
Levinas’ ‘naive Zionism’. Arendt herself drew a grand comparison 
between Heidegger and Thales, the ancient Greek philosopher 
who was so enraptured by his deep thoughts and absent-minded 
that he fell into a deep well while walking.

The publication of the notebooks (there are more to come) may 
render in the following years the caginess of Heideggerian 
apologists untenable; at any rate, it presents us with an exceptional 
opportunity for an open and critical discussion. I openly invite 
colleagues and friends for whom Heidegger’s texts constituted 
the staple of their therapeutic training to read the notebooks and 
ponder over their adherence to Heideggerianism in the light of 
this thinker’s newly-revealed stance. 

I concede of course that it would be unreasonable to maintain 
that the intellectual project Heidegger was engaged in – his bold 
refutation of the Cartesian subject, his captivating critique of 
western metaphysics, as well as his keen interest in philosophical 
generalities such as the ‘question of Being’ – automatically leads 
to endorsement of Nazism. But there is a link between his high-
thinking and racial politics, one that is positively disturbing. 

Here is a diary entry, circa 1933: ‘The metaphysics of Dasein 
must deepen itself into its innermost structure and broaden into 
a meta-politics of the historical people.’ 

And: ‘Being has a ground-plan, not an idea but a mission ... 
that binds Blood and Soil to a readiness for action.’ In another 
entry, circa 1939, he accuses pacifism, liberalism, and ‘the rising 
power of Jewry. ’ The influence of the Jews belonged for 
Heidegger to ‘the metaphysics of the West’ that helped to widen 
‘empty rationality’ and ‘a capacity for calculation.’ Another 
entry of the same year reads: ‘one of the most hidden forms ... 
and perhaps the oldest is the tenacious aptitude for calculating 
and profiteering and intermingling, upon which the world-lessness 
of Jewry is founded.’

A Heideggerian apologist could easily write off the above as 
cultural product of the common bigotry of the times, yet the notion 
of world-lessness calls to mind the intricate discussion of the 
‘de-worlding of the world’ found in Being and Time. In other 
words, Heidegger’s anti-Semitism is one with his critique of 
western metaphysics. 

The abandonment of Being, a leitmotiv in his writings, seems 
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to be dangerously close to the existence of the Jews. In a diary 
entry of 1941 he writes: ‘the question concerning the role of world 
Jewry is not a racial but a metaphysical question.’ Because they 
lacked ‘worldhood’, the editor of the Notebooks, Peter Trawny 
writes, the Jews became a philosophical category: the very opposite 
of the pastoral purity of being-in-the-world. When the German 
army assaulted the Soviet Union in 1941, Heidegger wrote:

World Jewry, spurred on by the emigrants who have 
been let out of Germany, is ungraspable everywhere and 
doesn’t need to get involved in military action while 
continuing to unfurl its influence, whereas we are left to 
sacrifice the best blood of the best of our people.

The ‘Heidegger controversy’ is nothing new. It resurfaces 
regularly every few decades. But I believe the notebooks will 
change the way his philosophy is read and understood: as the 
thought of a man who refused to abandon his political delusions 
and whose racial prejudices were more virulent and consistent 
than it was ever thought.

An American Heidegger?
In a review of the black notebooks published last autumn in the 
London Review of Books, the philosopher Malcolm Bull asked 
whether Heidegger would have supported Donald Trump. He goes 
on to make interesting parallels between the two; Trump is of 
course no philosopher, but he speaks of a plight of the American 
people which can be redeemed by the pursuit of greatness. There 
is a similarity here with Heidegger, who wanted to make Germany 
great again, restore it from the abandonment of ‘Being’ and 
reinstate its people’s historical greatness. 

How? Through work, the creation of a new community, and 
‘the constant decision of the will to greatness and the acceptance 
of decline’. Heideggerian rhetoric would not be out of place within 
Trump’s ‘programme’. This is not merely because both are 
examples, as Bull writes, ‘of the way in which vacuities converge 
under the pressure of megalomania’, but because the historical 

configurations that cluster around Trump and phenomena such as 
Brexit and the rise of the far-right in Europe all uncannily evoke 
the long shadow of Heidegger. 

A case in point is Russian writer Alexander Dugin, close adviser 
of Putin and allegedly instrumental in creating stronger ties 
between Russia and the Trump administration. Steve Bannon, 
Trump’s chief strategist (a man whose political objective is to 
undermine liberal democracy in Western Europe and restore 
America to the greatness it endured before the anarchic and 
immoral 1960s), is a great admirer of Dugin. The latter has himself 
allegedly been active in creating links among far-right bloggers 
and creators of fake news all over Europe. Dugin writes about 
political philosophy and geopolitics, and his main inspiration is 
one Martin Heidegger. 

In Heidegger, Dugin sees a solid basis for the creation of what 

he calls a ‘Fourth Political Theory’. The first three (liberalism, 
Marxism, and fascism) all failed, according to him, and it is now 
time for a new theory that is able to react to ‘planetarism’ and the 
evils of cosmopolitanism. How? By re-establishing the lost 
greatness of the Russian people at the vanguard of a new Euro-
Asian movement. The familiar binomial plight/greatness rears its 
ugly head again: it legitimises the basest parochial fancies and 
channels them to the aggrandizing project of regeneration  
of humanity itself with Russia (instead of Germany or America) 
at its centre. 

Heidegger’s ‘new beginning’ was to take place via a return to 
the innocence of the pre-Socratics before the fall from ‘Being’ 
(and with a little help from the Gestapo). In Dugin’s case, there 
is a significant shift from race or even class to citizenship. Privilege 
and income is increasingly measured in relation to where one was 
born and where one lives. The Brexiters were at the vanguard, 
with their call for more control on ‘our borders’ echoed by Trump’s 
wall over the Mexican border. Both have tremendous appeal; this 
is the appeal of nativism, of that very same ‘soil and blood’ 
Heidegger so excitedly writes about in his notebooks. 

The parochial notion of attachment to place divides people 
into natives and strangers: the former possess ontological security, 
belonging, and the prospect of a little place in the sun in the 
global economic order. The latter are demonized, neglected  
and chastised for belonging to nowhere, a quintessentially 
parochial idea exemplified in Theresa May’s words during her 
speech at her party’s conference in Birmingham in October 2016: 
‘If you believe you are a citizen of the world, you are a citizen 
of nowhere.’
Manu’s forthcoming book is ‘Zen and Therapy: Heretical Perspectives’ 
(Routledge). Contact Manu at manubazzano@onetel.com
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PEGASUS GALLOPING THROUGH 
SPACE

BY GREGORY WESTLAKE

It has been proclaimed that were it not for 
LSD there would not  have been any 
Transpersonal Psychology. 

As a consciousness researcher, who  
has focused on drug studies, and also 
‘transpersonal schizophrenia’, this is a crucial 
observation, which needs to be studied further 
if these altered states are to be comprehended 
most fully. So often my student evenings 

were spent researching psychedelic literature, and I have to say 
Joan Dunlap’s charming, handsome book, Exploring Inner Space: 
Personal Experiences Under LSD-25, is a fine starting point for 
Laingian existentialists. 

Generally, in analysis schizophrenics will be heavily tranquilized, 
and without much psychic strength or imagination; therefore, this 
delightful work could serve as an answer to reinvigorate the most 
vulnerable of minds.

Essentially, this book is a report that was to be used as a research 
study; and it is because Dunlap was a talented 
author she was allowed to experience several 
clinical LSD sessions, which proved to be hugely 
fruitful for the curious reader. As inter-psychic 
investigators, it is problematic to be scientifically 
objective about very subjective personal 
experiences.

Imagine yourself looking at a beautiful 
sunset with a friend. It would be 
possible to communicate your 
impression of the colours to this 
companion, but even as you speak, the 
colours change. To communicate your 
emotional state at such a time would 
probably be nearly impossible 

(p 9)

Dunlap was encouraged to publish her work 
partly as a scientific document, and partly as an inspiration for 
people who believe in the intrinsic spiritual power within the 
universe, and, as a psycho-technology for experimental mysticism. 
All LSD experience is subjectively unique; and as Ronnie Sandison, 
the former pioneering head psychiatrist of the oldest and most 
respected LSD clinic in the world, said to me once, ‘The 
schizophrenic prefers the world of the unconscious to reality and 
surrenders his beautiful world of fantasy unwillingly.’

Dunlap writes, 

 I was Toscanini, conducting an orchestra of 
hundreds of instruments in a concert hall of the  
sky, my musicians seated on a huge, opalescent  
cloud which sparkled with diamonds 

(p 40)

The glory, wonder, and beauty of it tore me asunder, 
and I cried aloud, feeling humbled and awed and 
overcome with reverence, wanting to bow to the 
ground in the manner of a Moslem worshiping Allah 

(p 78)

In order to psychically reactivate an insane mind, 
clearly beauty is required. Although, the author 
swings psychologically, to how she perceives the 
hopelessly mad have lived throughout history:

…the most intense suffering of the entire  
experience occurred, during every instant of which  
I writhed in inconceivable agony. I felt insane, 
without hope of recovery 

(p 42)

This having been said, the way out of this psychic medieval 
dungeon is not only through interpersonal competence, but through 
subjective imagination, with the special individual ego strength 
capable of thinking in original ways. The exploration of this inner 
space, that is the universe within the mind, is fundamentally 

significant in a way that is historically 
noteworthy. However,

Under the influence of LSD, then one is 
not actually insane but is in a special 
state of consciousness 

(p 212)

For example,

…the psychotic person usually has 
hallucinations which are auditory 
(hearing voices), whereas the 
hallucinations of the LSD subject are 
almost wholly visual  

(p 212)

It should be noted though, it was Dr. Jan 
Ehrenwald, psychiatrist, philosopher, theorist, 
playwright, poet and lecturer, who made known 

the embarrassing similarity of some of the basic propositions of 
parapsychology, and the delusional schizophrenic’s mind. 
Occasionally, the veridical features of insane discourse are similar 
to the ecstasies of saints or seers, which is both the relevance, 
and usefulness of this book to the analyst.

The experiences have been described as waking 
dreams. But to me, the visions are far more colourful 
and vivid than any dream can possibly be. You see 
LSD pictures with striking and unforgettable clarity 

(p 14)

Accordingly, this text is powerful in a mystical way that 
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embraces the whole of humanity, in a heuristic poetic fashion. I 
think for the schizophrenic, culture, literature, philosophy, art and 
science are some of the aspects that need to be mastered if he is 
to find peace. So, I thought the poem below is subjectively useful 
in terms of trying to inspire your analysand.

A curve in the road and a hillside 
Clean cut against the sky; 
A tall tree tossed by autumn wind, 
And a white cloud riding high; 
Ten men went along that road, 
And all but one passed by, 
He saw the hill and the tree and the cloud 
With an artist’s mind and eye; 
And he put them down on canvas 
For the other nine men to buy 

(p 86)

This kind of transpersonal, cosmic consciousness is the 
existential science of the soul, and a move away from the more 
primitive thought cycles of chronic psychoses; and a move towards 
useful, practical citizenship. Having said that, a sense of humour 
is always healthy regarding human evolution:

‘I’m a gorgeous Pegasus galloping through space,’ I 
exclaimed excitedly.

 ‘Who am I to interrupt that?’ he replied, (the 
doctor), kindly, and quickly left the room 

(p 57)

So, Dunlap engages in some interplanetary traveling as Pegasus, 
whilst philosophising on such themes as the meaning of insanity, the 
end of the world, and other profound themes. This beautiful Pegasus 
experience ‘caused joy to pervade our home for weeks’ (p. 201).

During my Laingian psychotherapy, which lasted approximately 
six years, it was only towards the end of my analysis that my reading 
started to focus specifically on drug literature. Interestingly, historically 
speaking certain psychologists, for instance Gary Fisher, have used 
psychedelics to treat the untreatable – that is to say chronic, autistic, 
schizophrenics. Obviously, LSD is now illegal, however the culture 
behind such psychoanalysis lives on in Great Britain. 

Take for instance, ‘The Psychedelic Press’ online; or, perhaps 
‘King’s Society for Psychedelic Studies’ in London, who organize 
fascinating world-class lectures. Every Laingian therapist is aware 
of such consciousness, however I think greater importance should 
zoom in on the psychedelic mindset. 

To be masterful, and truly adept, as an opinion-forming 
psychoanalyst, one should be fluent in such literature and culture. 
The genesis of all schizophrenic breakdowns is often due to negative 
inter-psychic transpersonal alienation, so proficiency in fathoming 
such fields of estrangement, and the harsh rejection of the vulnerable 
and infirm, is crucial for the contemporary care of psychotics. 

I believe R.D. Laing was a transpersonal psychologist, as it 
was he who created a new ‘dyadic notation’, to explain the fantasy 
of the other’s experience and the myriad of endless spirals of 
conspiracy. Reinforcing this fact is that only under certain socio-
economic circumstances wil l  man have to suffer  from 
schizophrenia. Meditating on this lifestyle is the madman’s 
transcendent answer, that mundane time becomes merely anecdotal, 

only the eternal matters.
For Laingian existential analysts this book is an easy read, 

which might take the reader on a trip down memory lane to their 
student days of dreams and excesses. However, it could also put 
a spring in the stride of a psychotic, as Dunlap has done the job 
of recording in these pages the ineffable that the contemporary 
mystic knows only too well, but rarely expresses in such an 
imaginative, enchanting, and divine way. 

Such a text might side-step schizophrenogenic family dynamics, 
of playing their game, of not seeing I see their game. For me this 
work reminds me of the golden days of first studying, Glasgow, 
Moscow, Central Asia, Bristol, and a generally enjoyable psychic 
past spent with old friends. 

In fact, this entertaining book might serve as a foundation from 
which to envisage a psychic, science fictional future: a useful effect 
for poetry, the creative writing of modern novellas, and literature in 
general. The work concludes, that this is a movement for ‘those who 
wish they could stop doing something continually so that they might 
have the opportunity to be their own individual selves’ (p 216).

Wise words for the future of mankind, as it is now that we need 
to be more conscious ordinarily of our everyday lifestyle, and 
how we habitually consume the world’s depleting resources. 

Finally, to close, I can say that although this volume was first 
published more than fifty years ago, it is still a treasured title 
in my academic library.
Contact Gregory at academic@talktalk.net 
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I am about to delve into that sordid subject 
– spirituality. For the sake of clarity I will 
make a distinction between different aspects 
of spirituality. 

One aspect of it pertains to our value 
system, for which the German word ‘uberwelt’ 
or ‘over-world’ is more apt. The other obvious 
aspect to spirituality is GOD or love. Yet this 
God of whom I dare to speak is accused of 

causing many of our world’s ills. Can He also be part of the 
solution too? Rabbi Sharon Brous, in her ‘Ted’ talk, claims that 
it is time to reclaim and reinvent religion.

Pyramids were built in Central America and Africa thousands 
of years ago on different continents at roughly the same time – 
how can this be? Pyramids point upwards towards God – He is 
the Over Lord. It seems innately human to conceive of an all 
powerful God who oversees us, who judges us and metes out 
divine retribution. So much so, that the Mayans at their height 
sacrificed 250,000 people a year to 
their wrathful Gods in the hope of 
appeasing them. 

Pyramids represent Uberwelt in 
archi tectural  form.  In  s imple 
humanistic terms, the top of our own 
personal pyramids are our values – 
those ideas and beliefs that transcend 
and inform our day-to-day living. 
The rest of the pyramid is composed 
o f  t h e  p h y s i c a l ,  s o c i a l  a n d 
psychological worlds. 

The other point is that the pyramid 
depicts how material value, money, is now distributed in the world 
– the 1%. The largest buildings through the millennia have always 
signalled what that society values most, and currently our skyscrapers 
are built to signal money, unlike the cathedrals of old.

Values, at best, are ways of discerning our meaning and 
informing how we live and what we live for. Some of my values 
are inviolate: children must be protected from abuse. Some values 
are flexible: I don’t believe in physical violence but if I have to 
protect children from abuse I will violently protect them if I see 
no other option. 

In person-centred therapy, therapists distinguish between the ideal 
self and the organismic self (authentic self). When these two selves 
are too far apart people are considered to be in a state of incongruence 
– the person feels split. It is only when these two selves align that the 
individual is considered to be on the path to self-actualisation. Or to 
put it another way, if we don’t live according to our values we suffer 
from a sense of existential guilt and dis-ease; we are in bad faith.

Maya Angelou spoke of the God of her childhood as punitive 
and punishing. She grew up, a black girl, in Thirties America, 

when segregation was the norm and lynchings regular. The white 
patriarchy meant that she thought God was white because whites 
equalled power. 

Paradoxically she was told by her grandmother that God was 
love…‘Just worry whether you’re being a good girl, then He will 
love you.’ Who of us is always good? The God of her youth offered 
utterly conditional love – I will only love you if you are perfect. 

Yet with time her relationship to God or the Divine became 
deeply relational: ‘While I know myself as a creation of God, I 
am also obligated to realise and remember that everyone else and 
everything else are also God’s creation.’ How different and more 
nuanced a life might we lead if we see all of creation as Divine 
and not merely live according to objective, hard and fast rules 
that can’t possibly help us navigate this messy existence of ours?

Malala Yousafzai, winner of the Nobel Peace Prize, describes 
a wrathful God too. In 2005 a terrible earthquake happened in her 
native Pakistan. The first rescuers were fundamentalists who 
played on the population’s fears. The earthquake was talked of 

as God’s wrath and the cure was to 
become fundamentalist. 

‘If we did not mend our ways... 
more severe punishment would follow.’ 
Values and God are conflated in 
Malala’s story and Maya Angelou’s 
too. God is man-made in both. He is 
moulded into a shape that men define. 
Obviously if God is dead, man has no 
need to have a man-made God inform 
his values, he just has man-made rules 
and values without the pretense. As 
Sartre said, we create our meaning. He 

also said Hell was other people.
The experience of the spiritual as a set of authoritative laws 

to live by does serve a purpose. The purpose can be conditional 
and controlling for good or ill. Moral precepts can be a means to 
enforce power and control by elites. As Marx said, ‘Religion is 
the opium of the people’. 

Yet Uberwelt, or our transcendent value system, can be like 
the sun in our own individual skies. The values that guide how 
we live, soak downwards permeating our lives and act as a guide 
to our choices and actions. That’s why I find it helpful to codify 
my values from time to time and it is rich work to do with clients. 

But these values can be crushing when we, or others, don’t live 
by them or when more complex responses are expected of us. Values 
sometimes bely the fact we live in a messy and complex world where 
the mature individual has to be open to innumerable possibilities. 
Simplistic answers to complex questions will never be enough.

A more nebulous aspect
There is also a more nebulous aspect to spirituality which is often 
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confused with religion but does not have to be: God, or love. In 
this more infinite aspect of spirituality, the circle or the labyrinth 
or mandala is more apt as a map than the pyramid form. This 
circularity implies boundless, infinite connection. This circularity 
moves away from the binary pyramidal form where we win or 
loose, we are superior or inferior, we are good and bad. The circle 
allows all to exist as a whole. 

Tillich said, ‘There is no place to which we could flee from God, 
which is outside of God.’ Here Tillich sounds more like the voice of 
ancient animist religions that believed all of creation was the Divine. 
God for them was in each ear of corn, in their lover, in the mighty 
oak, in their dying father, in the flood and in the wind. I don’t think 
you need to believe in any God to relate to nature as Divine. This is 

a spirituality that we can all warm to and be warmed by.
Buber expressed this when he described ‘all [true] living is 

relating’. If God, or the spiritual, or the Divine, or the transcendent, 
or love is inseparable from our being, and others’ being, then God 
is both within and without, and thus the relational is the space of 
the Divine. Heidegger hyphenates our ‘being-in-the-world’ to 
underline our shared co-created world.

If we can stop projecting our image of God on to God and meet 
God, or love, in creation through the act of openly, lovingly and 
truthfully relating, then according to Richard Rohr, we could start 
a revolution. This could even be a religion for the atheists as well 
as the religious, as it is humanist and deeply environmental – 
invested as it is in the dirt of human existence and found in the 
palaces of nature too.

But I want to take a step back a moment and ask the obvious 
question: if we are all Divine and the relational is Divine, how 
come there is so much evil, pain, fear and anger in the world? 
How come there is so much separation and so little connection? 
How come there is so much division and not love? Most of us 
seesaw precariously between judging ourselves and others as good 
or bad, good or bad, good or bad – accepting what we like and 
rejecting what we don’t. Maybe we have to accept all.

 Bad theology (or bad psychotherapy, or politics) is like pornography 
– the imagination of a real relationship without the risk of one. Or 
put another way: how can we be connected and not masturbatory? 
How can we enter into true relations, not fantasies of relations? 

Karl Kraus opined, ‘there is no more unfortunate creature under 
the sun than a fetishist who yearns for a woman’s shoe and has 
to settle for the whole woman.’ Maybe it’s time we settled for the 
whole person, the whole of humanity, or the whole of creation, 
as the alternative is to be like the fetishist, always focused on but 
one small part, ignoring or rejecting what we don’t want or like. 

If I only want my fantasy of what the world is then I will always 
be averse to what it really is. A real relationship with myself and 
others calls for a commitment to truth and feeling. Imagine a 
world where we all started to make this commitment to true relating 
rather than the fantasy of a relationship. Imagine if we really saw 
we were all in the same boat, on the same planet and that our 
destiny is existentially bound together…
Contact Emma at barnettherapy@icloud.com
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I don’t think you need to believe in 
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Will it be Hard Brexit or Soft Brexit? Whatever the outcome, 
opportunities will continue to arise for creating affiliations, 
cooperation and associations at the European level. 

During a time of palpable transformation and an increased 
sense of uneasiness and Unheimlichkeit, a working group of 
individuals from all over Europe took on the courageous task to 
form a shared vision for federation of existential therapy 
associations and training institutions across European nations. 

In May 2015, during the first World Congress for Existential 
Therapy in London, a large interest group of congress delegates 
representing several European countries held an open meeting 
during which they discussed possible ways of collaboration and 
expressed the desire and need to form a European Federation 
representing and supporting existential therapists. During this 
meeting, individuals from 18 countries volunteered to take on 
responsibility for developing this idea further by forming a working 
group towards creating a constitution and legal framework for 
the proposed European Federation. 

Since then, this group of 18 members has held twelve work 
meetings over the past 14 months and has produced in a very 
labourious and intense process a draft constitution for the Federation 
of Existential Therapy in Europe (FETE). The first personal 
meeting of the working group was kindly supported and hosted 
by The Existential Academy, London.

In a structured comparative analysis, several models and formats 
of organization were scrutinized and the best working model for 
the future Federation was established in a stepwise process of 
collaborative discussion, external advice and final unanimous 
voting. All the work sessions were documented and minutes were 
released to increase the transparency of the decision process. 
Finally, the working group met in London on 11-13 November 
2016 to conclude their work on the draft constitution.

The draft was shared with all attendees of the initial larger 
group that met during the First World Congress for Existential 
Therapy, and they were invited to participate in an online feedback 
and endorsement process. 

With the constitution document completed and endorsed by 
the majority of attendees of the larger group meeting of the World 

Congress, work is currently under way in order to establish FETE 
as a legal entity in the UK. 

Aims and definitions
The aims of FETE are: 

l To create, foster and secure an ongoing development of 
existential therapy across Europe. 
l To provide a platform for therapeutic, academic, 
theoretical and applied practice exchange on the topic of 
existential therapy (including but not limited to: personal 
meetings, real world and virtual conferences etc.).
l To support and encourage European-wide training and 
education projects on existential therapy. 
l To facilitate, support and promote exchange on the 
European level for members of FETE. 
l To act across all countries in geographical Europe 
including Israel.

(Geographical Europe is intended as including transcontinental 
countries, partially located in both Europe and Asia, such as 
Russia, Kazakhstan, Azerbaijan, Georgia, Turkey, Armenia and 
Cyprus). 

In addition, a definition of Existential Therapy was compiled 
as follows: 

Existential therapy is a modality of counselling and 
psychotherapy with strong roots in existential-
phenomenological philosophy, and in the heritage  
of psychology and psychiatry. Existential therapy 
focuses on the clarification of human existence to 
enable a person to engage with problems in living  
in a creative, active and reflective manner in order  
to find new meaning and purpose. 

Existential worldview 
Existential therapy values the interactive, relational and embodied 
nature of human consciousness and human existence. It considers 
that human beings are free to effect change in their lives in a 
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responsible, deliberate, ethical and thoughtful manner, by 
understanding their difficulties and by coming to terms with the 
possibilities and limitations of the human condition in general 
and of their own life in particular. It emphasizes the importance 
of finding meaning and purpose by engaging with life at many 
levels, physical, social, personal and spiritual. It does not prescribe 
a particular worldview but examines the tensions and contradictions 
in a person’s way of being. This will include a consideration of 
existential limits such as death, failure, weakness, guilt, anxiety 
and despair. 

How does it work? 
There are many forms of existential therapy and each has its own 
specific methods and ways of exploring difficulties and change, 
but all forms of existential therapy work with dialogue to enable 
a person to find their own authority in exploring their life and the 
way they want to live it. This will often involve a philosophical 
and ethical exploration of the big questions of human existence, 
such as truth, meaning, justice, beauty, freedom, consciousness, 
choice, responsibility, friendship and love. Existential therapy is 
a pragmatic and experiential approach which favours embodiment, 
emotional depth, clarity and directness and which employs the 
principles of logic, paradox, dialectics, phenomenology and 
hermeneutic exploration amongst other methods. 

What does it aim for? 
Existential therapists aim to approach a person’s un-ease or 
suffering in a phenomenological, holistic way. Symptoms are not 
seen as the defining aspect of a person’s troubles, but rather as 
an expression of the person’s disconnection from reality, or distorted 
reality. Therefore existential therapists see symptoms as a way of 
coping with difficulty, a problem, or an existential crisis. A person’s 
experience will be considered at all levels. Equal attention will 
be paid to a person’s past, present and future. Existential therapists 
facilitate a person’s greater awareness of their mode of being in 
the world, helping them to be more in touch with their concrete 
physicality, their interactions and relationships, their engagement 
with their own identity or lack of it, their concept of what grounds 
their being and the ways in which they may be able to bring the 
flow and their capacity for transcendence, learning and pleasurable 

forward movement back to life. It helps people to tolerate and 
embrace suffering and difficulty, and to engage with it constructively.
 
How do we train people? 
Existential therapists are trained in specialist training programs, 
that require training at postgraduate level and which involve 
theoretical learning, skills training, practical learning under 
supervision, a process of personal therapy to learn to apply 
existential principles in practice and the completion of some form 
of phenomenological research project or a final project that includes 
theory and practice.’
For further correspondence, feedback or questions please 
contact the working group at info@existential-therapy.eu
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Working group of FETE:
Bo Blåvarg CPsychol
Dr Edgar Agrela Correia PhD, AdvD, Post-MA, MA, PgD 
Professor Emmy van Deurzen PhD, MPsych, MPhil, 
FBPsS, CPsychol, FBACP, UKCPF, HCPCreg
Dr Peter Donders PhD
Ferhat Jak İçöz MA, M.Sc., Psy.D. Candidate
Professor Rimantas Kočiūnas
Elita Kreislere, BSc, MSc, EEAET, LPB
Dr Ingeborg Künz
Lenka Lemeer
Professor Dmitry A. Leontiev, Ph.D., Dr.Sc.
Dr Gideon Menda, B.A., M.A., D.Prof, UKCP Reg.
David Palmquist CPsychol, MBPsS
Dr Christian Schulz-Quach MD, MSc, MBACP
Paola Pomponi UKCP (accr.) MBACP
Professor Digby Tantam MA, MPH, PhD, FRCPsych, 
FBPsS, FBACP, UKCPF, FHEA
Siebrecht Vanhooren, Ph.D.
Dr Semjon Yesselson
Katerina Georgalos Zymnis C.P.A., M.Sc., Ph.D.c.

The working group was chaired, coordinated and  
organized by Christian Schulz-Quach, David Palmquist 
and Paola Pomponi.
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Review of Workshop with Professor Ernesto 
Spinelli, 28 January, 2017

The concept of personal identity, which is closely 
related to the concept of self, has always been 
a fascinating subject for me even before the 
time I started studying philosophy and 
psychotherapy. In 2015, I gave a speech on it 
in relation to gender and sexual identity at the 

Annual Conference of the European Association of Psychotherapy, 
and I realized then that my exploration was far from being over. 

Therefore, when I saw the ad in the Hermeneutic Circular about 
this workshop, I thought I must give myself this treat and come 
to the UK from Athens, Greece to attend it. The result did not 
disappoint me. The workshop took place in London on the premises 
of Therapy Harley Street, a very warm and welcoming place. 

The workshop was divided in two parts: a lecture in the morning 
and a dialogue in the afternoon. I found this structure quite convenient 
since during the break I had time to think about all that was said 
in the lecture and then, in the afternoon, discuss with Professor 
Spinelli and colleagues some of the issues presented earlier. 

In the morning lecture, Professor Spinelli presented a historic view 
on the concept of self. He started with the presentation of some traditional 
approaches to the subject. He then moved on to more modern approaches 
and finished with presenting the existential/phenomenological view.

What I heard was very inspiring. One of the many things that 

I pondered on is that the existential approach presents us with a 
constant challenge: we are called to be vigilant and never be 
contented with one explanation or worldview, but to always be 
open to new ideas and concepts no matter how ‘different’ or weird 
they sound at the beginning; to try to contain all different dimensions 
of reality, of the world and of people and to be brave enough to 
let ourselves float in this sea of complexity and unpredictability. 

The afternoon dialogue was equally inspiring and it was more 
experiential in the sense that we discussed how what was said in 
the lecture was related to our practice as psychotherapists but also 
how it affected us personally. We shared views and experiences 
and thought about significant questions, for instance: what is the 
client saying when she says she’s not being true to herself? When 
is she not true to herself? How do we feel about this question? 
How would we answer it? Or, we discussed how important it is 
for the existential approach in psychotherapy to be concerned 
with the person that is before us here and now as a whole, and 
not with some ideal view we (or the client) might have about how 
she should be.

Both parts had useful exercises to complement the theory. Professor 
Spinelli always gives intriguing bibliography and information in his 
seminars – I always learn something new in this sense too. Overall, 
I found the seminar useful and educative. I was really happy to 
participate and I would like to thank both Professor Spinelli and 
Therapy Harley Street for giving me the opportunity to do so.
Contact Georgia at geofel01@yahoo.com

SEA CPD WORKSHOP
SAT 10TH JUNE - 10AM TO 1PM

LEAD BY MIKE HARDING

PICTURING THE WORLD:  
WITTGENSTEIN AND PSYCHOTHERAPY

All psychotherapeutic theories offer us pictures of the human condition. These pictures appear to be clear, but are frequently  framed 
in words that are often confused and  misleading. As Wittgenstein put it: we are bewitched by language. What does it mean to ‘have a 

theory’ or an ‘explanation’; what part does logic play in the words we use; what do we mean by ‘interpretation’; why do scientific 
attempts to understand ourselves lead ‘only into complete darkness’? Starting with an overview of his work we shall explore how his 

ideas can assist clarity in therapy and supervision, particularly the understandable wish to ‘explain the hidden’. Please bring your 
favourite joke.

Saturday June 10th 2017, From 10am to 1pm at Birkbeck College, Room 540, 25 – 27 Torrington Square, London WC1E 7JL. 
The cost is £45 payable in advance.  

To sign up – please go to www.existentialanalysis.org.uk or contact lucysolymar@gmail.com
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One Day Existential Therapy Workshop 
provided by M & D Associates, 8th October 
2016

I have often found making decisions about 
which professional development events or 
courses to attend to be a bewildering 
experience. There are so many of them to 
choose from.

It is claimed that I can expect to sit and listen to something new 
at the cutting edge of psychotherapy and, in many cases, have a go 
at trying it out in practice in the learning environment. If this turns 
out to be so, all well and good. In fact, great. 

However, over the years I have found this is not always the 
case. Quite often, the promised originality turns out to be a not 
very interesting rehash of something familiar. It is extremely 
difficult to predict whether I can look forward to a swig from the 
Holy Grail or will have to settle for a slurp of flat budget cola.

I bumped into Diana Mitchell (the ‘D’ in M & D Associates) 
a few months ago. She told me something about the Existential 
Therapy Workshops she was running with Monica Hanaway (the 
‘M’ in M & D Associates). No claims were made about radical 
new approaches to psychotherapy. There were no hints that my 
way of working might be transformed if I was to attend. 

Instead, Diana described a group of practitioners discussing 
in a relaxed way what it might be to be an existential therapist. I 
am sure that Diana actually said a lot more than that, but that was 
what I heard – and it was what I liked.  

Whatever else it may be, psychotherapy remains a conversation 
between two or more people, and it is out of the relational interplay 
of that co-creation that the therapeutic magic – or lack of it – 
arises. The promise of good conversation held out by Diana seemed 
to connect with something I recognise as being at the heart of 
psychotherapy. I booked my place.

The workshop was held in a surprisingly welcoming and colourful 
school classroom in North London. Ten of us sat in a circle and, to 
begin with, we were invited to introduce the person sitting next to 
us after we had spent a few minutes chatting with them. 

Introductions have always been a pet hate of mine. I absolutely 
recognise their necessity, but I struggle with the need to summarise 
myself or anyone else. The inevitable objectification inherent in 
the task leaves me both uncomfortable and self-conscious about 
reducing myself or others to something we are not. As usual 
therefore, I did not enjoy the introductions. 

However, there was a twist in the exercise that I appreciated 
and that set the tone for the rest of the day. Instead of just moving 
on, we were encouraged to talk about our experience of making 
the introductions and being introduced. Straight away, an interesting 
discussion began with participants and facilitators alike pitching 
in with their experience. 

This turned out to be the model for the day. Diana would suggest 
a subject we might discuss (such as self-disclosure, for example). 
Someone would then say something that came to mind to them 
about it and this would then prompt something for another member 
of the group to share. It was all very open and interesting. 

I was struck by how non-defensive the group as a whole was. 
I think this was because of the individuals involved (each of whom 
was a reflective, experienced practitioner with something insightful 
and valuable to say), and also because of the relaxing tone set by 
Diana and Monica. They were welcoming and made it clear from 
the beginning that everyone’s perceptions were valid and of 
interest. Their facilitation had the lightest of touches that suggested 
a trust in the group to create something intimate, thought-provoking 
and valuable. 

After the introductions, there were no more exercises suggested. 
They were not required as conversation was enough. I learnt a 
lot: not just by what was said, but also through the experience of 
how we worked together as a group. Thanks to Diana and Monica 
for creating the space to allow something to happen.
Contact Alex at alex_lp_smith@icloud.com

PAUL SMITH-PICKARD
1945-2017

I t  i s  w i t h  g r e a t 
sadness that we from 
t h e  S o c i e t y  f o r 
Existential Analysis 
have to inform you 
t h a t  P a u l  S m i t h -
Pickard died after a 
short  i l lness  on 6 
March, 2017. Paul 
was the SEA Chair 
elect in July 2003 and 
Chair from January 
2 0 0 4  t o  J a n u a r y 
2007, but Paul left his 
mark in many other 
ways… too many to 
m e n t i o n  a t  s h o r t 
notice, so there will 
be an obituary in the 
next  Hermeneut ic 
Circular.
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INTERESTING PEOPLE
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NEWS FROM THE NEW SCHOOL
We’ve had another very rewarding and busy year at NSPC, with 
some important new initiatives coming to fruition that we’d like 
to share with you. We continue to see a growing and steady stream 
of both new students beginning their training journey and those 
graduating from one of our two doctoral programmes. It’s a real 
source of pride that NSPC is a truly international school with 
around half of our students being non-UK based. This brings such 
a rich mix of perspectives, apparent in many of the fascinating 
research projects currently underway. 

With research in mind, NSPC’s partner organisation, the 
Existential Academy, is in the process of creating a new research 
centre aimed at establishing an evidence-base for existential 
therapy. Our intention is to foster and support quality research 
that serves to enhance our understanding of existential therapy 
in practice. We envisage there will be a focus on outcome research 
in specific client settings and we hope to involve several of the 
leading researchers in this area as well as interested doctoral 
students. In a profession which is often assessed in terms of its 
outcome measures, we hope this will go some way to putting the 
existential approach firmly on the map. We will announce further 
details in the coming weeks and look forward to participating at 
the Conference on Meaning at Roehampton University in June 
and July also, an initiative that is co-sponsored by NSPC.

We are delighted to announce the launch of a brand new MA 
programme in Existential and Humanist Pastoral Care, in close 
collaboration with the British Humanist Association and Middlesex 
University (subject to validation). This is the first non-religious 

master’s-level training in pastoral care in the UK and promises a 
much-needed path towards working in this profession from an 
existential perspective. Graduates should expect to work across 
a range of sectors including education, healthcare, the prison 
service and the armed forces, as well as gaining accreditation as 
a humanist celebrant. We have started recruitment for the course, 
which will be launched in September 2017.  

We are also in the process of developing a brand-new MA in 
Working with Diversity. Created and lead by Digby Tantam, this will 
be an exclusively online offering. The MA in Existential Coaching 
has also been developed to make it easier for distance learners, again 
in recognition of our international reach. With a blended study 
approach, students will be able to attend the theory modules online 
combined with intensive face-to-face practitioner training.  Additionally 
our online MSc in Psychotherapy Studies, now has a UPCA approved 
clinical pathway towards registration with UKCP.  

Finally, we are in the early stages of developing a new course 
in existential relationship therapy. We anticipate this starting 
life as a series of one-day CPD workshops run by Emmy van 
Deurzen and other experienced relationship practitioners, 
eventually building to a new NSPC professional certificate in 
Existential Relationship Therapy.  

These are exciting times for us at NSPC and the Existential 
Academy, and with all these initiatives underway, our enthusiasm 
and commitment to extending the reach of the existential approach 
far and wide is as strong as ever.
Contact Neil Lamont at nspcneil@gmail.com

In fulfillment of my duties as Honorary Treasurer of the Society 
for Existential Analysis, I have kept proper accounts and recorded 
all the financial transactions of the Society for Existential Analysis 
during the period 1st November 2015 to 31st October 2016.

I have recorded all payments, receipts and bank transactions in 
the financial accounts., which have been checked and audited by 
the Society’s auditors.

I found no outstanding debts or liabilities nor future commitments 
at the end of the financial year. 

Revenue came from Membership fees, Conference tickets, UKCP 
registration fees, CPD events and sales and adverts of our publications.

I have recorded a loss of income as in previous years. This 
calls for future attention to all revenue activities and an effort to 
increase profits in order to break even.

Expenditure of funds went towards awarding scholarships, 
editing and printing of publications, remuneration of the Registration 
Secretary and IT officer, as well as ordinary administration.

It was satisfying to see that the reintroduction of CPD activities 
has become a normal feature and has been coupled with Discussion 

Group events. More is being planned for future expansion of 
similar events.

A very successful Annual Conference and the extended presence 
of SEA in the social media, have become steady features in the 
Society’s effort to reach out to members and sympathizers. 

During the Annual Conference the Society’s AGM took place, 
and Natasha Synesiou was elected Chair, together with a renewed 
Executive Committee.

The SEA remains committed to financing and sponsoring the 
academic and practical preparation of students of Existential 
Psychotherapy, through scholarships as well as research projects 
or any activity finalized to divulging of Existential Thought. 

The Financial Accounts were audited by the Society Auditor 
Jonathan G Powell FCA.

Paola Pomponi
Honorary Treasurer
On behalf of the Society for Existential Analysis.
22nd January, 2016.
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Signed …………………………………………………..  (Treasurer) 
 
 
 
Date …………………………………….. 
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The Society for Existential Analysis 
Accounts for the Year to 31st October, 2016 
 
Independent Examiner’s Report to the Trustees 

 
I report on the accounts of the charity for the year ended 31st October, 2016 
 which are set out on pages 1 to 3.. 
 
Respective responsibilities of trustees and examiner 
 
The charity’s trustees are responsible for the preparation of the accounts. The charity’s trustees 
consider that an audit is not required this year under section 144(2) of the Charities Act 2011 (the 
2011 Act) and that an independent examination is needed.  
 
It is my responsibility to: 
a) examine the accounts under section 145 of the 2011 Act; 
b) to follow the procedures laid down in the General Directions given by the Charity Commission 
under section 145(5)(b) of the 2011Act; and 
c) to state whether particular matters have come to my attention. 
 
Basis of independent examiner’s report 
 
My examination was carried out in accordance with the General Directions given by the Charity 
Commission.  An examination includes a review of the accounting records kept by the charity and a 
comparison of the accounts presented with those records.  It also includes consideration of any 
unusual items or disclosures in the accounts, and seeking explanations from you as trustees 
concerning any such matters.  The procedures undertaken do not provide all the evidence that 
would be required in an audit, and consequently no opinion is given as to whether the accounts 
present a “true and fair view” and the report is limited to those matters set out in the statement 
below. 
 
Independent examiner’s statement 
 
In connection with my examination, no matter has come to my attention: 
 
(1) which gives me reasonable cause to believe that in any material respect the requirements 

to keep accounting records in accordance with section 130 of the 2011 Act; and 
to prepare accounts which accord with the accounting records and comply with the accounting 
requirements of the 2011 Act 

have not been met; or 
 
(2) to which, in my opinion, attention should be drawn in order to enable a proper understanding 

of the accounts to be reached. 
 
 
 
Jonathan G Powell FCA 
The Greyhound, Back Street 
Reepham, Norfolk NR10 4SJ                 ………………………………………………………… 
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I have used this phrase – incomplete endings 
– quite often in the past few years and 
wondered what it meant to me. But recently, 
the experience of death of a loved one by my 
close friend, and my move to Singapore, 
evolved the meaning for me, exponentially. 

Our experiences were polar opposites but 
both led to moving out of our homes in 
London to a new country. (I am not comparing 

the pain experienced: the pain, hurt and sadness my friend is 
experiencing cannot be described by me, at all.)

I am a product of globalisation, and have moved around the 
world for opportunities, with an optimistic view of the experiences 
that lay ahead. However, my move from Hong Kong to London 
in 2010 wasn’t positive. 

I suffered for the first three years: recovering from a surgery 
I had just two weeks before our move, adapting to the cold, wet 
and grey weather, getting used to a suburban life that isolated me. 
I had to build friendships from scratch, and I became a stay-at-
home mom instead of a working mom. 

My previous life experiences of change and adapting to change 
had been so smooth, so I never thought I would have such a tough 
time settling. In reflecting on the move over the past year, I realized 
that there were too many incomplete endings, as the move was 
unexpected. We only had a couple of months to wrap up our life 
in Hong Kong and establish a new one in London. 

So, when we had a year to plan our move to Singapore, I thought 
I would have enough time to say good-bye to my friends, my 
house, and my life in London – one I had begun to love fervently. 
But it wasn’t so. 

I have been in Singapore close to eight months now and I still 
feel the pain of the move to my core. Worst was knowing that my 
older daughter felt the same pain. 

The remnants of my life in London keep reappearing numerous 
times a day. The friendships which were such an integral part of 
my life, the crispness of the air, the feeling of the cold on my 
face, the earthy, old structures I walked around every day, the 
depth and dryness of the woods I walked in for hours, the freedom 

of developing a professional life in the mental health industry, 
watching my daughters build close friendships, the long drives 
that allowed me to be with myself . . . these all haunt me. Most 
of all I miss the professional development that enabled an amazing 
transformation of myself, especially when I started working with 
clients.

In exactly the opposite manner, my friend has recently 
experienced her own exit from London. A month ago, her husband 
passed away under traumatic circumstances, which in turn led her 
to decide to leave the UK. I saw the earth snatched away from 
beneath her fragile feet, the unimaginable pain she feels all the 
time. The grave amount of uncertainty and loss of identity that 
came with losing a life partner of twenty years, the experience of 
a trauma so sudden and the many unanswered questions – all this 

made the definition of an incomplete ending a bit clearer for me. 
I recognized this state of uncertainty and unknowing, in which 

an incomplete ending is constant. There is not one moment of 
respite, not one moment of knowing something, anything, for 
sure, not even for a second. I saw my friend experience innumerable 
and inconsistent thoughts and emotions. 

But I also saw her find an amazing ability to cope through this 
ending, and show the strength and courage to keep doing what 
needed to be done. And also be a figure of hope for her kids, the 
family left behind, and herself during this time of hopelessness 
and nothingness. I am not sure if she sees this side of her.

I realize that an incomplete ending can take a chunk out from 
your heart, but in return reveals a part of yourself that you may 
never have known you had. The irony of life is that it is in moments 
of pain and sadness that one can find resilience, or realize the 
resilience doesn’t exist. But, somewhere within us lies a will to 
live and find existence in whatever life throws our way. For me, 
it is then that we find the capacity to face these incomplete endings.
Contact Shruti at shrutijainsaxena@gmail.com

Editor’s note: If possible, I would like to use this page 
for other endings, personal or professional. If you 
have any that you would like to share in prose, poetry 
or imagery, please send them to me.
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INCOMPLETE ENDINGS
B Y  S H R U T I  J A I N

E N D I N G S

An incomplete ending can take a chunk 
out from your heart, but in return 

reveals a part of yourself that you may 
never have known you had

FA C I N G  I N C O M P L E T E  E N D I N G S
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Regent’s School of Psychotherapy & Psychology 
is a centre of excellence, offering a range of 
academic and professional training in the fields 
of psychotherapy, counselling and counselling 
psychology, from introductory to PhD level. 

Our two-year part-time Advanced Diploma 
provides a solid grounding in existential 
psychotherapy by combining academic,  
practical and experiential components. 
Satisfactory completion of the programme  
leads to eligibility for UKCP registration  
as an existential psychotherapist.

Find out more:

020 7487 7505 
www.regents.ac.uk/existential

Advanced Diploma in  
Existential Psychotherapy


