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Notes on a Theoretical Script for Poetic Living in a Therapeutic Trance, Part 2
Adam Shechter

Psychotherapy in all it's endless melt of words, is really just posing the question of when, and when not, to act—and if one does act, then just exactly how to go about the action. (And if one doesn't, then what are the reverberations and meanings of the inaction.)

      --

Polyphonic intro: Early spring—hoards of tweeting sparrows swallow the lone cry of a crow in the new heat. The late morning barrenness of Central Park appears over-illuminated. The sun toys with mood, fills its withholding circle with yellow summer life, and puts the whole park at unease. An undefined human body lays motionless—half submerged in water, as if the material of death has made this torso-form too lazy to pull the entirety of the wet over her eyes.

Sketch the point: If a nervous painter wanted to make his masterpiece of the event, where would he even set up his easel and brushes, and what representation in flux would he select to paint. Would it be the exact moment that she fell over from starvation—her emaciated shape slicing open the perfect mirror of the lake? Or would it be the first instant that she noticed her likeness in the ripples of the reflective liquid? Better should it be the early morning when the birth of the day lit up the forgotten memory of her entry into this world? Maybe, the paint could capture her under the scorching sun of afternoon that tattooed her skin with the burns of a reassuring perimeter? Yet, the logic of poetry points to showing her meekly rummaging for her gaze in the darkness of night—when all that was found were the blurry outlines of her silhouette provided by sparse moonlight? 

This interrogation of Echo is performed in the analytic precincts of mind—in the corridors that are lined with cell after cell of her memory, in the deepest penitentiary of his emotional history. 

Who is she? She who was murdered by the timelessness of neglect. 

This Echo, more of a sound artist in search of a mute muse. A forlorn investigator of noises who concluded that she must’ve been without hearing before she collapsed. Unable to paint the pain of her quiet, the artist falls back on questions.

Observation: Today, the lake's light squints in a high contrast, a silver spectrum that is thinned down by the heaviest flat brown of old urban waters. Echo sighs and begins a descent toward one true love.

Thesis to help the self: This is the time for aesthetic patience—waiting for new life while feeling its power build in the vehicle of seasonal change.

Narcissus is dead.


Escalation of the Elements 

Psychotherapy always begins with a death. The tragic obscuring of a former life. A new chapter begins with the void of new clarity.

((Clarity--

Psychotherapy is clear in its seeking of clarity. Clear about its lack of clarity. Clear that therapy must become clear with lack of clarity. That in order to attain clarity, things must first become uncomfortably unclear. Being clear in unclarity is unclearly clear, clearly. Slowly clearing the unclarity is therapy. Slowly, or the clarity will only become less clear.


 --Too clear to undo the monotone rainbow.))



The Unruly Footnote as Delayed Preface[footnoteRef:2] [2:  The Talmudic layout system of voices commenting over the centuries upon a supernal center speaks directly to today’s academic hypercathection of footnotes. The fractal hall of infinite opinions presents a version of eternity. Every face has its own dream of the anticipatory anxiety preceding ecstatic union with the ontogenetic knowledge source. A run-on thought to be kept in slow moving feet looking for primitive ground, while wandering the park. The domesticated forest is a living Talmud. An arrangement of psycho-geographic half-truths that stand in contradistinction to Scott’s (1998) explication on the organization and legibility that the modern state imposes upon its natural environment and citizens in order to acquire standardized measures through which it watches and controls its botanical territories and subjects. ] 



The paper begins with a title in resonation-assimilation with Spotnitz's (2004) subheading for his Modern Psychoanalysis of the Schizophrenic Patient—that being the Theory of the Technique—with the obviously stealth pragmatics that a clinical theory is (can only be an) applied technique. So, the behaviors associated with the intrapsychic culture of a given theory are, of course, an inevitable practice of methodology—in spite of any hype of the subjective denier. Regardless of appropriate integration into a pure clinical reality—still, a mental health theory, even if only ruling the thoughts of a single interventive head—has medical outcomes and a way of life in isolated spaces. If this author is correctly stampeding down Spotnitz’s psycho-semiotic corridor, then we can say any theory is a technique (or technology) of relation and vice versa—and then, to better understand what occurs to the psychosomatic experience when deposited into the jar of a poem—ask what are the therapeutic implications for the hypnotics of the lyrical realm—but why? Because of the therapeutic premise, that reading is a healing and transformative experience. A pleasure of poetics that helps the self somehow become healthier—a premise possibly lost in the psychological anarchy of the writer’s romance. McLuhan (1964) writes, "(t)he "message" of any medium or technology is the change of scale or pace or pattern it introduces into human affairs (p.2)." So then, what bulges from the medium of a theory, in this analytic context of the poem—is its interpersonal scale/pace/pattern of communication between two humans.

In order to accept the human mind in regressed oracle form, the reader must be susceptible to abrasion from the reproductive feelings of an idea. He must surrender to the influencing component of the theory and the transformative power of its universalizing intangibles. A clinical poetics then permeates the theoretical narrative of the psychesoma. Under this seduction of the expository desire—prey not outrunning the predator, achieves survival by succumbing to the limitations of an intellectual pathology. The vulnerability of the compulsive text is exposed; especially insofar as the poet is predator and prey of his own psyche and can never truly find a safe house of serene metaphor that also captures his hunting ego’s sickness—the archive of the poem is analogously ransacked.

The poet seeks a stage of actors in the open mouth of his projected theory. In this therapeutic zone, the ghosts of his art are stalked within the social currency of his own the conceptual corral. He becomes uncertain of what to do with his narcissistic emanations. The predator is an unspecified signifier in the psycho-digestive tract of the prey. For psychoanalysts and poets alike, as their assertions on human communication arguably remain in an unverified ethereal state—both must be put on the eternal couch of intersecting mycelium.

--

Psychotherapists are dealers of words, cultivators of a good addiction—an addiction to life.

Psychotherapy is all about finding out what is wanted from life and if that is unknown, then surveying the obscuring contours of this not yet chartered terrain. This personal science of desire is easily investigated on a walk through the park on the first clear day of spring:

The architecture of the trees seems solid in phototropic duty yet the canopies reach out desperate/skinny to the push-pull of the sun (and are without any leaves to grab light.) The ambivalent yellow of the atmosphere seems to annoy the tonal-scape of this world—thick branches slicked in gray skin, snaking-twisting through each other's sibling isolation, but without the emptiness of white winter sky to fill in their gaps of desolation and transmute the loneliness of existence into the sleep of winter.[footnoteRef:3] Spotlighted by this romping of the sun are the bald patches of dry dirt—as if the grass was scraped off by a disturbed gardener and left as a warning in plain sight. [3:   See T.S. Eliot's (1922) exposition in The Waste Land (1. Burial of the Dead) for a more in-depth report on the descent into the source poetico-dissociatives and their resonance with the trauma of life awakening and the seasons.] 


Conscious awareness + the emotional experience of entering the cerebral projection into nature = astonishment and horror at one's unconscious power. Poetry makes use of this natural work, as does therapy does with the unconscious. The strong ego is an enlightened gardener that rules the terrarium of his mind with paradoxical ease; the key being that making room for wrongly aestheticizing the innate symphony of psychic processes allows for new possibilities to emerge. This ego asks, "What does it mean for me to breathe freely while thinking about the rest of my day, my future goals and the fate of the earth and cosmos, ultimately?"[footnoteRef:4] [4:   See Dr. Freud's (1950) The Ego and the Id for the canonical exposition on the ego's relationship to the topography of the psyche-soma. The more recent focus and popularity of mindfulness and the therapy of the breath runs the risk of isolating/fragmenting the synergy of the self into systemically drained components. This division of labor in the clinical functions raises the question of how to weave a therapeutic consciousness together through a cognitive neural awareness of one's unconscious muscular-skeletal attitudes towards emoto-motor activity and respiration—and then back to thought, feeling and active creative living. The mindful approach emphasizes respiratory control over the ego's regulatory valves between the unconscious and conscious—in mindfulness that being the egotized soma progressing towards the psycheless breath. The dialogue of how each distinct god in us births the other into an ever-integrating auto-reproduction of newer "me," speculates over which therapeutic modality to put first in the weave. Which god came first, is just as easily discovered as the chicken or the egg in the daily application of self-help when writing a poem.
] 


  .

The Micro-journey 

of finding out what you say you want, is NOT necessarily "what you want" is dizzying.[footnoteRef:5] Perhaps the ocean of whirlpools behind panic attacks is this torsion of indecision. But the eye is smart. The eye is beautiful in its contemplative seeing—how the revelation of courage expands the iris as the new sun brings light into the muddy opacities of the lake. [5:   Psychoanalytic therapy entrances/engenders a psychical shift that changes us, and the explanations of our desires, at a pace that inversely correlates to the ongoing rebirth of its therapeutic antithesis. Somewhere in the swirl of opposition, we know that not wanting to change or know a thing is all too human. To what degree all writers write to the closed world of themselves raises the question of the self-imbibing object, and all the messages in a bottle that have ever washed up on the shores of the island where we can and can not be at the same time: Where all the selves of ourselves whom are exiled to one another, may come together and gaze at each other by the light of the same lighthouse in a completing psyche sea—less of a dream sea and more of a poem that awakens the sea of a dream that stirs! If the poet who is writing a theory on the human understanding of poems, can send a message to the oceanic subject of this original text of illumination—this subject unwittingly assumes the representation of McKluhan's (1964) electric light, which is "pure information." A divine source of all-words, that is any combination of words that can and cannot be, and so an empty word-form that is filled with whatever text that falls under its enlightenment. This poem doesn’t have to be written because it is already read. 
	The therapist giving analytic birth to a patient—say in the first session—begins as a pure mirror, one prepared to be filled with the patient's unconscious visage—the picture frame of a poem about the reader that is already filled with or gradually fills with this flying language of the eyes. The reader reads a poem that has been written about himself by him for the sole virtue of him reading it, and yet has been authored by the empathy of someone else, entirely. It as if the poem is not there at all—the one only lived as a story told through the experience of just being with the therapist. This is the type of poem that can change someone.
	The genius of Reich's Character Analysis (1990, 1933) as marked in the history of psychoanalytic ideas would be his emphasis on the patient's hidden attitudes of reception to the analytic process. If the medium is authoritative interpretation of a personality-shape essentially patterned on defiance, then the curative message sadly ignores the medium of not-hearing craftily buried in the core defenses of the patient's life theory of solipsistic poetics. Health is taught through a living script or an embodied analysis of the closed form of the poem in which role play transmutes the defiant dialogue. Influence of form through form takes precedence over the relational content that it describes. The therapist speaks to the patient's inner object representations, teaching to the formative history of the patient’s personality. Just as the mediums of poem and analytic technique morphologically blend, wounds of time are dissolved by speaking in the poetry of melding clocks, mending the anxiety of an impossible future to a calmer present.] 


The sublime pleasure of poetry takes place in the interoceptive house of the poet's body where the source-projection of bliss sits/stirs/proselytizes from within. This bliss (Barthes, 1975) can be therapeutic in appropriate doses of slowly reacting/reaching to the sacred texts of Mother Nature's surfaces in the human body—fatal to the psyche if incorrectly measured by a language gauge, uncertain of its unconscious metaphorical limitation for relaxation. Each psyche, a unique equilibrium in pace with the artistic medium that is both in harmony and familiar with the material of its origin.[footnoteRef:6]
 [6:  The writer’s fingers gradually seek out the mother’s body, crawling through the darkened movie theater of the typewriter. The painter’s hands feel over the image of her absence in the sensations of color and silence. The singer’s mouth envelopes the sound of her distance. The architect, the pianist, all surveyors of this primeval region, employ their exegetical gadgets to build technologies based in their pre-verbal impressions of her omnipresent nonappearance. ] 


--


Funny, that it is the earth that is changing in its relationship to the sun, and yet our most primitive personifications of the sun as a god, is a gastrointestinally-driven, omnipotent star creature. We psychologically sculpt the sun in our own image, of course. Yet, it is the earth that inhabits the movement and angle in relation to this geo-genetic source of life. It is the earth that rises and falls and spins and teases and revolves, and yet we still speak of sunrises and sunsets, as if the one-eyed sun monster clambers over the horizon each morning, dripping with dewy viscera, hungry for human solar need. This mythical star even more bloodthirsty than the priestly imagination of the Aztecs, this demanding mask of the breast totem (Klein, 1946), threatens to withhold its blinking eye[footnoteRef:7] of milky luminescence, lest her list of obsessional demands for eradicating symbiosis are not met.

Spring is defined by a thawing of the intellect into emotional health; the stimulus of the body slowly melting the repressive ice through the hypnosis of reproductive wishes. The critical work of psychotherapy emerges just before this point of evaporation. A failure of resistance to travel/remain inside the bounds of defined dimension is exactly what the therapist does not want. The therapist wants the words that slide down the melt to meet the gravity of desire. This optimal intersection of frustration with gratification produces change. This lucid pulley of life hoists the growth of a person.[footnoteRef:8] [7:   In exploratory discussion with a friend, the conversationalist's eyes blinks. This somatic betrayal of the psyche misses moments that the eternal screen of the couch catches/holds, illuminating the natural dangers of friendship used for the confidential purpose. The cinematic pool of the analyst surrounds, soothingly drowns out all perception while retaining the magic of speech for the drinking. As any surviving animal needs to know, he can return to his support network at any time, the couch becomes a talisman for the good mother’s body. ]  [8:  Spotnitz (1976) writes, "The effectiveness of the therapy in large measure depends on the therapist's ability to 'feel' the patient's tendencies toward instinctual discharge. The capacity to sense his latent emotions and help him feel them determines whether their relationship in grounded in genuine emotional understanding or is primarily an intellectual exercise (p. 29)." Templated on the reciprocal inductive relationship of the mother-infant dyad, the felt science of this archaic healing is not quite alchemical, but in the present, is easily metaphorized speechlessly through a botanical sphere. 
	The patient's diagram of self is re-sketched as a high-definition rose—a symbol of the prodigy being conceived in the anaclitic womb of insurrection. The analyst senses the tension-patterns held in the poet’s tightly bound petals—how they sleep so deeply in the memory of a trauma position. She photo-therapeutically learns to coax out the protective curves of night, through a progressive awakening correlated to the ascent of revelation in language. A born-again flower, is a flower who grows into himself sturdily connected to the core of his primitive life-source each day—that being the soul-emotive retraining of desire by an attuned sun that wants to methodically nourish the dormant bud into a timed explosion of life. 
	The slow relinquishment of this ideal allows for an emergence into the oxygen of reality and language, and a surfacing into reality after the poem is complete. While other more abrasive treatments may show clearer-faster signs of improvement, Spotnitz (1976) confirms the emotional problem remains. The careful titration of frustration-aggression into the lexicon of the therapeutic object pushes the ego forward while mutual positivity pulls the entire treatment environment ahead.] 



                ---------------------

--


It's time to live. And yet, there is a collision with its opposite. This is what happens, pretty much—I would say always, but would have to follow up with never; and the imago of never, here, is the psychosis of annihilation. The psychic sun as psychotic center[footnoteRef:9] (Eigen, 2004) of the mind requires experienced guidance for survival into happiness. And that's exactly what spring does to the park: Its shine gradually exposes the nakedness of the turf's dormant state, readying it for a meeting of clashing forces. The vernal approach steadily injects the park with timed messages to get the fuck out of bed. An elemental infusion into the two dimensions of death's wintry representation are shattered by the uterine depth of pre-rebirth—the stork tunnel opens a new hole in space, and adds the forward rush of time—such warming sensations reverse an old mold into wet clay, best sculpted in a controlled regression. [9:  The title of Michael Eigen’s book The Psychotic Core is more than just an identifying name. In the taxonomy of the park’s analogous formations, Eigen’s title is a ninety-degree downward tilt of the psyche, focusing attention on the summer sun that goes inward. The psyche that has in its middle, a nucleus of crazy, so a heart-center emanating wild nurturing feedings of life, light, and then at the crux of its focus, a hub of mental lava: A nutrient rich form of energy for psyche and soma, that too much of quickly becomes poisonous, especially if imbibed too close. How then to patiently walk the park’s paths, a small geometric weave on the earth’s tapestry orbiting the actual sun, a thousand million miles away in darkness. This same incomprehensible distance felt from within the self through the transitional landscape of defense that lies between I and me, subject and object, ego and id. In the border land between crust and core is this mantle of psychic processes—a preconscious space felt to be not so far away, if eyes are closed to its metaphor and its power felt within the thermal gradations of a sun-core that pulsates from outward-in and inward-out; that is the human body adapting, relaxing, softening to the ecological hum of Central Park.
	Psychosis is a highly relative construct that endlessly morphs alongside human development, personal as well as collective. In chapter seven, Eigen’s chapter on Schreber, he writes, 

"Perhaps, one of the most striking differences between a mental health worker today and one 80 years ago is how easily many of today's workers might respond to some of Schreber's productions. A contemporary clinician who met a sensitive man in mid-life crisis speaking of ‘soul murder’ or a ‘basic language’ as Schreber did, might nod affirmatively with little sense of discordance. He might empathically feel that in some way we are all soul murderers and murdered souls, more or less damaged or damaging. Freud sensed the diminishing gap between patient and doctor when he wrote near the end of the study, ‘It remains for the future to decide whether there is more delusion to my theory than I should like to admit, or whether there is more truth in Schreber's delusion than other people are as yet ready to believe.’ An implication of Freud's remark is that delusion and truth run through human discourse, psychosis or science. We are now very much in the process of discovering the depth of this intermixture in our lives." (p. 252)

	The psyche-soma unwinding down the winding roads of the park, transfers un-health to health or is it sanity to psychosis—the demarcation of diagnostic boundaries loosens and blurs within the aesthetic system of the park’s universalizing botanicals. Survival is extrapolated beyond its pragmatic life and death signifiers, and the psyche is free to play with its most primary symbols and sensed vocabulary of being.] 



Investing time in nature is good for ones mental health, verified intuitive data says (Reynolds, 2015). Releasing into the original expansive forms of our environmental awareness helps us to forget our stress demons and to immerse in clarifying visions that are experienced as a knowing design of the body. A landscaped state of safety calms respiration, lowers blood pressure—soothes the animal in us through mindful possession of a cage with an open door.



Deeper towards the afternoon, as the atmosphere's yellow pigmentation saturates, the mass grave of crumpled leaves roll in the waves of stillness and show their transformative potential. Soon they will explode to dust and when soaked with rain, travel as nutrients back up the veins of the tree's body and bud in a new verdant imagination.

Psychotherapy puts us in a dialogue with our unconscious in such a way that we meet/make a new us: a friend or enemy, perhaps, depending on our attitude toward sleep. This slow clearing of the ground just below wakefulness, shows us who we are, so that when we speak, we speak with a steady voice, rooted to the feelings of our underground foundation—pulsating with the lucidity of clear fictions that stand up as emotional facts.

Warring with the world, colleagues, friends, family is so easy, and yet all these drama partners are in a projective dance with their/your unconscious. Living can feel like war, so that everyday conversation is infected/inflected with paranoid Tzu-ian thinking (2002). Psychotherapy gently interrogates the location of the real object of battle: It inquires about the workings of the mind, and its relationship between inside and out. It asks about the lines drawn between the intrapsychic and interpersonal realms. The discharging of frustration-aggression into the world-stage feels so good at first—holding back quite unpleasant. But what if the seasons changed all at once. What would happen to the delicate creature of the environment, if summer yelled at winter so loud, that frozen with fear, it fell over the next day into an eternal spring?


These are the numbers that dribble like drool: 1,2,3,4,4,4,4,555555556andofcourse8!


The climate is changing and we think we know why and maybe we do. And maybe we'll all drown in a bad glacial rising tide while slowly being microwaved to death by ozone-uncensored sunlight—and then again, maybe we won't—maybe the climate is changing because the earth is always changing, because everything and everyone is always changing on the arc of life (death). Maybe the climate is changing for the better? Getting younger? Either way, it seems that we as human beings, the evolved monkey players on the white, blue and green juncture of astronomical time are completely out of control. This inability to circumscribe the geologic theater looks a bit real. Yet, we can do all sorts of silly Dr. Seussian thingie-acts to get rid of this tension of the impossible: And still the earth individuates, like a belligerent child not our own.
The truth is we can barely control even ourselves. In the silence of meditation as an absolute response, we can study firsthand the twitch of this behavioral truth, observe as the field of our minds flip over cosmic oneness for the anxiety of distraction, and then flop back into the womb-pool of god, and then right back out again like a frog scared of his own shadow.[footnoteRef:10] [10:  See S. Rinpoche’s (2002) The Tibetan Book of Living and Dying for highly vivid Buddhist elaborations on this mental resistance mechanism of the multiple identifications between our smallness and the universe’s largess. ] 


                                                                   =       

Abandonment by Mother Nature is the ultimate desertion. Next to her omnipotent threat, one becomes nothing but the trust for what is eternally stable within. And if that sense is nothing, then dissolution to "the original state of things" emerges as anxiety over a possible new non-identity. Towards the end of his theoretical epic, Freud concluded that human beings are ultimately driven by the future of their death state, a molecular gravitational pull drawing the thousand essences of a person into a reconfigured integration with the stasis of inanimation (Eigen, 2004 & Freud, 1961).[footnoteRef:11] His morose message being that the ultimate dialogue between the earth and what is not alive about us, is louder, stronger, clearer, than the cellular dialogue we engage with the matrix of aliveness—a final unconscious season for the soul. [11:  Read M. Eigen’s Psychic Deadness (2004) for a clinical journey into elaborating and working with the psychical monsters of death’s coercion as they manifest in treatment.] 


Central Park's manicured magic is an evenly corseted temple of Mother Nature. As a polished representation of her once omnipresence, she is appropriately sized to human relation, amusingly palatable to a calm association with the urbanite—her ubiquity visually contained as a rectangular gem of green within the city's grid. Understanding of archaic mother frequently does not follow this civic formula, as symbolic sketches trend toward preverbal character that are designed to symbolize an environment of nutritive care. These primal chaotic conceptions are typically outside of the aesthetic canon and remain dreamily inside the unspoken lens of human need for security.     

Originally, the mother's body is everywhere, the zygote but a tiny star in the black night of the womb. As the human form is progressively achieved, this amniotic ubiquity slowly dries up until the mother's body ejects the jumbo-sized fetus into the waterless play-park of gravity. Milk becomes the new currency, erupting from breasts like pagan volcanoes. But before that foul exile, the first representation of this mother is the fetal experience of her hormonal states—predominant, erratic, as well as climactic—the symphony of her heartbeat, digestion, bodily fugues. An evolving imago is coded into the developmental melodies of the fetal soma. 

Explain the primitive mother imago, and you risk seeing her, risk the rabbit hole reduction to the adoration of what can be explained only in a paleo-hypnotics—a confrontation with the potentially hazardous possession of your very own Venus of Willendorf (Harris & Zucker). Speculation over the so-called Venus Figurines has covered mirroring and sexual needs, ritualistic, reproductive, pornographic (Wikepedia, 2016).[footnoteRef:12] And yet entranced comprehension of the maternal cipher does not require such exacting specificity of purpose. The multiple choice exam answer would be the infinite connections between all of the above, or a more painful awareness of a strictly utilitarian purpose to the statue of assisting mom as a gauge for pregnancy (McCoid and McDermott, 1996).[footnoteRef:13] [12:  Scan the ghosts of Wikepedia on Venus of Willendorf for unverified confusion over the interpretive angles—divergent, convergent, omissive, eradicatory. To see a nice video of Dr. Beth Harris and Dr. Steven Zucker discussing the basic tenets of this nude woman’s befuddlement, watch at https://www.khanacademy.org/humanities/prehistoric-art/paleolithic-art/v/nude-woman-venus-of-willendorf-c-28-000-25-000-b-c-e]  [13:  McCoid and McDermott’s paper, “Toward Decolonizing Gender: Female Vision in the Upper Paleolithic” identify the anatomical distortions of the Venus Figurines’ bodies as elucidating evidence of their female origin for the self-representational purposes of a pregnancy pragmatics. The authors reference the studies of female representation in pre-Columbian art by Anna Roosevelt (1988) who asserts that a cult surrounding a pregnant female body served the purpose of building the populations of hunter-gatherer worlds, in contrast to the state’s roots in the material gain of war. These Darwinian assertions elide the anxiety of the male infant as most likely entirely similar to that of the female’s pre-verbal/genital mind—yet how the trauma of total dependence on mom develops in each gender requires further research of the individual. The female may have the opportunity to master this biological symbiosis through her own performance in nature, in contradistinction to the male form, which is naturally deficient in this position of the reproductive dynamic. (Does a sperm donation during coitus really count?) Societal hijacking by the so-called alpha male and the accompanying symmetrical deformity of political power, may be more of a compensation over an anxiety deeper than castration—an essential feeling of womb inadequacy as a genderized pathology—a fear of complete loss of self to the dominion of the female body. Psychoanalysis in its present formulations of the mother’s centrality to mental development is not so much a regression to the cult of fertility but a contemporary exaltation of a true nature of human origins as informing the first cause of everything we are. The marginalizing of psychoanalysis by mainstream society into professional packs organized along incestuous chains of treatment and training, aloof to the wider socio-economic jungle-matrix of the state, point to a possible rejection of a culture terrified of maternal power—especially when in the possession of a man. ] 

The figurine's bulbous breasts, expanded hips, small head and tapered legs speak of the happy infant's landscape—rich in anatomy that solely cares for baby—the maternal world stilled to an oasis holding all that is required to give life to the life, that was just given. Explicit descriptions of unconscious processes surrounding the mom-source can bar entryway to her dark cave, wealthy in language-less-ness and the hibernation of infinite responsibility. Enjoyment of talk allows transfixion of desire to breed developmental perceptions of archetypal wafers that can be intimately savored while narcotized in psychoanalytic meditation. The starved supermodel stands in phantasmagoric contradistinction to the motherly utopias of the Venus figurines. Pronounced head, small breasts, narrow hips, long legs—this emaciated ideal is not an ideal world for a fetus to be carried and grown—for a newborn to lay upon and luxuriously eat meal after life sustaining meal. This archaic mother is one of desolate spaces, endless desert, bombed out post-nuclear cities, a carcass that has already been fed on by the visual demons of control and envy, so that all that remains is the photographed fetish sculpture of milkless bones.

The question becomes what literary mechanisms and ecological elements come into the primitive mother landscape-sandbox to construct poetic communications that help to make the unconscious conscious in a productive way. How can the shadow world of the species of the scribe be written about, so that it becomes accessible to the contemporary reading mind in a therapeutic transformative manner? Too much intellect and a walk in the park seems like the thing to do—to just drop the work of the mind below eye level and intervene at the solar swing of psychosomatic opposites. This poeticized athletics of the heart and legs gives the self a discourse of describing the unconscious to conscious gradient in a progression of the psyche that immerses the body in conversation with the trees.
Klein (1946) would disagree—she might say that the state of the mother's actual body or the earth itself has little to do with a poet’s comprehensions of the object-world. The paradox of therapy for narcissism is that the pathogen of artificial self was and is in excess, so that the cure must be the same. The toxin of aesthetics then becomes a discipline of divine guessing to build immunities for the first source of deprivation. In one fantasy of central park, the poet must become homeless in order to document the unconscious of the oasis suspended within the city desert of self. Rendering the blueprint of this abandonment achieves a spectacle of awareness. Integration is next to come.

Art is self-help, albeit a wild order of the mind’s cinematic-staring that can be used for more than one purpose. This intersecting utility can be used for augmentation of the creative path within the therapeutic procedure—the spontaneous art of laying on the couch that develops the artist’s capacities. The consulting room of the infant-patient is designed so that he can act out his love and rage and yet be softly buffered by the contained purpose of laying so still, so that an understanding of instinctual and mythological wishes manifest on a new tongue-canvas of words. The artist in studio assumes a stance of muted observation that circumscribes this symphony of wordless baby and material intention. The moment before art is made or an analytic word is uttered are the same; both similar in their pooling of the internal vernal space, one that endows the cultivated absence of discharge with a preservation of emotional nature, simultaneously evolving the holder of our beings. Art and therapy are auto-correcting devices of psyche-self that enable us to represent and express what we need to survive the regressive cycles that keep making us more and more aware of who we are. Any way the wish is wanted and any way the fantastical hand chooses to pick the abreacted fruit of imagination—there will be a satisfying out-breath, unbinding the nerves of archaic mother's restrictions, sloppily devouring the neural harvest of desire so that appetite exponentially increases.


CUT

The ego who was trained to believe that aggression with the mother is against the basic rules, is orphaned into an exigent circus of unconscious acrobatics. The tighter the restraint, the steeper the ego’s dive under the boundary, and into the incredulous show of perpetual rescue work.[footnoteRef:14]  [14:  The latest novel technology of the moth to the flame presents a warning of the schizoid hazard and calls for a re-evaluation of the originative life: What are the emoto-pragmatics of the artistic expeditions across the terrain of the split mind? How is this creative journey functioning in one’s inner screenplay of pre-verbal voices regarding narrative trajectory/developmental hearing/healing? What has the mind crevice let in and what has it let out? An unspecific exploration into this timeless lair may or may not indicate therapeutic direction of Inferno, Purgatorio or Paradisio—Dantean ego development. Clinical transcription of the id experience by default of its oceanic location/emotional astronomy necessitates representation via the psychotic object. Such primary process significations consciously organize as a dream maze of idealized aesthetics; or is it the other way around—a broken weave of threads that never meet and have been left out to dry on the neural clothesline of an endorphin drought. The bizarre object (Bion, 1957) is the yellow brick home-road of the ego to the id, a red herring refuge from the time before the psyche opened along the Basic Fault (Balint, 1979). This crack is the normative fraud line of the innovative personality, where home can never be as real as unplanned being, and the spontaneous experience of home is the worst of all. Yet, an oversimplification of the civilized unconscious map is even more strange as the allegations of a sane lens—the flat plane of the plain splits arranged in a common grid with a bland pain—a uni-dimensional fragmentation that replicates a single fracture in length and width, but does so without the symbolic depth of psychosis' intimacy with primary processes. The healthy possession of mind-depth can be achieved by an ego in control of the psychotic charge, discharging its essences through timed visits in a reproductive sculpting of force, applied therapeutically to the task at hand.] 



TAKE TWO!

A walk in the park is an ambivalent paradise of resolution. The fragrance and texture of imagos stroll between self and object(s)—a repetitive frame of romance on Bank Rock Bridge.


IN THE FINAL EDIT

a deliverance of nonsensical feelings inverts the arena sky and delineates the primal sacrifice of the bad mother upon the supple bend of the bridge. At this point, the love affair with wavering stasis unravels its secret, releasing imagination into summer that liberates the arc of the body's repression into the everythingness of the universe felt so alone—truly not alone at all—as she holds her occupants in the amniotic aura at anytime, of course, only with their willingness to let minds penetrate/be swallowed into hers.

Actors, we are all actors—poets exhuming the act of analogizing our minds to every possible if—if only we can if, then we can see and change. We must learn this mimetic navigation of mommy’s psychical roots—study her elusive system of interpersonal trapdoors and sinkholes to the inferno of her narcissism. As apprentices of our unconscious egos, we work our hands into the mixed-metaphor mud of a shamanic ceramics and blend the pre-symbolic strata of the never-to-be remembered experience with the fresh running water of complex emotional states in the now. Caught half-dressed in the reflection of a new accepting object, we find ourselves truly free in the caged studio of our personal growth and learn to outsmart the memorized regulations of her constricting respiratory dance through a scientific art of inner/outer smoke and mirrors. Even our organs must partake in this acting, especially our neurons and cognitions. To effectively perform in this introspective theater of ourselves is to accept or at least allow for a distaste of prior behavioral tastes; the inspiration for Freud's parental warning to decathect love of the abyss if one is to ever form new cathexes (2014). The era of our own show makes us very awake gymnasts in the emerging clay of a forbidden-park wedding.

Winnicott (1949) handed therapists a key for bad mother reversal, able to effectively unlock her entropic gate—the simple permission for hatred of and difference from her as transferred to the therapist, opens the door of an exit-less room. Seamlessly the therapist maintains her essential architecture as it is modulated through a narrative of exacting confinement to festive containment. The poet is a road of words, the baby-self gestating in its momentum. Growing in metaphor, the infantile psyche evolves its somatic path, otherwise only possible in the agony of hallucination. Anyone willing to speak, can jump the abandoned ravine.


 
--
 
Central Park gifts our eyes with the sight of a pure mother thing—in reality. As eco-patients of this original organization, we chase, implore, exorcise the dead holograms out of the garden of her dollhouse-palette. The width of pastoral fields as a collective cure for starved hips is caught on the colorful transparencies of emotional tongue. The variables of windy road, gentle streams in shadows, thirsty roots dangling off rocks—how these hungry expressions indicate loss, hurt, rage—is how we see fragmentation in their peculiar refractions of attention to ourselves. When we assertively move with the green filtrations of empathic healing and dissolve into her voluptuously grassy arms, we achieve advanced metabolization of her symbol’s tactile bemusements. This triumph of reality is not hers, but our own emotional body, as hers.

A jubilation of her substantiality in leisure is the green housing[footnoteRef:15] of our allegorical heart—its uninhibited exhibition. The patient who can vilify the park’s centrality and still curl up with its knolls achieves therapeutic double vision. To change or not to change is teased out—psychotherapy achieving a lucidity of transference in the narcissistic dome[footnoteRef:16] forces glimpses into the raw glint of the object. Sight of self becomes clearer and clearer.  [15:  A turtleshelling of the mind allows for possession of the object in the internally sensed moment of a projective context.]  [16:  Whitman (2001, 1855) achieves a bliss of the narcissistic transference (Spotnitz, 2004) within the nature mirror of his own page, a euphoria found through the symbiotic contagion of his lyricism with the natural world. The poet invites the reader into this intoxicating union through the Song of Myself—the cooing music of the infant being cared for by a mother who nourishes through the primitive poet’s own words—the rattle as scribbling pen: 

		I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
		And what I assume you shall assume, 
		For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 

		I loafe and invite my soul, 
		I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

		My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this soil, this air, 
		Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents the same, 
		I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 
		Hoping to cease not till death. (p.1)

Margolis (1983) writes of the genesis of patient contact with the therapist, citing Harry Guntrip (1961). This citation includes an elaboration of the “perfect environment” as the “mother who actively adapts to the infant’s needs as they develop and are expressed.” (p. 400) The quote completes with specifying this adaptation as the mother customizing herself to the “baby’s own initiative in seeking.” Whitman achieves a primordially accommodated sense to his seeking in his assumption of total mind and body attunement from the reader. He seeks the reader as he assumes the reader seeks and adapts to the initiative of his experience of being in contact. Margolis emphasizes that a foundational point of the contact function is that “which reflects the person’s capacity to perceive an other, to reach out to him, and to establish a relationship with him as object.” When we perceive Whitman’s seeking, we don’t so much sense his sensing us, but his imparting of having been sensed and adapted to by the primitive mother. Margolis also references Lowensteins’s use of Buehler’s taxonomy of language functions. He zeroes in on “all those speech acts which appeal to the addressee to do something or to respond in some way” (p. 462). Whitman’s speech function of the ego is like a psychosomatic keyhole for the lock on sensitized perception of union. In frustrating the patient with the presence/absence of psychic locks, the ego is forced to reach out into the dark absence of his internal object hall and grope around for the formation of a new key—one that opens up the preverbal door on the solitary confinement cell of narcissistic isolation. The baby-patient raises an arm and enters the developmental hole. In opening the lock for himself, the patient achieves fresh pathways in the lock system, thereby dissolving and replacing the inherited obstinacy of shadow and absence with a new opening for object, presence and light. 

] 


In asynchronous conclusion, the new parent takes the needle off the record—the maudlin catacombs of anachronistic character lose its soundtrack. Then, the nostalgia of silence is carefully unsealed from its glass slides and its intrusive melody dissipated from the corridors of the optic nerve. Under these conditions of history, the spiral of life grows up. 


End/START ALWAYS.

The same repetition rewinds into progressive variants—the authoritarian notion is inverted/integrated into collaborative feedback loops, so that the poem converts/burgeons on the turntables of a steady canvas. Finally, a new painting of words blossoms on the thawing ice of an enlivening winter's eye. 
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