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power, rationality, strength, eros, and logos
become mistakenly gendered, members of each
sex are unnaturally reinforced for identifying
with one side of the split and disidentifying with
the other. As this becomes more extreme there is
an increase in dread, fear, and hate of the
punished, rejected, and disowned qualities which
are projected onto and carried by the other sex
(and the other race, children, and animals as
well). What is killed off on the outside tells us
what has been killed off on the inside. Violence
and terrorism, among other things, can be
understood as manifestations of projective
identification, Melanie Klein’s concept
describing the evacuation of intolerable psychic
contents which are deposited in an “other.” One
then engages with those denied aspects of the
self through the other, individually and
collectively.

The undeniable demand for integration is
part of our design. Either we meet our fate
willingly, or we are dragged to it kicking and
screaming. One of my favorite concepts from
Jung is that the work of consciousness is a work
against nature, an opus contra naturum. The
work of integration is a deliberate, conscious
endeavor against the pull towards regression and
splitting. The psyche provides every opportunity
for us to meet this challenge. Although we are
designed to reach wholeness, it is by no means a
given. It is a matter of consciousness, a work
against nature.

Diane Perlman, PhD, is a psychologist in
private practice in Bala Cynwyd, Pennsylvania,
with a long standing interest in Jungian
psychology. 1

Death Wish, Watch Function,
and Our Security Mania

Paul H. Elovitz

Ramapo College and
The Psychohistory Forum

Neither I nor my teachers in
psychoanalytic training were ever fans of the
idea of a universal death wish. When you turn to
Freud’s writings you discover he
overwhelmingly focuses on death wishes against

fathers, mothers, uncles, sisters and other
specific individuals. I decided long ago that I
would have to turn elsewhere to explain why
suicide is so much more prevalent than homicide
in our society and why we are obsessed with bad
news and danger. Mass media news programs
have 20 negative, violent items for every happy
news item; and now there has been a
proliferation of news sources on cable television
with others rushing to emulate CNN’s great
success with a 24-hours-a-day, seven-days-a-
week news format. All of this news gives us
things to worry about while it also reassures us
that we are alive and well in our homes, unlike
the people in the news. Numerous additional
elements are involved including voyeurism and
the pleasure one feels at the displeasure of
others, what the Germans call Schadenfreude.

News Coverage of the TWA Flight 800
crash on July 17, 1996, off Long Island serves as
a good example of the focus on danger, tragedy,
and bad news. Reputable news organizations,
such as National Public Radio’s Lehrer News
Hour, even abandoned their scheduled news and
devoted their entire program to the tragedy. The
night before, radio coverage of the New York
Yankees baseball game was interrupted by Curtis
Sliwah and the ABC news staff who gave news
coverage to speculations and the eye witness
accounts of people who saw very little. For
those of you who do not know the name Curtis
Sliwah, he is head of the Guardian Angels (a
New York City subway vigilante group) and a
talk radio personality who fabricated attacks on
himself to increase his ratings. The real issue is,
why do we, the listening, reading and viewing
public, focus so on these tragedies? Clearly,
there are many reasons (for example,we could
have been on the plane), but I will focus on one
that helps to explain this behavior over time.

For tens of millions of years our human
and primate ancestors needed to know about
danger and to work together in order to survive.
Food and shelter came after the needs of survival
in the face of common dangers, which no one
individual could overcome alone. For example,
individually we humans cannot see behind
ourselves. To survive, our ancestors had to be
vigilant, to keep watch: I call this the “watch
function.” Despite our much-talked-about
individualism, we still look to each other in
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times of crisis. Television and other means of
mass communication have created what Marshall
McLuhan called the “global village.” Crisis
restores our sense of community in a world of
anomie.

As I learned over 20 years ago from one
of my teachers of psychoanalysis, disruptions
always take precedent over the official program
because that is what our emotions are focused
upon. Terrorists rely on this process to disrupt
our peace of mind and no amount of security will
stop their inroads into that peace. To reassure
ourselves, as well as for protection, we now have
car alarms, computer passwords, doormen, an
enormous number of keys, metal detectors,
police, a record number of young men in jails,
security guards and security systems. Though
the crime rate, especially in the New York area,
has been going down for a number of years, the
security industry is booming. These days it is
not uncommon to see people frantic because they
are excluded by the forgetting of passwords or
the loss of keys and ID (identification) cards.
Status is some organizations is determined by the
level of security clearance. At a minimum, these
systems create an enormous inconvenience.

Before proceeding, I want to clearly state
that there are lots of real dangers in this world
which we must guard against; my focus here is
on how we process them and allocate our
psychic and physical resources.

At my college, located across from a
horse farm in a beautiful and relatively safe
environment, [ start my day at 7:30 A.M. waiting
for a security guard to view me on the video
monitor and to “buzz me in” to a parking area.
Next, [ wait for a security guard to let me in to a
computer room (with only one old computer!).
Soon thereafter, I discover I am locked out of
using the office computer because I don’t know
the secretary’s newly installed password. Then I
am barred from photocopying a quiz because the
electronic key to the copying machine is locked
up. To get on the Internet I must provide one
password, to get my voice mail messages I need
another password, and to access student records I
need two separate passwords! My office, filled
with valuable books and a number of items
worth stealing, is on a busy corridor. Yet the
campus is so safe that for 25 years, whenever I
am on campus, I have left my office door

unlocked without ever missing an item. Lest the
reader credit the safety of my office for 25 years
to the security measures I am lamenting, I want
to note that most of these are very recent
innovations.  Their introduction leaves me
feeling more intruded upon than safer.

As much as “security” is reassuring, it
also costs an enormous amount of time and
inconvenience. When we empower gatekeepers
(doormen, police, secretaries, security guards,
and others), we risk being shut out or, at the
minimum, kept waiting. On occasion, we
discover that the gatekeepers act more like our
masters than our servants. For example, when I
have worked on Sundays a particular security
guard has been offended by my very presence
since at times of low activity he gets the feeling
that he “owns” the place. 1 understand the
feeling because I remember having it, though not
expressing it, when I was a night security guard
while working my way through graduate school.

Ramapo College is strapped for money
partly because the State of New Jersey spends
about three or four times as much on jails as on
higher education. @~ When the college was
conceived in the late 1960s, the State spent
approximately the same amount on advanced
education as on jails. The tragedy is that every
dollar spent on a jail helps make it more likely
that a troubled young man will learn how to
become a professional criminal and be
incarcerated for the next 20-30 years. On the
other hand, every dollar spent on higher
education makes it more likely that young men
and women will be productive taxpaying
citizens. In my view, a reversal of the proportion
of money spent on education and incarceration
would improve our society. A valuable though
small step in this direction is the college’s
mentoring program which takes young men off
the streets of Newark and helps to educate them,
starting in high school.

Though I am keenly aware of the dangers
in our world and quite vigilant, I am concerned
about the growth of industries sometimes based
on unrealistic fears. I wonder how we can apply
our psychohistorical knowledge to better
understand these issues. I also keep in mind that
there is only complete security in the grave.

Paul H. Elovitz, PhD, is a founding
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faculty member at Ramapo College of New
Jersey which has made its reputation as a
“public Ivy.” Despite the greater sense of
danger implicit in the emphasis on “security,”
Ramapo is known as a friendly place where
students, working in close cooperation with
faculty, can receive an excellent education. 1

Letters to the Editor

Identifying With An Auschwitz Survivor

Dear Editor,

On my left arm [ wear the Auschwitz
number A-3317 as a tattoo. I was not there. I
am neither a survivor of the camps nor am I
Jewish. A-3317 belongs to Branko Lustig,
Academy Award-winning co-producer with
Stephen Speilberg of Schindler’s List. Lustig,
with astonishing generosity, allows me to wear
his number from Auschwitz, though he said, “It
is a sacrilege.” I agree.

Why do I wear A-3317 tattooed on my
flesh? Because no Jew was guilty. Because no
Gentile was innocent. Because in a few short
years there will be no more numbers tattooed on
human arms to witness the reality of the
Holocaust. Because we as a species must never
forget who we are and what we did and what was
done to us. Because we are all Jews. Because
we are all Hitlers.

The Holocaust was a major cause of my
leaving the Episcopal Priesthood. Our family
have been Episcopal (Anglican) and Church of
Ireland clergy for seven generations. My father
was a Bishop. My oldest brother is a retired
priest.

It happened this way. In 1965 I went to
see a play called The Deputy. It had opened in
Europe to great controversy, for it charged the
Papacy with collusion in the destruction of
European Jewry. The hero, a Franciscan monk
as [ remember, was eventually sent to Auschwitz
and there one day exchanged places with one of
those in the gas chamber line and was
exterminated.

I was to last only two more years in my
parish ministry before being fired, then leaving
the ministry all together, and finally, in a fit of

righteous outrage, renouncing Holy Orders.
Subsequent participation in Adult Children of
Alcoholics and Co-Dependents Anonymous led
me to the discovery that I had been molested by
my mother and my eldest brother as a very
young child. What, you ask, does that have to do
with A-3317 tattooed to my arm? It has
everything to do with tattoos, for as the
Holocaust had started me on my journey out of
patriarchal Christianity by confronting me with
the energy of horrible and terrible events in the
collective, so my incest realization confronted
me with the energy of horrible and terrible
events in the personal.

In confronting the unrepentant pedophilia
of my eldest brother, a retired Episcopal priest, I
encountered rage on my part of towering
proportions and it felt good! It was this process
which illuminated me regarding the depth and
intensity of my feeling and the degree of rage
and power that could be, even yearned to be,
released if not restrained and integrated. A
therapist of my brother, seeking to mollify my
pursuit of him, asked me if I were aware of the
Hitler within me and suggested 1 ease up. I
wrote back that, yes, I was only too well-
acquainted with the Hitler within.

Long before 1 ever heard of
psychohistory, I had been introduced by my own
experience into one of its basic tenets, that the
psyche of the commentator is an essential part of
the commentary. As it turned out, I now had in
my own personal, emotional history two
polarities which were working their bright magic
on me. On one hand I had the collective polarity
of the Holocaust, which had been a deeply
emotional and career-changing factor. On the
other, I had the individual polarity of my incest,
with the added polarities of being a helpless
victim as well as a potential killer — the
possibilities occasionally switching between
themselves with lightning-like rapidity. (That
part did not feel good, I assure you.) While I did
not emerge unscathed, I did emerge, as the New
Testament’s King James version notes, “clothed
and in my right mind.”

It was after this particular point in my
process that I heard of a woman, perhaps in a
novel, who took the concentration camp number
of another woman. [ remember thinking to
myself, “of course.” Later I read a psycho-




