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			Rarely admitted, especially by men who believe it to be a sign of weakness, anxiety is the most universal and hidden feeling. 

			“Not up to par!” There are words that kill because they deteriorate the image we have of ourselves. All of a sudden, our ideas, associations and memories confirm that we are, indeed, in the delirious world of profitability, a “worthless” being. As when editing a film, certain elements are retained and all the others are eliminated, the editing of the memory retains only this distressing evidence, in which we feel locked up. 

			Strange, intimate meeting, a dream sometimes brings us this precious certainty: another assembly is possible.
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			Quotes

			“We are simply anxiety illiterates.”

			Günther Anders, The Obsolescence of Man.

			 

			 

			“Does he have any life-changing secrets? No, he’s just looking for them,” I replied.

			Arthur Rimbaud, A Season in Hell.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Introduction - Starting from an oversight

			“Soul”, “spirit”, “psyche”, whatever the term used to designate this elusive entity, the only thing certain is that it can suffer. To this pain which is not physical, psychiatry proposes remedies, philosophy systems. Most often, however, these disciplines seem to miss the point. A blindness, an oblivion which, invaded as it is by stereotypes, everyday life does not escape either. This curious absence has a significance, a meaning. This book will try to approach it.

			Psychiatry and the forgetfulness of the singular

			Psychiatry is a territory that begins with the opening of bodies and ends with the opening of dreams. From Bichat to Freud.

			The complaints that the autopsy does not explain, nor the X-rays or the magnetic resonance, the sufferings that escape the medical glance, psychiatry collects them and, for lack of understanding them, classifies them.

			When Freud, on July 24, 1895, interpreted one of his dreams by applying the method of free association, he was able to reveal to the psychiatry of his time what had escaped him: the place, unconscious, of childhood. The virtual world of memory.

			Later, anti-psychiatry reminded psychiatry and psychoanalysis of the field that the singularity of a being was inexorably confronted with: that of social realities.

			In 1951, Laborit, a surgeon and neurobiologist, discovered the effects of chlorpromazine. At that time, molecules acting on anxiety, depression and delirium gradually came on the scene. However, as with any medication, these products had to be tested on “homogeneous groups of patients”. Hence the use of computers. The hegemony of the mathematical model in the “human sciences” found a spectacular and dramatic illustration in the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, the DSM, which was revised periodically1, a collective work of the American Psychiatric Association, which became the official international manual of psychiatry. It includes information on “how to score the Global Assessment of Functioning (GFA)”. To code a case of bipolar disorder (or manic-depressive psychosis), for example, one can choose between 296.0x, 296.40, 294.4x, 296.6x, 296.5x, 296.7, 296.89, depending on the date and severity of the most recent manic or depressive episode. One can imagine what can happen when listening to a patient is parasitized by the need for such a number. The worst part, as Allen Frances says, is that “the diagnosis will change both the way the individual sees himself and the way others see him2”.

			Thus, caught in the trap of its own discourse, psychiatry has gradually been transformed into an immense paradoxical injunction. It presents itself as a liberating discipline, while at the same time, by its very language, its classifying gaze, its diagnoses, its evaluations, it anguishes almost imperceptibly.

			Philosophy and the oblivion of anguish

			It is to forget their anguish that philosophers create concepts. Affectivity (“not very virile”) has long been excluded from the field of philosophy, a discipline reserved for men for centuries.3

			But everyone is afraid. A fear that goes back to childhood. This fear, very rare - the courageous - are those who dare to admit it, is an essential step however if one seeks to overcome it. All the more so as each one, unaware of or denying the anguish of others, believes that he/she is the only one affected by what he/she thinks is an illness.

			If the class struggle is the engine of history, the fuel of this engine is the anguish of individuals. This is something that no “society project” should ignore.

			It is almost always the anguish that is hidden behind the violence. This is very difficult to imagine when one is the object of an aggression. The conversion of anguish into murderous hatred, however, is tragically illustrated in certain pages of Mein Kampf...4

			Kierkegaard, Sartre, not to mention Heidegger (whom Hitler did not worry about...), all evoke anguish but, contrary to Hegel, none of them, not even Lacan, eats it up.

			Daily life and the forgetting of a hold, that of the groups

			From morning to night, without always being aware of it, we are caught in groups. Their clichés, the stories, where we are assigned a stereotyped role. Groups which can be the best, but also the worst of things if we are not warned of the perils of the therapeutic illusion - anxiolytic - that they dispense. A hard drug, it can indeed lead to murderous mimicry, as the “group illusion” (Anzieu) is most often accompanied by a blind submission to authority. During Eichmann’s trial, Arendt evoked “his horrible gift of consoling himself with clichés”. In this, she joined Anzieu. But she could not have foreseen that, fifty years later, a Rwandan farmer who had become a killer during a new genocide would say: “When the killings begin, one finds oneself less embarrassed to wield a machete than to suffer the mockery and scolding of one’s comrades5.”

			Regarding the following text:

			Firstly, the symptoms that can be found, in various combinations, in all so-called “mental” disorders will be discussed: anxiety, depression (stress and burn-out being their discreet veil) and delirium. It will also be mentioned a pathology which does not appear in any treatise although it is more and more widespread: the “value disease”.

			Some names will be frequently quoted. It is not surprising to find that of Freud, the adventurer of dreams. That of Spinoza, his approach to a “knowledge of the third kind” will often be invoked. The recourse to Einstein will undoubtedly appear more surprising. However, it is his revolutionary conception of space-time that resonates with the most enigmatic of Freud’s questions concerning the “psychic apparatus”. Finally, Eisenstein is very present because of his theory of montage which had made him discover, he said, “the formula of the pathetic”. But also because of the place of music in his reflection. As early as antiquity, one speaks of “music of the spheres”. Eisenstein had the strange, but unrealized, project of writing a “spherical” book one day. It was as if he wanted to recall the unspoken dimension of certain circular books, ending with the feeling of renewed energy that had been necessary to write them. The Ethics and In Search of Lost Time, for example. What invisible universe did the very editing of each of these books secretly express? That of madness perhaps, the singularity of Spinoza, of Proust. The way they had had to refuse the norms, the limits of their time. Before, not without anguish, daring to transgress them.
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					1. DSM-IV-TR - Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, Masson, Paris, 2004. It would be unfair not to point out the precautions taken by the authors of the book in their “Introduction”: “The text of the DSM-IV (as previously in the DSM-III-R) avoids the use of terms such as ‘a schizophrenic’ or ‘an alcoholic’. They are replaced by more precise - but admittedly more cumbersome - expressions such as “an individual with schizophrenia”, or “an individual with alcohol dependence”.” Phrases on which those who speak of “cancer patients” or “AIDS patients” could meditate. As we can see, nothing is simple. In May 2013, the DSM-V was published.

				

				
					2. Allen Frances is the American psychiatrist who led the team that produced the DSM-IV. He also says: “The slightest extension or lowering of the threshold of a diagnosis is a boon to the pharmaceutical companies. Bipolar disorder type 2, which we introduced, has allowed pharmaceutical companies, through television advertising in particular, to double the number of patients treated for bipolar disorder.” See site: http://bibliobs.nouvelobs.com/en-partenariat-avec-books/20130329.OBS6215/allen-frances-la-psychiatrie-est-en-derapage-incontrole.html.

				

				
					3. “The heart is a female organ. To treat it thus requires in the moral order a competence as particular as that of the gynecologist in the physiological order”, Roland Barthes, “Celle qui voit clair”, in Mythologies, Éditions du Seuil, Paris, 1970, p. 125.

				

				
					4. “This was the time when the most profound revolution that I had ever had to carry out was made in me. The energetic cosmopolitan that I had been until then became a fanatical anti-Semite. Once again - but it was the last time - a painful anguish gripped my heart. As I studied the influence of the Jewish people through long periods of history, I suddenly wondered anxiously if fate did not intend, for reasons unknown to us poor men, the final victory of this little people? If the Jew, with the help of his Marxist profession of faith, wins the victory over the peoples of this world, his diadem will be the funeral crown of humanity. Then our planet will begin to travel through the ether again: there will be no more men on its surface. In defending myself against the Jew, I fight to defend the work of the Lord [...] November 1918: in these nights hatred was born in me. With the Jew, there is no need to make a pact, but only to decide: all or nothing”, Adolf Hitler, My Fight (Mein Kampf, 1925), pp. 36-37 and pp. 105-107. See: https://www.fichierpdf.fr/2010/01/28/fgwm0f5/mein20kampf.pdf

				

				
					5. “Group dynamics, mimetic gregariousness of individuals in a group” (N. Truong), “Will to do as the others do” (J. Sémelin). “For the Rwandan farmer, taunts are more difficult to face than blood on the machete”, Jean Hatzfeld in “De la guerre à l’idéologie, réflexions sur les ressorts de l’engrenage génocidaire”, Le Monde, 4 April 2014, p. 18-19.

				

			

		

	
		
			1. Anxiety

			“The self is the true locus of anguish.”

			S. Freud, Inhibition, Symptom and Anxiety.

			 

			 

			Millions of children die of hunger every year on the planet, inequalities are increasing, a barbarism is underway. We know all this, but we don’t really understand it. When asked by a journalist what he had been thinking during his mission, a bomber pilot replied: “I couldn’t get my mind off the hundred and seventy-five dollars I still have to pay for the refrigerator6. Thus there is a general denial-or displacement-of anxiety.

			Rarely admitted, especially by men who believe it to be a “sign of weakness”, fear is the most universal and most hidden feeling. Alain Veinstein’s courageous description of his own anguish has the merit of reminding us of its origin. His confession will surprise many. Many will think that he is exaggerating, that he is overdoing it, so much so that the anguish of the other is readily ignored or underestimated:

			 

			“Fear brings us back to childhood. And I tell myself that in their eyes, of course, to them who confide in me their fear, the authors I interview, I must appear as the child who, unlike them, spends his nights alone without being afraid. If they only knew the torments I have always had to face. At first I was petrified with terror. Fear clutched my throat, pounded my chest, overwhelmed me in wave after wave. Sweat flooded my forehead, I could feel it dripping down my ribs, I was shaking so badly that I couldn’t hold my paper.

			“And yet I needed it, my paper, for I was so anxious that I had to write down word for word all my questions. I clung to my index cards, even the word “Good evening” was written, and even my name, in the end disclaimer, because I assure you I didn’t know who I was anymore. I was wrapped up in fear like a mummy in its bandages. The use of the imperfect tense should not be misleading, the fear did not leave me7 [...]”

			 

			The anguish is a fear without object, one says. Without an obvious object, we should specify. What anguish hides, indeed, is a piece of badly forgotten childhood, of the past disguised as future. But to really understand it, it is necessary to reintegrate affectivity into rationality, which nobody had done before Spinoza. More than two centuries before Freud discovered the associative thought to which we will return at length.
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			Because the affect, infinitely faster than light, abolishes time. To feel, without having really remembered it, an event having taken place years-affect before - the year-affect, unit of measurement of the memory, as the year-light is for the cosmos -, it is not to see it, but to live it as it had perhaps never been lived before. To recreate it. A journey in the abolished time.

			Thus the other, with a look that affects us, can kill us, and not only symbolically. There are suicides in companies. Teenagers harassed on Facebook kill themselves. This is because, behind all anguish, there is a power - if only the power of the words of a group - which imposes on us, by measuring us, a certain representation of ourselves. But the worst thing is that this representation is never more than a cliché. An agreed role which is imposed to us without our knowledge. If we ignore its stereotyped character, it is because it revived an old image of ourselves, until then unconscious, sometimes painful, which submerged us. The unrecognized and the unconscious thus occult each other.

			The double secret, a painting by Magritte. Two representations of the same face. In one, a part of the face is missing, as if it had been cut out. In the other, the face is whole, but it has lost its gaze to an excavation strewn with bells (there is also a bell in Proust at the end of Time Regained) suggesting potentially murderous resonances.

			The apparently mysterious essence of anguish lies in this double secret. A twisted entanglement. The fear of being rejected if we do not accept the role that a group destines to us. And, at the same time, the loss of our gaze, the unbearable narrowing of possibilities, that this submission awakens. We find here both Bourdieu - the relations of power in a certain field - and Lacan’s “stage of the mirror”: the assignment to a child of a “me” by the look, by the words of the other.

			A certain representation of ourselves is thus the point of support of an ontological lever that more or less voluntarily all the powers use. A lever that allows them, like Archimedes, to raise a world, the invisible world of our memory, to arrange it without our knowledge, and to project it disguised as the future. How to make understand to who is in the deceptive certainty of the anguish that we can, by spotting the double bottom, unmask the false evidence and make it move back?

			Because anguish has nothing “metaphysical” about it. It is banal, common, daily. Like the one that, at the beginning of the school year, knots the stomachs of the students. But also - what these pupils ignore - the belly of their teachers. And we must never forget the anguishing lack of money, which, curiously, is never mentioned. “When you talk to someone about money, their face changes, and what do you see? Anxiety. I’ve noticed it a hundred times. It’s as if you’re touching the very sources of life8.”

			Fear, so often ignored, is indeed a major political issue. Fear changes sides during certain events, the Popular Front for example, or May 68. Or more banally during a strike. It is this oblivion that makes any servitude enigmatic, never in reality “voluntary”, contrary to what La Boétie said. What can indeed remain of “will” in a being who has lost his look because a power has strangled his desire by depressing him - sometimes to the point of suicide?

			It is therefore essential to learn not to fear one’s own anguish. It attests to the strength to exist. A fight. It is even a line of defense against the desperate stasis of depression. This is what must be transmitted. Who will write Anguish, instructions for use? To say that beings, contrary to grains of filings, can get out of it if they manage to represent the lines of force of the field where they are caught. A “pedagogy of anguish”, it is undoubtedly what one should register very early in the school programs.

			This universal fear, faced with the threat that the other represents, no one has described it better than Hegel. He speaks of it as a “primordial fear, an absolute fear that makes a consciousness stagger9”. A “necessary” fear, he insists, because it alone attests that with this other, there is a real relation.

			The anguish in front of the other, that Hegel describes, is the conscience of a mortal risk indeed, we have seen it. The one of a diminishment of oneself, apparently irremediable if the other manages to impose to our conscience a certain image of ourselves. To insult, or even simply to make a value judgment, is to try to make the other fall into a desperate assembly of his memory. “You’re not smart.” Such words can induce a feeling of exclusion and at the same time a real reorganization, a reductive editing of the whole memory, a sorting out retaining from the film of our past only the scenes where we “did not measure up”, confirming to us that indeed “we are not intelligent10”. Old roles then strangle us the melody. It is thus not astonishing that to Freud and his patients, taken in the mythology of the masculine/feminine reigning at the time, this sensation of reduction of the being - consequence of a montage - evokes a “castration”. 

			We will come back to this concept of “assembly” at length.

			To listen to an anguished being, thus, is to be attentive to his style rather than to his manners. To hear his rhythms, to know how to support his dissonances. Musical counter-field. This very attention, this movement of recognition of a singularity must have the mobility, the imagination, the creative freedom of a dream. This slightly crazy generosity which deconstructs all the montages: it happens that an anguish disappears when, in a relation not excluding the humor, the social roles simply fade away. There is no longer, for example, a doctor and a patient, but two beings a little uncomfortable face to face. If, as the meeting progresses, the doctor has gradually relaxed and taken the risk of fully listening to him, he then offers his patient the spectacle, the demonstration, that a cure is possible. Listening attentively to the resonances, but welcoming the unexpected, can indeed be surprisingly liberating. Allowing the other to rebuild himself. Silently then - one could hear an unknown note flying -, two beings find themselves, sometimes love each other, allied in a fight that is common to them. The one which has for end to assume, each one - let us dare the neologism -, its dingularity. The only way to persevere in one’s being. Spinoza here anticipates Freud.

			Anguish and “death drive”? Satan is not necessary

			“A thing can only be destroyed by an external cause.”

			“Everything, as far as it can, strives to persevere in its being.”

			“The effort (conatus) by which each thing strives to persevere in its being is nothing outside the actual essence of that thing.”

			Baruch Spinoza, Ethics, III, 4, 6, 7.

			 

			Freud should be read as Spinoza read Descartes. With attention - even tenderness at times, he was so alone at the beginning - but with a critical eye. The gaze that he himself never lost with regard to his own text of 1920, Beyond the Pleasure Principle, where, coming out of the war and having just lost his daughter, he hypothesizes a “death drive (Todestrieb)”. “I am not convinced myself,” he said of this essay, which was more speculative than clinical, unlike all his previous works. And in view of the success of this work, a success that surprised him, he even wrote with his usual humor: “It’s very popular and has earned me a lot of letters and praise. I must have made a big mistake there11. Nevertheless, until the end of his life, he will maintain his hypothesis. This hypothesis was curiously supported in large part (not less than half of the text) by biological data (embryology, reproduction of unicellular and multicellular organisms), a kind of argument that he had not been used to until then. This death drive opposed to the life drive, Thanatos against Eros, Freud brings it closer to the repetition compulsion, its “demonic” character, before writing curiously: “I have played the devil’s advocate.” To which Primo Levi, speaking of Auschwitz, seems to reply: “It has been said, and it is an obscenity, that the world needs conflict: that the human race cannot do without it. These are captious and suspect arguments. Satan is not necessary12...” And, speaking of the SS guards: “With one exception, they were not monsters, they had our faces, but they had been poorly educated [...] subordinates [...] fearing punishment [...] too obedient13 [...]” 

			The stake of the debate is capital. If “one is born violent”, indeed, if the cause of anguish resides in a kind of fundamental aggressiveness, one can have fought victoriously a power source of oppressions and inequalities, there will always remain “in” the man a propensity to destroy himself and the other. There is thus something desperate - dangerous perhaps: “the axis of evil” - in what is presented to us as an “inner” necessity. And here we see the “inside”/”outside” division appearing, as if the “inside” were something other than the badly forgotten past. A history from which we have never recovered, that of our encounter with the other, the mode according to which it has one day affected us. The look of the other marks the entry in the symbolic order, an anguish to which we will be confronted all our life. The history of these affects, beyond good and evil, can be found in Book III of the Ethics. Spinoza announces there, three hundred years before, the Freud of 1900, the one of The Interpretation of Dreams and Free Association14. The man who had proposed a certain way of listening to the other. 

			Now I remember. A nurse is climbing over the railing on the seventh floor of the hospital where I work. We catch her. Death wish? No. A word she had been called. Just a word. The only one, no doubt, that could kill her.

			Lessons of solitude 

			Hospital.

			There are few places where anguished solitudes are so dramatically brought together. Patients’ anxiety, of course. But also that of the caregivers. A meeting of faces, bodies, movements, rhythms.

			 

			Fugacious: the elevator.

			There is more in a hospital elevator than in all of philosophy. All of them, one against the other. The glances: antennae, tentacles, pseudopods that seek each other, brush against each other, feel each other. Lingering, evading. Warm or icy. How are you? You have to be. Like a Monday. Doctors and nurses. Men and women, white and black. Brief encounters. Students, course handouts in hand. Interns coming off shift, relieved, wacky, cool, deceptively casual. Teachers and hall boys. Close by, touching each other. Ignoring each other. Brief glance at the badge. Naked symbolism. Imperceptible, present, painful borders. To be or not to be. Who is it? Oh yes. First names, first names. Hello! A patient lying on a stretcher seems lost. Reassure him. A few words. And don’t forget to buy a newspaper because at the consultation you will have to wait. How long will it take? I don’t know. Pediatrics, seventh floor. Charlotte. Shy, afraid. “Is this your blanket? - Yes”, with a nod. Quickly teddy bear disappears. Hidden behind her back. Secret garden. Private life. Oh dear! False move. Back to the basement. The radio, the morgue.

			 

			Painful: the visit.

			An unspoken, yet blinding hierarchy. White coats and pyjamas. The medical language. “It’s a toxo. He’s in low flow.” “What are they saying? I can’t hear.” TV in every room. Living, suffering, raving, dying in front of the small screen. What’s wrong with him? What do we do? Oxygen. The pain woke her up last night. Morphine doesn’t work anymore. She’s suffocating. I hope I didn’t screw up. I have to ask the boss, the chief, anyone, because I don’t know. What the hell am I doing here? Don’t panic. Protect yourself. The right distance, not too close and not too far. Be part of the team. Publish or perish. The New England Journal of Medicine. Will I get my hospital practice position? I am more clinical than Eric but he has more international publications. Doing outings. “Yes, ma’am? I told you, we don’t have the results yet. But of course, as soon as we have it. No, nothing to worry about!” Exchanging glances. A quick meeting with a patient. A fleeting, essential complicity. On the quiet. In rupture with the medical group. Outlaw listening.

			 

			Torn: strike notice.

			Strike decided. Difficult in a hospital. The anguish changes sides. Of tone. The revolution. As if a rhythm that was previously contained could now express itself. Would there be a struggle of rhythms? The unions. Do not let yourself be recuperated. “I don’t do politics.” THE GA. Debates. Public speaking. Voting. “Patients should not be used as hostages.” Urgent care to be provided. One problem: the definition of “emergency”? Giving drinks, passing the bedpan: urgent. “Not enough nurses, caregivers. Not paid enough.” Agreed. But still. Contagious strike. “Do you have any information?” Media. Whispered rumors. “General Intelligence is in the lobby.” Negotiations. “This comes at the worst possible time. Crisis. Budget cuts.” Tough stance. Hesitations. The space of the hospital has curved strangely. The usual words, gestures are as if diverted. Fear. Everyone is afraid. Could the strikes have a latent content? It is impossible to reach the director. “I heard he’s going to jump.” Pay for the days of walkout. Are you dreaming or what? Strike of the guards? No way. Don’t give in. Don’t be manipulated. “You have to know how to end a strike.” You think? Resumption. Early chilly morning. Two incoming: unexplained fever, attempted suicide. Resumption. In the caretakers, in the pit of the stomach, a strange feeling, an incomprehensible guilt. Ambivalence.

			Ambivalence. Don’t lose the south

			“Many times I would have been happy to see him disappear from the world, but I know that if that happened I would be even more upset. In short, I don’t know how to deal with this devil of a man!”
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